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CHAPTER  I 

Oh  ye  who  tread  the  Narrow  W^ 
By  Tophet-flare  to  Judgment  Day, 
Be  gentle  when  the  heathen  pray 
To  Buddha  at  E&makural 

5b  sat,  in  dcfi&nce  of  municipal  orders,  astride  tha 
gun  Zam-Zarameh  on  her  brick  platform  opposite  tho 
old  Ajaib-Gher  —  the  Wonder  House,  as  the  natives 
call  the  Lahore  Museum.  Who  hold  Zam-Zammeh, 
that '  fire-breathing  dragon,'  hold  the  Punjab;  for  the 
great  green-bronze  piece  ia  always  first  of  the  con- 
queror's loot. 

There  was  some  justification  for  Kim, — be  had 
Iticked  Lala  Dinanath's  boy  off  the  trunnions, — since 
the  English  held  the  Punjab  and  Kim  was  English. 
Though  he  was  bamed  black  aa  any  native;  though 
be  spoke  the  vernacular  by  preference,  and  his 
mother-tongue  in  a  clipped  uncertain  sing-song; 
tboiigh  he  consorted  on  terms  of  perfect  equality 
with  tbe  small  boys  of  the  bazar;  Kim  was  wliite — 
a  poor  white  of  the  very  poorest.  The  half-eaata 
woman  who  looked  after  him  (she  smoked  opium 

[d  pretended  to  keep  a  second-hand  furniture  shop 
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(  eqnare  where  tlie  ticca  gharries  stand)  to3d 
t  MMnoiurios  that  she  was  Kiiii*s  mother's  Bister; 
t  bis  mother  had  been  nuraemaid  in  a  colonel'a 
fsmlly  and  had  married  lumball  O'Hara,  a  young 
eoloTir-sergeant  of  the  Mavericks,  an  Irish  regiment, 
who  afterwards  took  a  post  on  the  Sind,  Punjab,  and 
DcIM  railway,  and  bb  regbnent  went  home  witbout 
him.  She  died  of  cholera  in  Ferozepore,  and  O'Hara 
fell  to  drink  and  loafing  up  and  down  the  line  with 
the  keen -eyed  three-year-old  baby.  Societies  and 
chaplains,  anxious  for  the  child,  tried  to  catch  him, 
but  O'Hara  drifted  away,  till  be  came  across  the 
woman  who  took  opium  and  learned  the  taste  from 
her,  And  died  as  poor  whites  die  in  India.  His  estate 
at  death  consisted  of  three  papers — one  be  called  his 
'  ne  varietur  '  because  those  words  were  written  below 
his  signature  thereon,  and  the  other  his  'clearance 
certificate. '  TTie  third  was  Kim's  birth  certificate. 
Those  things,  he  was  used  to  say,  in  his  glorious 
opium  hours,  would  yet  make  little  ICimball  a  man. 
On  no  account  was  Kim  to  part  with  them,  for  they 
belonged  to  a  great  piece  of  magic — such  magic  aa 
men  practised  over  yonder  behind  the  Museum,  in 
the  big  blue  and  white  Jadoo-Gher  —  the  Ma^a 
House,  as  they  call  the  Masonic  Lodge.  It  would, 
he  said,  all  come  right  some  day,  and  Kim's  horo 
would  be  exalted  between  pillars  —  monstrous  pit* 
lars  —  of  beauty  and  strength.  The  colonel  himself 
[2] 
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at  the  head  of  the  finest  regimimt 
i*tnnild  attend  to  Kim,  —  Utile  Kim 
Aotild  tave  been  better  off  than  his  father. 
Nine  hundred  first-class  denb,  whose  god  was  a 
red  bull  on  a  green  field,  would  attend  to  Kim,  if 
lliey  had  not  forgotten  O'Hara  —  poor  O'Hara  that 
was  gang-foreman  on  the  Ferozepore  line.  Then  he 
would  weep  bitterly  in  the  broken  rush  chair  on  tbu 
Terandah.  So  it  came  about  after  his  death  that  the 
Oman  sewed  parchment,  paper,  and  birth  certificate 
tto  a  leather  amulet-case  which  she  strung  round 

3  neck. 

'  And  eome  day,*  ahe  said,  confusedly  remember- 
ing O'Hara'3  prophecies,  '  there  will  come  for  you  a 
great  red  bull  on  a  green  field,  and  the  colonel  riding 
on  his  tall  horse,  yes,  and  '  —  dropping  into  English 
— '  nine  hundred  devils  —  pukka  shaitans.' 

Ah,'  said  Kim,  '  I  shall  remember.     A  red  bull 

id  a  colonel  on  a  horse  will  come,  but  first,  my 

father  said,  eome   tbe   two   men  making  ready   th" 

ground  for  these  matters.     That  is  bow,  my  father 

Baid,  they  always  did;  and  it  is  always  so  when  men 

'k  magic' 

If  the  woman  had  sent  Kim  up  to  the  lo^al 
Jadoo-G-her  with  those  papers,  be  would,  of  course, 
have  been  taken  over  by  the  Provincial  Lodge  and 
eent  to  the  Masonic  Orphanage  in  the  Hills;  Init 
what  she  had  heard  of  magic  she  distrusted.     Tvim. 

[»] 
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loo,  held  views  of  his  own.  As  he  reached  tl 
of  indiscretion,  Le  learned  to  avoid  niissiona: 
white  men  of  serious  aspect  who  asked  who  he  waa» 
and  what  ho  did.  For  Kim  did  nothing  with  an  im- 
mense auccesa.  True,  he  knew  the  wonderful  walled 
oity  of  Lahore  from  the  Delhi  Gate  to  the  outer  Fort 
pitch;  was  hand  in  glove  with  men  who  led  Uvea 
etranger  than  anything  Haroun  al  Raachid  dreamed 
of;  that  he  lived  in  a  life  wild  as  that  of  the  Arabian 
Nights,  but  missionaries  and  secretaries  of  charitable 
societies  could  not  see  the  beauty  of  it.  His  nJck- 
juime  through  all  the  wards  was  '  Little  Friend  of  aU 
the  World';  and  very  often,  being  lithe  and  inoon- 
apicuoua,  he  executed  commisaiona  by  night  on  the 
crowded  housetops  for  aleek  and  shiny  young  men 
of  fashion.  It  was  intrigue,  of  course,  —  he  kc«w 
that  much,  as  he  had  known  all  evil  since  he  coold 
epeak,  —  but  what  he  loved  was  the  game  for  its  own 
sake  —  the  stealthy  prowl  through  the  dark  gullies 
and  lanes,  the  crawl  up  a  water-pipe,  the  sights  and 
sounds  of  the  women's  world  on  the  flat  roofs,  and 
the  headlong  flight  from  housetop  to  housetop  under 
oover  of  the  hot  dark.  Then  there  were  holy  men, 
asn-smeared  fakirs  by  their  brick  shrines  under  the 
trees  at  the  riverside,  with  whom  he  was  quite  famil- 
iar —  greeting  them  as  they  returned  from  begging 
tours,  and,  when  no  one  was  by,  eating  from  the  same 
dish.  The  woman  who  looked  after  him  insisted 
[*] 
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wHTi  tears  that  he  should  wear  European  clothes  — ■ 
trousers,  a  ahirt,  and  a  battered  hat.  KJm  found  it 
easier  to  slip  into  Hindu  or  Mohammedan  garb  whcu 
engaged  on  certain  businesses.  One  of  the  young 
men  of  faahion  —  he  who  was  found  dead  at  the 

ittom  of  a  well  on  the  night  of  the  earthquake  — 
given  him  a  complete  suit  of  Hindu  krt, 
tie  costume  of  a  low-caste  street  boy,  and  Kim  stored 
it  in  a  secret  place  under  some  baulks  in  Nila  Ram's 
timher-yard  beyond  the  Punjab  High  Court,  where 
the  fragrant  deodar  logs  lie  seasoning  after  they 
have  driven  down  the  Ravee.  When  there  was  busi- 
ness or  frolic  afoot,  Kim  would  use  his  properties, 
returning  at  dawn  to  the  verandah,  all  tired  out  from 
shouting  at  the  heels  of  a  marriage  procession,  or 
yelling  at  a  Hindu  festival.  Sometimes  there  was 
food  in  the  house,  more  often  there  was  not,  and 
Kim  went  out  again  to  eat  with  his  native  friends. 

As  he  drummed  his  heels  against  Zam-Zammeh  he 
turned  now  and  again  from  his  king-of-the-castle 
game  with  little  Cbola  Lai  and  Abdullah  the  sweet- 
meat seller's  son  to  make  a  rude  remark  to  the  na- 
tive policeman  on  guard  over  rows  of  shoes  at  the 
Museum  door.  The  big  Punjabi  grinned  tolerantly. 
He  know  Kim  of  old.  So  did  the  water-carrier, 
sluicing  water  on  the  dry  road  from  his  goat-skin 
bag.  So  did  .lawaliir  Singh,  the  Museum  carpenter, 
bent  over  nciv  packing-oases.  So  did  everybody  in 
[6] 
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1 9mpi  HtB  peMutB  ttota  tbe  ootmtty,  hi 
up  to  Um  Wonder  Hoaae  to  new  tbe  things  ttut 
nude  in  their  own  pronnce  and  elsevhere.  Tha 
Mnseom  w»  giren  up  to  Indian  arts  and  mannfac- 
tnrea,  uid  tnjbodj  who  <^>09e  could  ask  the  curator 
to  explain  things. 

'  Offl  Off!  Let  me  up! '  cried  Abdullah,  dimlK 
lag  ap  Zam-ZanuDeh'a  wheel. 

'  Thy  father  waa  a  pastrr  cook,  Thj  mother  stole 
tbe  gki,'  Kanj^  Kim.  '  All  Mussalmans  fell  off  Zaia> 
Zammeh  long  ago! ' 

'  Ijf^  me  npl '  shrilled  little  Cbota  Lai  in  his  giH> 
embroidered  cap.  His  father  was  worth  perhaps 
half  a  million  sterling,  but  India  is  the  only  demo- 
cratic land  in  tbe  world, 

'The  Hindus  fell  off  Zem-Zammeh  too.  llie 
MuMalmans  pushed  them  off.  Thy  father  was  a 
paatTT'  cook * 

Ue  ntopped;  for  there  shuffled  round  the  comer, 
from  the  roaring  Motee  Bazar,  such  a  man  as  Kim, 
who  thought  he  knew  all  castesj,  had  never  seen. 
He  was  noarly  six  feet  high,  dressed  in  fold  upon 
fold  of  dingy  stuff  like  horse-blanketing,  and  not  one 
fold  of  it  couid  Kim  refer  to  any  known  trade  or 
profession.  At  liU  belt  bung  a  long  open-work  iron 
pencaae  and  a  wooden  rosary  aiieh  as  holy  men 
wear.  On  his  head  waa  a  gigantic  sort  of  tam-o* 
flhauter.  IKs  fnco  was  yellow  and  wrinkled,  like 
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lat  of  Fook  Shing>  tlie  Cliinese  bootmaker  in  tie 
[  Iwzai:.  His  eyes  turned  up  at  tbe  comers  and  looked 
like  little  slits  of  onyx, 

'  Who  13  that? '  said  Kim  to  his  companions. 

'Perhaps  it  is  a  man,'  eaid  Abdullah,  finger  in 
knouth,  staring. 

'Without  doubt,'  returned  Kim;  'but  he  is  no 
pan  of  India  that  /  have  ever  seen.' 

'A  Yogi,  perhaps,'  eaid  Chota  Lai,  spying  the 
'  Seel     He  goes  in  to  the  Wonder  Housel ' 

'  Nay,  nay,'  said  the  policeman,  shaking  his  head. 

'  do  not  understand  your  talk.'  The  constable 
~Bpoke  Punjabi.  'Oh,  The  Friend  of  all  the  World, 
what  does  he  say? ' 

'  Send  him  hither,'  said  Kim,  dropping  from 
Zam-Zanimeh,  flourishing  hia  bare  heels.  '  He  is  a 
foreigner,  and  Ihou  art  a  buffalo.' 

The  man  turned  helplessly  and  drifted  towards 
the  boys.  He  was  old,  and  his  woollen  gaberdine  still 
reeked  of  the  stinking  artemisia  of  the  mountain 


'O  Children,  what  ia  that  big  house?'  he  said  in 
Tery  fair  Urdu. 

'The  Ajaib-G-her,  the  Wonder  House  I '  Kim  gave 
him  no  title  —  such  as  Lala  or  Mian.  He  could  not 
divine  the  man's  creed. 

'Ah!     The  Wonder  House!     Can  any  enter? ' 

I  It  ia  written  above  the  door  —  all  can  enter.' 
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'I  £0  in  and  out.      /  am  no   bauKor,'  laoj 

'  Alls!  I  am  an  old  man.  I  did  not  knoi 
Tben,  fingering  bis  rosary,  lie  turned  toward  I 
Miueum. 

'Wliat  is  your  caste?  Wtere  is  jour  hoiu 
Have  you  come  far? '  KJm  aaked. 

'  I  came  by  Kulu  —  from  beyond  the  Kailas  -^ 
but  wbat  know  you!  From  tbe  hills  where' — ■% 
sighed  — '  the  air  and  water  are  fresh  and  cooL' 

*  Ahal      Khitai    (a    CbJnaman),'    said    Abdul 
proudly.     Fook  Shing  had  once  chased  him  out  i 
bis  shop  for  spitting  at  the  joas  above  the  boots. 

'Pabari  (a  bill  man),'  said  little  Cbota  LaL 

'  Ay,    child  —  a    bill    man    from     hUIs     thonlj 
never  see.     Didst  hear  of  Bhotiyal  (Tibet)!     I  t 
no  Khitai,  but  a  Bhotiya  (Tibetan),  since  you  i 
know  —  a  latna  ~  or,  say  a  guru  in  your  tongue.'' 

'  A  guru  from  Tibet,'  said  Kim.  '  I  have  not  a 
eucb  a  man.     They  be  Hindus  in  Tibet,  then? ' 

'  We  be  followers  of  the  Middle  Way,  living  i 
peace  in  our  lamaaaeries,  and  I  go  to  see  the  FoU] 
Holy  Places  before  I  die.      Now  do  you,  who  i 
children,  know  as  much  as  I  do  who  am  old.' 
smiled  benignanily  on  the  boya. 

'Hast  thou  eaten! ' 

He  fumbled  in  his  bosom  and  drew  forth  a  wen 
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^Bl>ood«n  be^D^bowL  The  boys  nodded.  All  prieeti 
^^bf  their  acquaintance  begged. 

*  I  do  not  wish  to  eat  yet.'  He  turniJ  hir  hcaa 
like  an  old  tortoise  in  tbe  eunlight.  'Is  it  true  that 
there  are  many  images  in  the  Wonder  House  of  La- 
hore?' He  repeated  the  last  words  as  one  making 
Bure  of  an  address. 

'That  is  true/  said  Abdullah.  'It  is  full  of 
heathen  buta.     Thou  also  art  an  idolater.' 

'  Never  mind  him,'  said  Kim.  *  That  is  the  Gov- 
cnunent'a  house  and  there  is  no  idolatry  in  it,  but 
only  a  Sahib  with  a  white  beard.  Come  with  me 
and  I  will  show.' 

'  Strange  prieSta  eat  boya,'  whispered  Chota  tal. 

'  And  he  is  a  stranger  and  a  itit-parast  (idolater),* 
•aid  Abdullah,  the  Mohammedan. 

Kim  laughed.  *  He  is  new,  Kun  to  your  moth- 
era'  laps,  and  be  safe.     Come,  old  man!  * 

Kim  clicked  round  the  eeK-registering  turnstile; 
the  old  man  followed  and  halted  amazed.  In  the 
entrance-hall  stood  the  larger  figures  of  the  Greoo- 
Buddhist  sculplnres  done,  savants  know  how  long 
^Baince,  by  forgotten  workmen  whose  hands  were  feel- 
^Hbg,  and  not  unskilfully,  for  the  mysteriously  trans- 
mitted Grecian  touch.  There  were  hundreds  of 
pieces,  friezes  of  figures  in  relief,  fragments  of  stat- 
ues and  slabs,  crowded  with  figures  that  had  en- 
1  the  brick  walls  of  the  Buddhist  Slupas  and 
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and 


viharas  of  the  North  Country  and  now,  dug  up 
labelled,  made  the  pride  of  the  Museum.  In  open- 
mouthed  wonder  the  lama  turned  to  this  and  that, 
and  finally  cheeked  in  rapt  attention  before  a  large 
alto-relief  representing  a  coronation  or  apotheosis  of 
the  Lord  Buddha.  The  Master  was  represented 
seated  on  a  lotus  the  petals  of  which  were  so  deeply 
undercut  as  to  show  almost  detached.  Kound  him 
waa  an  adoring  hierarchy  of  kings,  elders,  and  old- 
time  Buddhas.  Below  were  lotua-covered  waters 
with  fishes  and  water-birds.  Two  butterfly-winged 
dewas  held  a  wreath  over  his  head;  above  them  an- 
other pair  supported  an  umbrella  surmounted  by  th« 
jewelled  headdress  of  the  Bodhisat. 

'The  Lordl     The  Lord!     It  is  Sakya  Muni  him- 
self,' the  lama  half  sobbed;  and  under  his  breath  be- 
gan the  wonderful  Buddhist  invocation:  — 
'  To  Sim  the  Way  —  tht  Law  —  Apart — 
Wuna  M'tya  Iield  beneath  her  A^art 
Aiumda'i  Lord  —  tht  BodhUat.'' 
'And  he  ia  here!     The  Most  Excellent  Law  is  here 
also.      My   pilgrimage   is  well   begun.      And   what 
work!     What  work! ' 

*  Yonder  is  the  Sahib,'  said  Kim,  and  dodged  side- 
wajB  among  the  cases  of  the  arts  and  manufacture 
wing.  A  white-bearded  Englishman  was  looking  at 
the  lama,  who  gravely  turned  and  saluted  him  and 
after  some  fumbling  drew  out  a  note-book  and  a  scrap 
of  paper. 
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'Yee,  tbfit  is  my  name,*  smiling  at  the  clnm^, 
childish  print. 

'  One  of  UB  who  had  made  pilgriraage  to  the 
Holj  Places  —  he  is  now  Abbot  of  the  Lung-Gho 
Jionftstery  —  gave  it  me,'  stommcrod  the  lama  '  He 
spoke  of  these.'  lTi<  lean  hand  moved  tremolouBly 
roDnd. 

K'  Welcome,  then,  O  lamu  from  Tibet.  Here  be 
i  images,  and  I  am  here '  —  he  glanced  at  the 
oa'a  face  — '  to  gather  knowledge.  Come  to  my 
■■Mwhile.'  The  old  man  was  tremljling  with  ex- 
TOe  omce  was  but  a  little  wooden  enbicle  parti- 
tioned off  from  the  sculpture-lined  gallery.  Kim 
laid  himself  down,  his  ear  against  a  crack  in  the 
heat-split  cedar  door,  ana,  following  his  instinct,  set 
himself  to  listen  and  watch. 

Most  of  the  talk  was  altogether  above  his  head. 
The  lama,  haltingly  at  first,  spoke  to  the  curator  of 
his  own  lamaaseiy,  the  Such-zen,  opposite  the  Painted 
Hocks,  four  months'  march  away.  The  curator 
brought  out  a  huge  book  of  photos  and  showed  him 
that  very  place,  perched  on  its  crag,  overlooking  the 
g^ntic  valley  of  many-hued  strata. 

'Ay,  ay! '  The  lama  mounted  a  pair  of  horn- 
rimmed spectacles  of  Chinese  work.  '  Here  is  the 
very  door  through  which  we  bring  wood  before  win- 

Li  thou  —  the  English  know  of  these  things! 
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He  who  is  now  Abbot  of  Lung-Cbo  told  me,  bnt  I  d 
not  believe.  The  Lord  —  tlie  Excellent  One — -1 
has  iionour  here  too)     And  Hia  life  is  known t ' 

'  It  is  all  carvoB  upon  the  Btonea.     Come  and  a 
if  tboo  art  rested.' 

Out  shuffled  the  lama  to  the  main  hall,  and,  tlia 
curator  beside  him,  went  through  the  collection  with 
the  reverence  of  a  devotee  and  the  appreciative  in- 
stinct of  a  craftsman. 

Incident  by  incident  in  the  beautiful  atory  he 
identified  on  the  blurred  stone,  puzzled  here  and 
there  by  the  unfamiliar  Greek  convention,  but  de- 
lighted as  a  child  at  each  new  trove.  Where  the  se- 
quence failed,  as  in  the  Annunciation,  the  curator 
supplied  it  from  his  mound  of  boobs  —  French  and 
German,  with  photographs  and  reproductions. 

Here  was  the  devout  Asita,  the  pendant  of  Simeon 
•n  the  Christian  story,  holding  the  Holy  Child  on 
bis  knee  while  mother  and  father  listened;  and  here 
were  incidents  in  tie  legend  of  the  cousin  Devadatta; 
here  was  the  wicked  woman  who  accused  the  Master 
of  impurity,  all  confounded;  here  was  the  teaching 
in  the  Deer-park;  the  miracle  that  stunned  the  fire- 
worshippers;  here  was  the  Bodhisat  in  royal  state  aa 
a  prince;  the  miraculous  birth;  the  death  at  Kusiif 
agara,  where  the  weak  disciple  fainted;  while  thers 
were  almost  countless  repetitions  of  the  meditation 
under  the  Bodhi  tree;  and  the  adoration  of  the  alma* 
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bowl  WBB  BTeiywhere.  In  a  few  minates  the  curator 
saw  that  his  guest  was  no  mere  bead-telilng  mendl- 
oant,  but  a  ecliolar  of  parts.  And  they  went  at  it  all 
over  again,  the  lama  taking  snuff,  wiping  his  specta- 
clee,  and  talking  at  railway  speed  in  a  bewildering 
mixture  of  Urdu  and  Tibetan.  He  had  heard  of  the 
travels  of  the  Chinese  pilgrims,  Fo-Hian  and  Hwen- 
Thiang,  and  was  anxious  to  know  if  there  was  any 
translation  of  their  reoord.  He  drew  in  his  breath 
as  he  turned  helplessly  over  the  pagee  of  Beal  and 
Stanislas  Julien.  '  'Tis  all  here.  A  treasure  locked.' 
Then  he  composed  himself  reverently  to  listen  to 
fragments,  hastily  rendered  into  Urdu.  Tor  the 
first  time  he  heard  of  the  labours  of  European  schol- 
ars, who  by  the  help  of  these  and  a  hundred  other 
documents  have  identified  the  Holy  Places  of  Budd- 
_hi8m.  Then  he  was  shown  a  mighty  map,  spotted 
1  traced  with  yellow.  The  brown  finger  followed 
i  curator'*  pencil  from  point  to  point.  Here  was 
birastu,  here  the  Middle  Kingdom,  and  here 
,  the  Mecca  of  Buddhism;  and  here  was 
8,  sad  place  of  the  Holy  One's  death. 
The  old  man  bowed  his  head  over  the  sheets  in 
silence  for  a  while,  and  the  curator  lit  another 
pipe.  Kim  had  fallen  asleep.  When  he  waked, 
the    talk,    still    in    spate,    was    more    within    his 

Kiprehension. 
And  thus  it  was,  0   Fountain  of  Wisdom,  that 
[18] 


t  decided  to  go  to  Holy  Places  which  His 
had  trod  —  to  the  Birthplace,  even  to  Kapila;  t 
lo   ilaha   Bodhi,    which    is   Buddh    Oaya  —  to 
Monastery  — ■  to   the    Deer-park  —  to    the    place   i 
His  death.' 

The  laiuft  lowered  his  voice.  'And  I  come  1 
alone.  For  five  —  aeven  —  eighteen  —  forty  yei 
it  wa3  in  my  mind  that  the  Old  Law  was  not  i 
followed;  being  overlaid,  as  thou  knowest,  with  d 
dom,  charms,  snd  idolatry.  Even  as  the  child  ( 
side  said  but  now.  Ay,  even  as  the  child  said,  ^ 
bat-parastV 

'  So  comee  it  willh  all  faiths.' 

'  TTiinkeKt  thou?     The  books  of  my  lami 
read,  and  they  were  as  dried  pith;  and  the  later  ritt 
with  which  we  of  the  Reformed  Law  have  cumben 
ourselves  —  that,  too,  had  no  worth  to  those  old  e 
Even  the  followers  of  the  Excellent  One  are  at  feoj 
on  feud  with  one  another.     It  is  all  illusion, 
Maya,  illusion.     But  I  have  another  desire  '  —  t] 
seamed  yellow  face  drew  within  three  inches  of  thj 
curator,  and  the  long  forefinger  nail  tapped  on  tUJ 
table.     *  Your  scholars,  by  these  books,  have  foUowai 
the  Blessed  Feet  in  all  their  wanderings;  but  tbei 
are  things  which  they  have  not  sought  out.     I  \ 
nothing,  —  nothing  do  I  know,  —  but  I  go  to  J 
myself  from  the  Wheel  of  Things  by  a  most  brc 
and  open  road.'     He  smiled  with  simple  triumjri 
1 14 1 
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nrpilgrim  to  the  Holy  Places  1  acquire  merit'" 
But  there  is  more,     listen  to  a  true  thing.     WliLti 
djur  gracious  Lord,  being  as  yet  a  youth,  sought  a 
late,  men  said,  in  his  father's  court,  that  he  was 
r  tender  for  marriage.     Thou  knowest? ' 
The  curator  nodded;  wondering  what  would  come 
nest. 

'  So  they  made  the  triple  trial  of  rtrength  against 
all  comers.     And  at  the  teat  of  the  Bow,  our  Lord 
firet  breaking  that  which  they  gave  him,  called  for 
anch  a  bow  as  none  might  bend.     Thou  knowest? ' 
'  It  is  written.     I  have  read.' 

'  And,  overshooting  all  other  marks,  the  arrow 
passed  far  and  far  beyond  sight.  At  the  last  it  fell; 
ind,  where  it  touched  earth,  there  broke  out  a 
I  which  presently  became  a  river,  whose  na- 
by  our  Lord's  beneficence,  and  that  merit 
Se  acquired  ere  Qe  freed  himself,  is  that  w'hoso 
bathes  in  it  washes  away  all  taint  and  speckle  of 
sin.' 

*  So  it  ifl  written,'  said  the  curator  sadly. 
The  lama  drew  a  long  breath.     '  Where  is  that 
river,  Fountain  of  Wisdom,  where  fell  the  arrow? ' 

'Alas,   my   brother,    I   do   not  know/  said   the 
curator. 

'  Nay,  if  it  please  thee  to  forget  —  the  one  thing 

only  that  thou  hast  not  told  me.     Surely  thou  must 

Krlmowt     Bee,  I  am  an  old  man  I     I  ask  with  my  head 
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f>etweeii  tlij  feet,  O  Foimtam  of  Wisdom.    We  fcn. 
He  drew  the  bow!      We  know  the  arrow  felll 
Jcnow  the  stream  gushed  1     Where  then  is  the  riverl 
My  dream  told  me  to  find  it.     So  I  came.     I  t 
here.    But  where  is  the  river? ' 

If   I    knew,    think   you   I    woold   not   cry 
aloud  r 

'  By  it  one  attains  freedom  from  the  Wlieel  i 
Things,'  the  lama  went  on,  unheeding.  '  The  Sitt 
of  the  Arrow  I  Think  again  I  Some  little  atreu 
may  be.  Dried  in  the  heats?  But  the  Holy  ( 
would  never  so  cheat  an  old  man.' 

'  I  do  not  know.     I  do  not  know.' 

The  lama  braught  his  thousand-wrinkled  face  oni 
more  a  handsbreadth  from  the  Englishman's.  '  I  B 
thou  dost  not  know.  Not  being  of  the  Law,  the  mst 
ter  is  hid  from  thee.' 

'  Ay  —  hidden  —  hidden.' 

'  We  are  both  bound,  thou  and  I,  my  brother. 
1 '  —  ha  rose  with  a  sweep  of  the  soft  thick  drapt 
—  'I  go  to  cut  myself  free.     Come  alsol ' 

'  I  am  bound,'  said  the  curator,      '  But  niiitlu 
goeet  thou!' 

'First  to  Kashi  (Benares):  where  elae!  There  3 
(hall  meet  one  of  the  pure  faith  in  a  Jain  temple  < 
that  city.  He  also  is  a  seeker  in  secret,  and  froi 
him  haply  I  may  learn.  May  be  he  will  go  with  n 
to  Buddh  Gaya.  Thence  north  and  west  to  Eapil 
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raatn,  and  there  will  I  seek  for  tlie  riTer.     JS'ay,  ^ 
will  seek  everywhere  aa  I  go  —  for  tJie  place  ia  not 

(own  where  the  arrow  fell.' 
'  And  how  wilt  thou  go?  It  ia  a  far  cry  to  Delhi, 
d  farther  to  Benares.' 
'  By  road  and  the  trains.  From  Pathun  Kot,  hav- 
;  left  the  Hills,  I  came  hither  in  a  te-rain.  It  goes 
iftly.  At  first  I  waa  amazed  to  see  those  tall  poles 
by  the  side  of  the  road  snatching  up  and  snatching  up 
iheir  tlireads,'  —  be  illustrated  the  stoop  and  whirl 
of  a  telegraph  pole  flashing  past  the  train.  'But 
later,  I  was  cramped  and  desired  to  walk,  as  I  am 
naed.' 

'  And  thou  art  sure  of  thy  road! '  said  the  curator. 

'  Oh,  for  that  one  but  asks  a  question  and  paya 

Boney,  and  the  appointed  persons  despatch  all  to 

I  appointed  place.      That  much  I  knew  in  my 

asery  from  anre  report,'  said  the  lama  proudly. 

'And  when  dost  thou  go?'     The  curator  smiled 

the    mixture    of    old    world    piety    and    modem 

progress  that  is  the  note  of  India  to^ay. 

'As  soon  as  may  be.  I  follow  the  places  of  His 
life  till  I  come  to  the  River  of  the  Arrow.  There  is, 
moreover,  a  written  paper  of  the  hours  of  the  trains 
that  go  south-' 

'  And  for  food } '     Lamas,  as  a  rule,  have  good 

£of  money  Bomewhere   about   them,   but  the 
r  wiahed  to  make  sure. 
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*  For  die  journey,  I  take  up  the  j^aster's  heggi 
bowL  Yes.  Even  as  he  went  so  go  I,  forsaking  i. 
eaw  of  my  monastery.  There  was  \vith  me  when  ] 
left  the  hills  a  chela  (diBcipIe)  who  begged  for  i 
the  Rale  demands,  but  baiting  in  Kulu  awhile  i 
fever  took  him  and  be  died.  I  have  now  no  chelo 
but  1  will  take  mj  alms-bowl  and  thus  enable  t 
charitable  to  acquire  merit.'  He  nodded  hia  hea^ 
valiantly.  Learned  doctoi^  of  a  lamasBcry  do  nqf 
beg,  but  tile  lama  was  an  enthusiast  in  this  quest. 

'Be  it  30,'  said  the  curator,  smiling.  'Suffer  i 
now  to  acquire  merit.  We  be  craftsmen  together 
thou  and  I.  Here  is  a  new  book  of  white  Englii 
paper:  here  be  sharpened  pencils  two  and  three - 
thick  and  thin,  all  good  for  a  scribe.  Now  lend  i 
thy  spectacles.' 

The  curator  looked  through  them.  They 
heavily  scratched,  but  the  power  waa  almost  exacti; 
that  of  hia  own  pair,  which  he  slid  into  the  lama's 
Hand,  saying: '  Try  these.' 

'A  feather!  A  very  feather  upon  the  faeel '  ThJ 
old  man  turned  his  heed  delightedly  and  ^vrink]ed  iij| 
his  nose.  'How  scarcely  do  I  feel  them!  Hoi^ 
clearly  do  I  seel ' 

'  They  he  hilaur  —  crystal  and  will  never  scratc 
May  they  help  thee  to  thy  river,  for  they  are  thiuoJ 

'  I  will  take  them  and  the  pencils  and  the  whlU 

note-book,'  said  t3ie  lama,  '  as  a  sign  of  friendship  b9«l 
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tween  priest  and  priest  —  and  now '  he  fumbled 

at  lii3  belt,  detached  the  open  iroa-work  pencase,  and 
laid  it  on  the  curator's  table.  '  That  is  for  a  memory 
between  thee  and  me  —  my  pencase.  It  is  something 
old  —  even  as  1  am.* 

It  was  a  piece  of  ancient  design,  Chinese,  of  an 

in  that  is  not  smelted  in  these  days;  and  the  col- 

!ector'a  heart  in  the  curator'a  bosom  had  gone  out 

to  it  from  the  first.     For  no  persuasion  would  the 

lama  resume  h^s  gift. 

TiVlien  I  return,  having  found  the  river,  I  wilf 
thee  a  written  picture  of  the  Padma  Sam- 
tltore  —  suoh    as   I   used    to    make    on    silk  at    the 
lamassery.     Yes  —  and  of  the  Wbeel  of  Life,'  he 
LQckled,  'for  we  be  craftsmen  together,  thou  and 
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'  The  curator  would  have  detained  him:  they 
are  few  in  the  world  who  still  have  the  secret 
of  the  oonventional  brush-pen  Buddhist  pictures 
which  are,  as  it  were,  half  written  and  half  drawn. 
"But  the  lama  strode  out,  head  high  in  air,  and 
pausing  an  instant  before  the  great  statue  of  a 
Bodhisat  in  meditation,  brushed  through  the  tum- 
vtHee, 

TCiin  followed  like  a  shadow.     "What  he  had  over- 
heard excited  liim  wildly.     This  man  was  entirely 
Cto  all  his  experience,  and  he  meant  to  investigate 
iw:  precisely  as  he  would  have  investij 
tW] 
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new  building  or  a  strange  festival  in  Laliore  i 
The  lama  was  his  trove,  and  he  piirposed  to  ( 
poseeaeion.     Kim'a  mother  had  been  Irish  too. 

The  old  man  halted  bj  Zam-Zammeh  and  loolei 
round  till  his  eye  fell  on  Kim.     The  inspiration  t 
his  pilgrimage  had  loft  him  for  awhile,  and  he  i 
old,  forlorn,  and  very  empty. 

'Do  not  sit  under  that  gun,*  said  the  policeni 
loftily. 

*Huhl  Owl!'  was  Kim's  retort  on  the  lai 
behal£  '  Sit  under  that  gun  if  it  plcE 
Why  didst  thou  steal  the  milk-woman's  slipp< 
Dunnoo?' 

That  was  an  utterly  unfounded  charge  spn 
on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  but  it  silenced  Dm 
who  knew  that  Kim's  clear  yell  could  call 
legions  of  bad  boys  if  need  arose. 

'And    what    didst    thou    worship    within? * 
Kim  affably,  squatting  in  the  shade  beside  the  I 

'  I  worshipped  none,  child.     I  bowed  before  1 
Excellent  Law.' 

Kim  accepted  this  new  god  without  emotion, 
already  knew  a  few  score. 

'And  what  dost  thou  do?' 

'  I  beg.  I  remember  now  it  13  long  since  I  b,*M 
eaten  or  dnmk.  What  is  the  custom  of  charity  i 
this  town?  In  silence,  as  we  do  of  Tibet,  or  b 
lag  aloud  t ' 

(20] 


■  KIM 

' Utoee  wbo  beg  m  silence  starre  in  sQenoe,'  tma' 
Kim,  quoting  a  native  proverb.  The  lama  tried  to 
rise,  but  sank  bacli  again,  sighing  for  his  disciple, 
dead  in  far  away  Kulu.  Kim  watched  —  head  to 
one  aide,  considering  and  interested. 

'  Give  me  the  bowl.  I  know  the  people  of  tibia 
city  —  all  who  are  charitable.  Give,  and  I  will 
bring  it  back  fUled.'  Simply  as  a  child  the  old 
man  handed  him  the  bowl. 

*Re«t  thou.     I  know  the  people.* 

He  trotted  off  to  the  open  shop  of  a  Kunjri,  a 
low-caste  vegetable-seller,  which  lay  opposite  the 
belt-tramway  line  down  the  Motee  Bazar.  She  knew 
Kim  of  old. 

'  Oho,   hast  thou  turned  jogi  with  thy  begging- 

wl!  *  she  cried. 
I  'Nay,'    aaid    Kim    proudly.      *  There    ia    a    new 
~|irieBt  in  the  city  —  a  man  such  as  I  have  never 
seen.' 

'  Old  priest  —  young  tiger/  said  the  woman 
angrily.  'I  am  tired  of  new  priests!  They  settle 
on  our  wares  like  flies.  Is  the  father  of  my  eon  a 
well  of  charity  to  give  to  all  who  ask! ' 

'  No,'  said  Eim.  '  Thy  man  is  rather  yagi  (bad 
tempered)  than  yogi  (a  holy  man).  But  this  priest 
13  new.  The  Sahib  in  the  "Wonder  House  has  talked 
ta  him  like  a  brother.     O  my  mother,  fill  me  this 

Le  waitfl.' 
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'That   bowl    indeed!      That    »»w-bellied    bae 
Ttiou  bast  as  much  grace  as  the  holy  bull  of  £ 
He  has  taken  the  best  of  a  basket  of  onioi 
this  mora;  and  forsooth,  I  must  fill  thy  bowl. 
comes  here  again.' 

The  huge  mouse-coloured  Brahminee  bull 
the  ward  was  shouldering  his  way  through 
many-coloured  crowd,  a  stolen  plantain  hai 
out  of  his  mouth.  He  headed  straight  for  the  s 
well  knowing  his  privileges  as  a  sacred 
lowered  bis  bead,  and  puffed  beavily  along 
line  of  baskets  ere  making  his  choice.  Up  : 
Kim's  hard  little  heel  and  caught  hira  on  bis  r 
blue  nose.  He  snorted  indignantly,  and  wal 
away  across  the  tram  line,  bis  bump 
with  rage, 

'Seel     I  have  saved  more  Chan  the  bowl  will  t 
thrice  over.     Now,  mother,  a  little  rice  and  soij 
dried  fish  atop  —  yes,  and  some  vegetable  curry.'' 

A  growl  came  out  of  the  back  of  tbe  shop,  whtt 
a  man  lay. 

'He  drove  away  the  bull,'  said  the  woman  in  | 
undertone.     '  It  is  good  to  give  to  tbe  poor.' 
took  tbe  bowl  and  returned  it  full  of  hot  rice. 

•  But  my  yogi  is  not  a  cow,'  said  Kim,  gr 

making  a  hole  with  bis  fingers  in  tbe  top  o: 

mound.     'A  little  curry  ia  good,  and  a  fried  < 

and  a  morsel  of  conserve  Ti-ould  plee^e  him,  I  t 
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*  It  is  a  hole  as  big  aa  thy  bead,'  said  the  woman" 
iretfuJIy.  But  she  filled  it,  none  the  less,  -with  good^ 
steauiing  vegetable  curry,  clapped  a  dried  cake  atop, 
and  a  morsel  of  clarified  butter  ou  Che  cake,  dabbed 
a  lump  of  sour  tamarind  conserve  at  the  side;  and 
Sim  looked  at  the  load  lovingly. 

'  That  is  good.     When  I  am  in  the  bazar  the  ball 
ne  to  "this  house.     He  is  a  bold  be^;ar- 


And  thout'  laughed  the  woman.  'But  speak 
well  of  bulls.  Hast  thou  not  told  me  that  some  day  a 
bull  will  come  out  of  a  field  to  help  theel  Now  hold 
all  straight  and  ask  for  the  holy  man's  blessing  upon 
me.  Perhaps,  too,  he  knows  a  cure  for  my  daughter's 
Bore  eyes.  Aak  him  that  also,  O  thou  Little  Friend 
of  all  the  World.' 

But  Kim  had  danced  off  ere  the  end  of  the  sen- 
tence, dodging  pariah  dogs  and  hungry  acquaintances. 
'  Thus  do  we  beg  who  know  the  way  of  it,'  said  he 
proudly  to  the  lama,  who  opened  liis  eyes  at  the  con- 
tents of  the  bowl.  '  Eat  now  and  —  I  will  eat  with 
thee.  Oh^  hhistie!'  he  called  to  the  water-carrier, 
^idnicing  the  crotons  by  the  Museum.  '  Give  water 
We  men  are  thirsty.' 
men!'  said  the  Ihialie,  lauding.  'Is  one 
'v]  enong'h  for  such  a  pair?  Drink  then,  in  the 
of  the  Compassionate.' 
He  loosed  a  thin  stream  into  Kim*s  hands,  who 
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drank  native  fashion;  but  tlie  lama  most  needs  -{ 
out  a  cup  from  tiia  inexhaustible  upper  draperies  a 
drink  ceremonially. 

'  Pardesi  (a  foreigner),'  Kim  explained,  as  the  c 
man  delivered  in  an  unioiown  tongue  what  waa  evj 
dentlj  a  blessing. 

They  ate  together  in  great  content,  clearing  t 
beggar's  bowL  Then  the  lama  took  snuff  from  a  j 
tontoua  wooden  snuff-box,  fingered  his  rosary  awhi 
and  90  dropped  into  the  easy  sleep  of  age, 
shadow  of  Zam-Zammch  grew  long. 

Kim  loafed  over  to  the  nearest  tobacoo-selleri^ 
ratJiep  lively  young  Mohammedan  woman, 
fce^ed  a  rank  cigar  of  the  sort  that  they  sell  1 
ftudents  of  the  Punjab  University  ^Vho  copy  Englil 
customs.  Then  he  smoked  and  thought,  knees  1 
cibin,  under  the  belly  of  the  gun,  and  the  outcome  d 
hifl  thoughts  was  a  sudden  and  stealthy  departure  % 
the  direction  of  Nila  Ram's  timber-yard. 

The  lama  did  not  wake  till  the  evening  life  of  4j 
city  bad  begun  with  lamp-lighting  and  the  return,  < 
clerks  and  sulxjrdinates  from  the  Govomment  officj 
He  stared  dizzily  in  all  directions,  but  none  loota 
at  him  save  a  Hindu  urchin  in  a  dirty  turbao  i 
Isabella-coloured  clothes.  Suddenly  be  bowed  i 
head  on  his  knees  and  wailed. 

'  Wliat  is  this? '  said  the  boy,  standing  before  I: 
'Hast  thou  been  robbed t' 
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r*u  mj  new  cheia  (^otjr  didci^k)  Uiat  m  f 
A^&y  froa,  me,  and  I  know  not  whem  he  ie.' 
^    'And  what  like  of  man  was  thy  disciple?* 
^■*  It  wae  a  boy  who  came  to  me  in  place  of  him  wlio 
Jpftd,  on  account  of  the  merit  which  I  had  gained 
when  I  bowed  before  the  Law  within  there.'     He 
pointed  towards  the  Museum.     *  He  came  upon  mo 
to  show  me  a  road  which  I  had  lost.     He  led  me  into 
the  Wonder  House,  and  by  hia  talk  made  me  bold  to 
epeak  to  the  Keeper  of  the  Images,  so  that  I  was 
cheered  and  made  strong.      And  when  I  was  faint 
with  hunger  he  begged  for  me,  as  woTild  a  ckeJa  for 
his  teacher.     Suddenly  waa  he  sent.     Suddenly  has 
he  gone  away.     It  was  in  my  mind  to  have  taught 
him  the  Law  upon  the  road  to  Benares' 

Kim  stood  amazed  at  this,  because  he  had  ovei^ 
heard  the  talk  in  the  Museum,  and  knew  that  the  old 
man  was  speaking  the  truth,  which  ia  a  thing  a  native 
seldom  presents  to  a  stranger. 

*  But  I  see  now  that  he  waa  but  aent  upon  a  pur- 
pose. By  this  I  know  that  I  shall  find  a  certain  rirer 
for  which  I  seek.' 

"The  River  of  the  Arrow?'  said  Kim,  with  a 
lerior  smile. 

'  'Ib  this  yet  another  sending?'   cried   the  lama. 
E'To  none  have  I  spoken  of  mj  search,  save  to  the 
ieat  of  the  Images.     Who  art  thou?' 
L' Thy  chela'  said  ICim  aimply,  sitting  on  his  heels. 
[35] 
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'  I  have  never  seen  anyone  like  to  thee  in  all  this  fl 
life.     I  go  with  thee  to  Benares.     And,  too,  I  t 
that  BO  old  a.  man  as  thou,  speaking  truth  to  c 
met  people  at  dusk,  is  in  great  need  of  a  disciple,' 

'  But  the  River  —  the  River  of  the  Arrow? ' 

'  Oh,  that  I  heard  when  thou  waM,  speaking  to  % 
Englishman.     I  laj  against  the  door.' 

The  lama  sighed.  'I  thought  thou  hadst  heen  1 
guide  permitted.  Such  things  fall  sometimes  —  but 
I  am  not  worthy.  Thou  dost  not,  then,  know  the 
river? ' 

'Not  I.'  Kim  laughed  uneasily.  'I  go  to  look 
for  —  for  a  Bull  —  a  Red  Bull  on  a  green  field  who 
shall  help  me.'  Boylike,  if  an  acquaintance  had 
a  scheme,  Kim  was  quite  ready  with  one  of  hia 
own;  and,  boylike,  he  had  reaBy  thought  for  aa 
much  as  twenty  minutes  at  a  time  of  his  father's 
prophecy. 

'  To  what,  child  ? '  said  the  lama. 

'  God  knows,  but  so  my  father  told  me.  I  heard 
thy  talk  in  the  AVonder  House  of  all  those  new 
strange  places  in  the  hills,  and  if  one  so  old  and  so 
little  —  90  used  to  truth-telling  —  may  go  out  for  the 
small  matter  of  a  river,  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  too 
must  go  fl-travelling.  If  It  is  our  fate  to  find  those 
things  we  shall  find  them  —  thou,  thy  river;  and  I, 
my  bull,  and  tiie  strong  Pillars  and  some  otlver  mat- 
ters that  I  forget.' 
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»It  is  not  pillars  but  a  wheel  from  which  I  would 
free,'  said  the  lama. 
That  is  all  one.     Perhaps  thej  wiU  make  me  a 
king,'  said  Kim,  serenely  prepared  for  anything. 

'  I  will  teacli  thee  other  and  better  desires  upon  the 
road,'  the  lama  replied  in  the  voice  of  authoritj. 
'  Let  us  go  to  Benares.* 

'  Kot  by  night  Thieves  are  abroad.  Wait  till  the 
day.' 

'  But  there  is  no  place  to  sleep.'  The  old  man  was 
used  U>  the  order  of  Iiia  monastery,  and  though  he 
slept  on  the  ground,  as  the  Rule  decrees,  preferred  a 
decency  in  these  things. 

'  We  shall  get  good  lodging  at  the  Kashmir  Serai,* 
Aaid  Kim,  laughing  at  hi?  perplexity.  '  I  have  & 
friend  there.  Cornel ' 
■ — ■  The  hot  and  crowded  bazars  blazed  with  light  as 
they  made  their  way  through  the  press  of  all  the 
races  in  Upper  India,  and  the  lama  mooned  through 
it  like  a  man  in  a  dream.  It  was  his  first  experience 
of  a  large  city,  and  the  sight  of  the  crowded  tram-car 
with  its  continually  squealing  brakes  frightened  him. 
cUlf  pusfhed,  half  towed,  he  arrived  at  the  high  gate 
of  the  Kashmir  Serai:  that  huge  open  square  over 
against  the  railway  station,  surrounded  with  arched 
cloiaters  where  the  camel  and  horse  caravans  put  up 
on  their  return  from  Central  Asia.  Here  were  all 
manner  of  Northern  folk,  tending  tethered  ponies 

ran 


and  kneeling  camela;  loading  and  unloading  balM 

ftnd  bundles;  dra^ring  water  for  the  evening  meal  at 
the  creakiug  well  windlasses;  piling  grass  before  the 
ehrieldng,  wild-eyed  stallions;  cuffing  the  surly  cara- 
van doge;  paying  off  camel  drivers;  taking  on  new 
grooms;  swearing,  touting,  arguing,  and  cliafTering 
in  the  packed  square.  The  cloisters,  reached  by  three 
or  four  masonry  steps,  made  a  haven  of  refugA 
around  this  turbulent  sea|  Most  of  them  were  rented 
to  traders,  as  we  rent  the  arches  of  a  viaduct;  the 
space  between  pillar  and  pillar  bemg  bricked  or 
boarded  off  into  pooma,  which  were  guarded  by  heavy 
wooden  doors  and  cumbrous  native  padlocks.  Locked 
doors  showed  that  tho  owner  was  away,  and  a  few 
rude  —  sometimes  very  rude  —  chalk  or  paint 
scratches  told  where  he  liad  gone.  Thus:  'Lutof 
Allah  is  gone  to  Kurdistan.'  Below,  in  coarse  verse: 
*  O  Allah,  who  sufferest  lice  to  live  on  the  coat  of  a 
Ka1)uli,  why  hast  thou  allowed  this  louse  Lutuf  to 
live  BO  long? ' 

Eim,  fending  the  lama  between  excited  men  and 
excited  beasts,  adled  along  the  cloisters  to  the  far 
end,  nearest  the  railway  station,  where  ifahbub  All, 
ihe  horse-trader,  lived  when  lie  came  in  from  thai 
mysterious  land  beyond  the  Passes  of  the  North. 

T^im  had  hai  many  dealings  with  Mahbnb  in 
lis  little  life,  —  especially  between  his  tenth  and  til 
thirteenth  year,  —  and  the  big  burly  Afghan,  iit 
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ktotrd  dyed  scarlet  with  lime  (for  he  was  elderlj  and 

did  noi  wish  his  gray  hairs  to  show),  knew  the  hoy's 
value  m  a  gossip.  Sometimes  he  would  tell  Kim  to 
watch  a  man  who  had  nothing  whatever  to  do  with 
horses:  to  follow  him  for  one  whole  day  and  report 
every  soul  with  whom  he  talked.  T^irp  would  deliver 
himself  of  hia  tale  at  evening,  and  Mahbub  would 
listen  without  a  word  or  gesture.  It  was  intrigue  of 
some  kind,  Kim  knewj  but  its  worth  lay  in  aayiug 
nothing  whatever  to  any  one  except  Malbub,  who 
gave  him  beautiful  meals  all  hot  from  the  cookshop 
at  the  bead  of  the  Serai,  and  once  as  much  as  eight 
annas  in  money. 

'  He  13  here,'  said  Kim,  hitting  a  bad-lempered 
4mmel  on  the  nose.  '  Ohc,  Mahbub  AUl '  He  halted 
before  a  dark  «xch  and  slipped  behind  the  bewildered 
lama. 

The  horse-trader,  his  deep,  embroidered  Bokhorioii 
belt  unloosed,  was  lying  on  a  pair  of  silk  carpet  sad- 
dle-bags, pulling  lazily  at  an  immense  silver  hookah. 
He  turned  his  head  very  slightly  at  the  cry;  and  see- 
ing only  the  tall,  silent  lama,  chuckled  in  Lis  deep 

^k  'AUahl  A  lanml  A  red  lamal  It  is  far  from 
^Kahore  to  the  Passes.  What  dost  thou  do  here?* 
^K  The  lama  held  out  the  begging-bowl  mechanically. 
H^  *  God's  curse  on  all  unbelievers,*  said  Mahbub.  *  I 
do  not  give  to  a  lousy  Tibetan;  but  ask  my  BalUg 
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over  yonder  behiad  the  camelB.  They  may  value  yotn 
bleseings.  Oh,  horse-boys,  here  is  a  countryman  at 
yours.     See  if  he  be  hungry.' 

A  shaven,  crouching  Balti,  who  bad  come  down 
with  the  horses,  and  who  was  nominally  some  sort  of 
degraded  Buddhist,  fawned  upon  the  prieart,  and 
with  thick  gutturals  invited  the  holy  one  to  sit  at  the 
horse-boys'  fire. 

'  Go! '  said  Kim,  pushing  him  lightly,  and  the  lama 
strode  away,  leaving  Earn  at  the  edge  of  the  cloister. 

'Gel'  staid  Mahbub  AH,  returning  to  his  hookah. 
*  Little  Hindu,  run  away.  God's  curse  on  all  imbe- 
liereret  Beg  from  those  of  my  tail  who  are  of  thf 
faith.' 

'  Maharaj,'  whined  Kim,  using  the  Hindu  form  of 
address,  and  thoroughly  enjoying  the  situation;  'my 
father  is  dead  —  my  mother  is  dead  —  my  stoauu^ 
is  empty.' 

'  Beg  from  my  men  among  the  horses,  I  say.  There 
must  be  some  Hindus  in  my  tail.' 

'  Oh,  Mahbub  AH,  but  am  /  a  Hindu? '  said  Sim 


The   trader   gave   no   sign   of   astonishment,   bat 
looked  under  hig  shaggy  eyebrows. 

'  Little  Priend  of  all  the  World,'  said  'be,  '  what  ia 
this?' 

'Nothing,     I  am  now  that  holy  man's  disciple; 

■Did  we  go  a  pilgrimage  together  —  to  Benares,  ht  I 
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He  is  quite  mad,  and  I  am  tired  of  LahoM 
I  wish  new  air  and  water.' 
■*But  for  whom  dost  thou  work!     Why  come  to 
mei'     The  voice  waa  harsh  with  euspicioii. 

'To  whom  else  should  I  come)     I  have  no  money. 

Ljlt  ie  not  good  to  go  about  without  money.     Thou  wilt 

■HiU  many  horses  to  the  officers.     They  are  very  fine 

"  horses,  these  new  ones:  I  have  seen  them.    Give  me  a 

rupee,  llahbub  Ali,  and  when  I  come  to  my  weaHh  I 

will  give  thee  a  bond  and  pay,' 

'  Um,'  said  Mahbub  All,  thinking  swiftly.    '  Thou 
lust  never  before  lied  to  me.    Call  that  lama  —  stand 
:  in  the  dark.' 
*  Oh,  our  tales  will  agree,'  eaid  Kim  laughing. 
L'We  go  to  Benarea,'  said  the  lama,  ae  soon  as  ho 
the   drift  of  Mahbub  Ali'a   quefftions. 
le  boy  and  I.     I  go  to  seek  for  a  certain  river.* 
'  Maybe  —  but  the  boy? ' 

'  He  is  my  disciple.     He  was  sent,  I  tT"'"V,  to  guide 
'■Tne  to  that  river.     Sitting  under  a  gnn  was  I  when  he 
came  suddenly.    Such  things  have  befallen  the  fortu- 
nate to  whom  guidance  was  allowed.     But  I  remem- 
ber now,  he  said  he  waa  of  this  world  —  a  Hindu.* 
'And  his  name?* 

'That  I  did  not  ask.     Is  he  not  my  disciple? ' 
'His   country — his   race  —  his  village!     Mussal- 
-Sikh  —  Hindu  —  Jain  —  low  caste  or  high?' 
'Why  should  I  ask?     There  is  neither  high  noir 
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low  in  the  Kiddle  Way.  If  lie  is  my  chela  —  < 
will  —  can  aay  oue  take  him  from  me  ?  for,  look  yoa, 
without  him  I  shall  not  find  my  river.'  He  waffeed 
his  head  solemnly. 

'^one  shall  take  him  from  thee.  Go,  sit  among 
my  Boltia,'  aaid  Mahbub  Ali,  and  the  lama  drifted 
off,  eootbed  by  the  promise. 

'  la  he  not  quite  mad? '  said  Kim,  comiog  forward 
to  the  %ht  again.    'Why  should  I  lie  to  thee,  Hajji?' 

Xahbub  puffed  his  hookah  in  silence.  Then  be 
began,  almost  whispering:  '  TJmbaJIa  is  on  the  roed 
to  Benares  —  if  indeed  ye  two  go  there,' 

'Tckl  Tckl  I  tell  thee  he  does  not  know  how  to 
lie- — as  we  two  know.* 

'  And  if  thou  wilt  carry  a  message  for  me  as  far  aa 
TJmballa,  I  will  give  thee  money.  It  concerns  a  horse 
•^a  white  stallion  which  I  have  sold  to  an  officer 
upon  the  last  time  I  returned  from  the  Pasaea.  Bnt 
tlien  —  stand  nearer  and  hold  up  hands  as  beg^ng 
—  the  pedigree  of  Che  white  stallion  was  not  fully 
established,  and  that  officer,  who  is  now  at  TJmballa, 
bade  me  make  it  clear,'  (Mahbub  here  described  the 
horse  and  the  appearance  of  the  officer.)  '  So  the  met- 
Bage  to  that  officer  will  be:  "The  pedigree  of  the 
whito  stallion  is  fully  established."'  By  this  will 
he  know  that  thou  comest  from  me.  He  will  then 
say:  "  What  proof  haat  thou?  "  and  thou  wilt  anaweri 
*  jifahbub  Ali  has  giv^n  mo  the  prool" '  t   '. 
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'And  all  for  the  sake  of  t  whitft  atallioa,'  said 

KiuL,  witL  a  giggi«3,  hia  eyes  aflame. 

And  tliat  pedigree  I  will  give  tliee  now  —  in  my 
fashion  —  with  some  hard  words  as  well.'      A 
fahauow  pasaed  behind  Kim,   and  a  feeding  camel. 
3fedibub  .^Vli  raided  hid  voice. 

'Allah!  Art  tliou  the  only  beggar  in  the  city! 
Thy  mother  ia  dead.  Thy  father  is  dead.  So  is  it 
v/ith  all  of  them.  Well,  well '  he  turned  as  feel- 
ing on  the  floor  beside  liim  and  tosaed  a  flap  of  soft, 
greasy  Mussalman  bread  to  the  boy.  '  Go  and  Ue 
down  among  my  horae-boya  for  to-night  —  thou  and 
the  lama.     To-morrow  I  may  find  ibea  a  service.' 

Kim  slunk  away,  hia  teeth  in  the  bread,  and,  as 
he  expected,  he  found  a  small  wad  of  folded  tissue 
paper  wrapped  in  oil-skin,  with  three  silver  rupees  — 
enormous  largesse.  He  smiled  and  thrust  money 
and  paper  into  his  leather  amulet-case.  The  lama, 
fluraptuously  fed  by  Mahbub's  Baltia,  was  already 
asleep  in  a  comer  of  one  of  the  stalk.  Kim  lay  down 
beside  him  and  laughed.  He  knew  he  had  rendered 
a  service  to  ilahbub  Ali,  and  not  for  olo  little  minute 
he  believe  the  tale  of  the  stallion's  pedigree. 

But  Kim  did  not  auspect  that  Mahbub  Ali,  known 
one  of  the  beat  horse-dealers  in  the  Punjab,  a 
wealthy  and  enterprising  trader,  whose  caravans 
penetrated  far  and  far  into  the  Back  of  Beyond;  was 
registered  jn  one  of  the  locked  books  of  the  Lidian 
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departmente  as  C.25.1B.  Twice  or  thrice  yeariy 
0.25  would  send  in  a  little  story,  badly  told  but  moat 
interesting,  and  generally  —  it  was  checked  by  the 
statements  of  R.17  and  M.4  —  quite  true.  It  con- 
cerned all  manner  of  out-of-the-way  mountain  princi- 
palities, explorers  of  nationalities  other  than  English, 
and  the  gun-trade  —  was,  in  brief,  a  small  portion  of 
that  Taat  maaa  of  '  information  received  '  on  which 
the  Indian  Government  acts.  But,  recently,  five  con* 
federated  kings,  who  had  no  business  to  confederate, 
had  been  informed  by  a  kindly  Northern  Power  that 
there  was  a  leakage  of  news  from  their  territories  into 
Brrtiah  India.  So  those  kings'  prime  ministers  were 
seriouBly  annoyed  and  took  steps,  after  the  Oriental 
fashion.  They  suspected,  among  many  others,  the 
bullying,  red-bearded  horse-dealer  whose  caraviuu 
ploughed  through  their  fastnesses  belly  <ieep  in  snow. 
At  least,  his  caravan  that  season  had  been  ambushed 

'  and  shot  at  twice  on  the  way  do^vn,  when  Mahbub*» 
men  accounted  for  three  strange  ruffians  who  might, 

'  or  might  not,  have  been  hired  for  the  job.  Therefore 
Mahbub  had  avoided  halting  in  the  insalubrious  ci^ 

I  of  Peahawur,  and  had  come  through  without  stop  to 
Lahore,  where,  knowing  his  country  people,  he  antici- 
pated curious  developments. 

And  there  was  that  on  Mahbub  Ali  which  he  did 
1"  not  wish  to  keep  an  hour  longer  than  was  necessary 
I  ■ —  a  wad  of  closely  folded  tissue  paper,  wrapped  in 
I  [34] 
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oH-sMn  —  an  impersonal,  unaddreaaed  statement, 
with  five  microscopic  pin-holes  in  one  corner,  that 
most  scandalously  betrayed  the  five  confederated 
kinga,  the  Byrapalhetic  Northern  Power,  a  Hindu 
banker  in  Peshawur,  a  firm  of  gun-makers  in  Bel- 
gium, and  an  important,  Bemi-independent  iloham- 
medan  ruler  to  the  south.  This  last  was  R.l"'s  work, 
rhich  Mahbub  had  picked  up  beyond  the  Dora  Pass 
was  carrying  in  for  R.17,  who,  owing  to  circom- 
icee  over  whieh  he  had  no  control,  could  not  leave 
his  poet  of  observation.  Dynamite  was  milky  and 
innocuous  beside  that  report  of  C.25;  and  even  an 
■tsl,  with  an  Oriental's  views  of  the  value  of 
le,  ooold  see  that  the  sooner  it  was  in  Che  proper 
ids  the  better,  ilahbub  had  no  particular  desire 
*o  die  by  violence,  because  two  or  three  family  blood- 
iends  across  the  border  hung  unfinished  on  his  hands, 
and  when  these  scores  were  cleared  he  intended  to 
eettle  down  aa  a  more  or  less  virtuous  citizen.  Ho 
had  never  passed  the  Serai  Gate  since  his  arrival  on 
the  previous  day,  but  had  been  ostentatious  in  send- 
ing telegrams  to  Bombay,  where  he  banked  some  of 
his  money;  to  Delhi,  where  a  sub-partner  of  bis  own 
clan  was  selling  borees  to  the  agent  of  a  Rajputaua 
etate;  and  to  ITmballa,  where  an  Englishman  was 
excitedly  demanding  the  pedigree  of  a  white  stallion. 
The  public  letter-writer,  who  knew  English,  com- 
posed exeellent  telegrams,  such  as;  — '  Creigldoiiy 
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Lcmrel  Ba/iik,  Umhaiia. — Horse  is  Arahian  at  a 
ready   advised.     Sorroioful  dflayed-jiedi' 
am   translating,'     And  later  to   the  eame   addi 
*  MtM^h  Borrmcfvl  dday.    Will  forward pedigre«.' 
his  sub-partner  at  Delhi  he  wired:  ' Lutuf  Allah,— 
Save  -wired  two  Otouaand  rupees  your  credit  1 
man  Narain's  bank,'     This  was  entirely  in  the  i 
of  trade,  but  every  one  of  those  telegrams  was  e 
cussed   and   rediscussed,    by   parties   who   oonceiw 
themselves  to  be  interested,  before  they  went  over  | 
the  railway  station  in  charge  of  a  foolish  Balti,  wfl 
allowed  all  sorts  of  people  to  read  them  en  route,  j 
When,  in  Mahbub's  own  picturesque  language,  1 
had  muddied  the  wells  of  inquiry  with  the  etick  < 
suspicion,    Kim    had    dropped    on    him,    as    fpc 
Heaven;  and,   being  as  prompt  as  he  was  1 
pulous,   Mahbub    Ali,    used   to   taking   all   sorts  i 
gusty  chances,  pressed  him  into  service  as  we  halfl 


A  wandering  lama  with   a  low-caste   boy-sen 
might  attract  a  moment's  interest  as  they  wanderc 
about   India,    the   land   of   pilgrims  ;    but   no   od 
would  suspect,  or  what  was  more  to  the  point,  ] 
them. 

He  called  for  a  new  light-ball  to  his  hookah,  t 

considered  the  case.     If  the  worst  came  to  the  won 

and  the  boy  came  to  harm,  the  paper  would  incii 

nate  nobody.     And  he  would  go  to  Umballa  at  1 
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5  and  —  at  a  certain  risk  of  exciting  freah  aufr 
picion  —  repeat  liis  own  tale  viva  voce  to  the  people 
concerned. 

But  R.l7'3  tale  waa  the  kernel  of  the  whole  affair, 
and  it  would  be  diatinctlj  inconvenient  if  that  failed 
to  come  to  hand.  However,  God  was  great,  and 
Mahbub  All  felt  he  had  done  all  he  could  for  the 
time  being.  Kim  waa  the  one  soul  in  the  world  who 
liad  never  told  Iiim  a  lie.  That  would  have  beeu  a 
fatal  blot  on  Kini'a  character  if  Mahbub  bad  not 
known  that  to  others,  for  his  own  ends  or  Mahbub's 
"business,  Kim  could  lie  like  an  Oriental. 

Then  Mahbub  AH  rolled  across  the  serai  to  the 
Gate  of  the  Harpies  who  paint  their  eyes  and  trap 
the  stranger,  and  was  at  some  pains  to  call  on  the  one 
girl  who,  he  had  reason  to  believe,  waa  a  particular 
friend  of  a  smooth-faced  Kashmiri  pundit  who  had 
waylaid  his  simple  Balti  in  the  matter  of  the  tele- 
grams. It  was  an  utterly  foolish  thing  to  do;  be- 
cause they  fell  to  drinking  perfumed  brandy  against 
the  law  of  the  prophet,  and  Mahbub  grew  wonder- 
fully drunk,  and  the  gates  of  his  raouth  were 
loosened,  and  he  pursued  the  Flower  of  Delight  with 
the  feet  of  intoxication  till  he  fell  flat  amoug  the 
cushions,  where  the  Tlower  of  Delight,  aided  by  a 
smooth-faced  Kashmiri  pundit,   searched  him  from 

^^^ead  to  foot  most  thorou^rhly. 

^■!AboBt  the  same  hour  Kim  heard  aoft  feet  in  Mab 
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bub  9    deserted   stall.      The    horse -trader,    curioui 
enough,  had  left  his  door  unlocked,  and  his  men  v 
busy  celebrating  their  return  to  India  with  a  \ 
sheep  of  Mahbub's  bounty.     A  sleek  young  gi 
man  from  Delhi,  armed  with  a  bunch  of  keys  ^hi 
the  Flower  had  unshackled  from  the  senseless  am 
belt,  went  tlirough  every  single  box,  bundle,  mat,  i 
saddle-bag  in   ilahbub'a   poBseasion   even  more   ; 
tematically  than   the  Flower  and  the   pundit  ■ 
searching  the  owner. 

'  Aud  I  think,'  said  the  Flower  scornfully  au  1: 
later,  one  rounded  elbow  on  the  snoring  carcase,  ' 
lie  is  no  more  than  a  pig  of  an  Afghan  borse-deal 
with  no  thought  except  women  and  horses.     Moi 
over,  he  may  have  sent  it  away  by  now  —  If  < 
fliere  were  such  a  thing.' 

'  Nay  —  in  a  matter  touching  Five  Kings  it  wou] 
be  next  his  black  heart,'  said  the  pundit  '  Was  tilS 
notliing! ' 

The  Delhi  man  lauded  and  resettled  tiis  turban  j 
lie  entered.    '  I  searched  between  the  soles  of  liis  a 
pera  as  the  Flower  searched  his  turban.     This  is  i 
the  man  but  another  —  I  leave  little  unseen.' 

'  They  did  not  say  he  was  the  very  man,'  said  t 
pundit  thoughtfiilly.  '  They  said,  "  Look  if  he  1 
^e  man,  since  our  councils  are  troubled." ' 

*  That  country  is  full  of  hor^e-dealers  as  an  ( 

ooat  of  lice.     There  is  Sikandar  Khan,  Nur  Ali  Bei 
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and   Famikh   Shah  —  all    heads   of   Kafilaa  —  who 
deal  there,'  said  the  Flower, 
j^H    '  They  have  not  yet  come   in,'  said  the  pundit. 
^BThou  must  ensnare  them  when  they  come.' 
t^M   'Phew!  '  said  the  Flower  with  deep  disgust,  roll- 
ing Mahbub's  head  from  her  lap.    '  1  earn  my  money. 
Tamikh  Shah  is  a  bear,  Ali  Beg  a  awashbuckler,  and 
old    Sikandar    Khan  —  yaie  1     I    sleep    now.     Thia 
twine  will  not  stir  till  the  dawn.' 

When  llahbub  woke,  the  Flower  talked  to  him 
severely  on  the  sin  of  drunkenness.  Asiatics  do  not 
II  vink  when  they  have  out-manceuvred  the  enemy,  but 
^^b  Mahbub  Ali  cleared  his  throat,  tightened  his  belt, 
^^Bid  sta^ered  forth  under  the  early  morning  stars, 
^^?e  came  very  near  it. 

'What  a  colt's  trick,'  he  said  to  himself.  'As  if 
♦very  girl  in  Peshawur  did  not  use  it  I  But  'twas 
aly  done.  Now  God  he  knows  how  many  more 
ifire  be  upon  the  road  who  have  orders  to  test  me  — 
H'haps  with  the  knife.  So  it  stands  that  Che  boy 
t  go  to  Umballa  — -  and  by  rail  —  for  the  writiiiL- 
I  something  urgent.  I  abide  here,  following  tl.i 
Flower  and  drinking  wine  as  an  Afghan  copor 
should.' 

He  halted  at  tJie  stall  next  bis  own.     His  man  lay 
there  heavy  with  sleep.    There  was  no  sign  of  Kim  or 
'^e  lama. 
'  Up ! '  He  stirred  a  sleeper.  '  Whither  went  t 
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who  la;  bcre  last  even  —  tbe  lama  and  the  bojl 
aught  miaaing! ' 

'  Nay,'  grimted  the  maa,  '  the  old  madman  roaa  j 
eecoud  cockcrow  saying  he  would  go  to  BenareB,  i 
tbe  young  one  led  him  away.' 

'  The  curse  of  Allah  on  all  unbelievers,'  said  3 
bub  heartily,  and  climbed  into  his  own  stall,  growUi 
in  his  beai'd. 

But  it  was  Kim  who  had  wakened  tbe  lama'-' 
Kim    with    one    eye    against    a    knot-hole 
planking,    who    had   seen   the    Delhi   man's   eeai 
through  the  boxes.     This  was  no  common  thief  t 
turned  over  letters,   bills,   and  saddles  —  no   me] 
burglar  who  ran  a  little  knife  sideways  into  the  sold 
of  Mahbub's  slippers,   or  picked  the  seama  of   i 
saddle-bags  so  deftly.     At  £rst  T^im  had  been  mindq 
to  give  the  alarm  —  the  long-drawn  cho-or  —  chc 
(thiefl  thief!)  that  sets  the  serai  ablaze  of  nighl 
but  he  looked  more  carefully,  and  hand  on  amulq 
drew  his  own  conclusions. 

*  It  is  the  pedigree  of  that  made-up  horse-lie,'  i 
he,  '  the  thing  that  I  cany  to  Umballa.  Better  t 
we  go  now.  Hail  Hai! '  in  a  whisper  to  the  1 
sleeping  old  man.  '  Come.  It  is  time  —  time  to  | 
to  Benares.' 

The  lama  rose  obediently,  and  they  passed  out  c 
the  serai  like  shadows. 

cm: 


CHAPTER    n 

For  whoao  will,  from  Pride  released, 
Otrntemnmg  neither  man  nor  beast, 
Ma7  hear  the  Soul  of  all  the  East 
About  him  at  Eamakura. 

^  KiK  led  to  the  fort-like  railway  station,  black  in 
Be  end  of  night;  the  electrics  sizzling  over  the  gooda- 
"■yard  where  day  and  night  they  handle  the  heavy 
Northern  traffic. 

'  This  is  the  work  of  devils! '  said  the  lama,  recoil- 
ing from  the  hoUow  echoing  darkness,  the  glimmer 
of  rails  between  the  masonry  platforms,  and  fhe  maze 
of  girders  above.  He  stood  in  a  gigantic  stone  hall 
paved,  it  seemed,  with  the  sheeted  dead  —  tlurd-clasa 
paasengers  who  had  taken  their  tickets  overnight  and 
were  sleeping  in  the  waiting-rooms.  ^11  hours  of  the 
twenty-four  are  alike  to  Orientals,  and  their  passen- 
ger traffic  is  regulated  accordingly. 

'  This  is  where  the  fire-carriages  come.    One  stands 
behind  that  hole  '  —  Kira  pointed  to  the  ticket-office 
— '  who  will  give  thee  a  paper  to  take  thee  to  Um- 
balla.' 
^■v'But  we  go  to  Benares,'  he  replied  petulantly. 
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'All  one.     Benares  then.     Quick:  she  comeel'^ 

*  Take  thou  the  purse.' 

The  lama,  not  so  well  used  to  trains  as  lie  liad  p 
tended,  started  as  the  8.25  a.  m.  south  bound  roc 
in.  The  sleepers  sprung  to  li£e,  and  the  station  fi 
with  clamour  and  shoutings,  cries  of  water  and  aw 
meat  venders,  shouts  of  native  policemen,  and  a 
yells  of  women  gathering  up  their  baskets,  their  fai 
iliee,  and  their  husbands. 

'It  is  the  train  —  only  the  te-rain.  It  will  i 
come  here.  Wait ! '  Amazed  at  the  lama's  i. 
simplicity  (ho  bad  banded  him  a  small  bag  fuU  { 
rupees),  Kim  asked  and  paid  for  a  ticket  to  Umbal 
A  sleepy  clerk  grunted  and  flung  out  a  ticket  to  tj 
next  station,  just  six  miles  distant. 

*Nay,'  said  Kim,  scanning  it  with  a  grin, 
may  serve  for  farmers,  but  I  live  in  the  city  ( 
Lahore.  It  was  cleverly  done,  babu.  Now  give  1J 
ticket  to  UmbaUa.' 

The  babu  scowled  and  dealt  the  proper  ticket. 

'  Now  another  to  Amritzar,'  said  Kim,  who  had  ll 
notion  of  spending  Mabbub  All's  money  on  anythi 
90  crude  as  a  paid  ride  to  Umballa.     '  The  price  ia  ^ 
much.     The  smalt  money  in  return  is  just  a 
I   know   the   ways   of  the   te-rain.  .  .  .  Never  i 
yogi  need  chela  as  thou  dost,'  he  went  on  merrily  t 
the  bewildered  lania.     '  They  would  have  flung  t 
out  at  Mian  ilir  but  for  me.  This  way  I  Cemel ' 
[42] 


KIM 


returned  the  monej,  keeping  only  one  anna  In  each 
rupee  of  the  price  of  the  Umballa  ticket  as  hia  coin- 
mlaaioQ  —  the  inunemorial  oonimisaion  of  Asia. 

The  lama  jibbed  at  the  open  door  of  a  crowded 
third-class  carriage.  *  Were  it  not  better  to  walk? ' 
eaid  he  weaklj. 

A  burly  Sikh  artisan  thrust  forth  his  bearded 
head.  '  Is  he  afraid?  Do  not  be  afraid,  I  remem- 
ber the  time  when  I  was  afraid  of  the  train.  Enterl 
This  thing  is  the  work  of  the  Government.' 

'  I  do  not  fear/  aaid  the  lama.  '  Have  ye  room 
within  for  two? ' 

'  There  is  no  room  even  for  a  mouse,'  shrilled  the 
wife  of  a  well-to-do  cultivator  —  a  Hindu  Jat  from 
the  rich  JuUunder  district.  The  night  trains  are  not 
as  well  looked  after  as  the  day  ones,  where  the  sexe* 
are  very  strictly  kept  to  separate  carriagea. 

'  Oh,  mother  of  my  son,  we  can  make  space,'  said 
the  blue-turbaned  husband.  '  Pick  up  the  child.  It 
is  a  holy  man,  see'st  tbou? ' 

'And  my  lap  full  of  seventy  times  seven  bundles! 
Why  not  bid  bim  sit  on  my  knee,  Shameless?  But 
men  are  ever  thus! '  She  looked  round  for  approval. 
An  Amritzar  courtesan  near  the  window  anifFed 
behind  her  head  drapery, 

'  Enter!    Enter! '  cried  a  fat  Hindu  money-lender, 
gfolded  aeoount-book  in  a  cloth  under  hia  arm.   "With 
|.oily  gmirk: '  It  is  well  to  be  kind  to  the  poor.' 
[48] 
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'  Ay,  at  seven  per  cent  a  month  witli  a  mortgage 
on  the  unborn  calf,'  said  a  young  Dogra  soldier  going 
eouth  on  leave;  and  they  all  laughed. 

'  Will  it  go  to  Benares? '  said  the  lama. 

'  Assuredly.     Else  why  should  we  come  i 
or  we  are  left,'  cried  Kim. 

'  Seel '  ahrilled  the  Amritzar  girl.  '  He  has  nei 
entered  a  train.     Oh  see! ' 

'  Nay,  help,'  said  the  cultivator,  putting  out  \ 
large  brown  hand  and  hauling  him  in.  '  Thus  is  J 
done,  father.' 

'  But  —  but  —  I  sit  on  the  floor.  It  ia  against  i 
Kule  to  sit  on  a  bench,'  said  the  lama.  '  Moreovei 
cramps  me.' 

'  I  say,'  began  the  money-lender,  pursing  hia  1 
'  that  there  is  not  one  rule  of  right  living  which  thi 
tt'Tains  do  not  cause  ua  to  break.  We  ait,  for  examp] 
side  by  side  with  all  castes  and  peoples.' 

'  Yea,  and  with  moat  outrageously  shameless  onfli 
said  the  wife,  scowling  at  the  Amritzar  girl  maid 
eyes  at  the  young  sepoy. 

'I  said  we  might  have  gone  by  cart  along  the  r 
aaid  the  husband, '  and  thus  have  saved  some  monej 

'  Yes— and  spent  twice  over  what  we  saved  on  fo( 
bytheway.   That  was  talked  over  ten  thoTisand  times 

*  Ay,  by  ten  thousand  tongues,'  grunted  he. 

'The  gods  help  us  poor  women  if  we  may  i 
speak.     Oho!     He  is  of  that  sort  which  may  not  loi 
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at  or  Jeplj  to  &  woman.'  For  the  lama,  conBtrained 
by  hifl  Rule,  took  not  the  faintest  notice  of  her.  '  And 
his  disciple  is  like  him? ' 
^m  '  Nay,  mother,'  said  Kim  most  promptly.  '  Not 
^n^^lien  the  woman  U  well-looking  and  ahove  all  chari" 
table  to  the  hungry.' 

'  A  beggar'i  answer,'  said  the  Sikh,  laughing. 
*  Thou  hast  brought  it  ou  thyself,  eistor  I '  Kim'a 
hands  were  crooked  in  supphcation. 

'  And  whither  goeat  thou! '  said  the  woman,  hand- 
ing him  the  half  of  a  cake  from  a  greasy  package. 

'  Even  to  Benares.' 

'Jugglers  belike?'  the  young  soldier  suggested. 
'Have  ye  any  tricks  to  pass  the  time?  WTiy  does  not 
that  yellow  man  answer?' 

'  Because,'  said  Kim  stoutly,  '  h©  is  holy,  and 
thinks  upon  matters  hidden  from  thee.' 

»'  That  may  be  welL  "We  of  the  Ixtodhiana  Sikhs,' 
Pa  rolled  out  sonorously,  '  do  not  trouble  our  heads 
with  doctrine.     Wo  fight.' 

'My  sister's  brother's  son  is  naik  (oorporalj  in 
that  regiment,'  said  the  Sikh  craftsman  quietly. 
'There  are  also  some  Dogra  companies  there.'  The 
soldier  glared,  for  a  Dogra  is  of  otiier  caste  than  a 
Sikh,  and  the  banker  tittered. 

*  They  are  all  one  to  me,'  said  the  Ainritzar  girl. 
^^^  *  That  we  believe,'  snorted   the  cultivBtor's  wife 
^^blignantly. 
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'  Nay,  but  all  who  serve  the  Sirkar  with  weap( 
in   their   hands   are,   as   it   were,   one    brotheii 
There  ia  one  brotherhood  of  the  caste,  but  beyond  t: 
again '  —  she  looked  round  timidly  — '  the  bond  | 
the  Pulton  —  the  Regiment.' 

'My  brother  is  in  a  Jat  regiment,'  said  the  col 
vator.     '  Dogras  be  good  men.' 

'  The  Sikhs  at  least  were  of  that  opinion,'  said  t 
soldier,  with  a  scowl  at  the  placid  old  man  in  1 
comer.  '  Thy  Sikhs  thought  so  when  our  two  c 
panies  came  to  help  them  at  the  Pirzai  Kotal  in  t 
face  of  eight  Afreed  standards  on  the  ridge  not  th] 
months  gone.' 

He  told  the  story  of  a  border  action  in  which  t 
Dogra  companies  of  the  Loodhiana  Sikhs  had  . 
quitted  themselves  well.  The  Amritzar  girl  smilei 
for  she  knew  the  tale  was  to  win  her  approval. 

'Alas! '  said  the  cultivator's  wife  at  the  end. 
their  villages  were  burnt  and  their  little   child] 
made  homeless.' 

'  They  had  cut  up  our  dead.     They  paid  i 
payment  after  we  of  the  Sikhs  had  schooled  thei 
Bo  it  was.     Is  this  AmritzarJ ' 

'  Ay,  and  here  they  come  to  look  at  our  ticked 
said  the  banker,  fumbling  in  his  clothes. 

The  lamps  were  paling  in  the  dawn  when  the  ha] 

caste  guard  came  round.     Tlcket-eolleeting  ia  a  alqfi 

business  in   the  East,   where   people  secrete  thtl 
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Eekets  in  all  sorts  of  curious  places. 
)  and  waa  told  to  get  out. 
'  But  I  go  to  Umballa,'  he  protested, 
i  holy  man.' 

'  Thou  canst  go  to  Jehaunum  for  aught  I  care. 

)  ticket  ia  onlj  to  Amritzar.     OutI ' 

'  trim  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears,  protesting  that  the 

lama  was  his  father  and  his  mother,  that  he  was  the 

prop  of  the  lama's  declining  years,  and  that  the  lama 

would  die  without  hia  care.     All  the  carriage  bade 

the  guard  be  merciful,  —  the  banker  was  specially 

strong  on  this  point,  —  but  the  guard  hauled  Kiiu 

1  to  the  platform.     The  lama  blinked,  he  could  not 

firertake  the  situation,  and  Kim  lifted  up  liis  voice 

1  wept  outside  the  carriage  window. 

'  I    am    very    poor.      My    father    ia    dead  —  my 

totber  is  dead.     Oh,  charitable  onea,  if  I  am  left 

,  who  sharll  tend  that  old  man  J ' 
*  What  —  what  is  thiai '  the  lama  repeated.     '  He 
^DUst  go  to  Benares.    He  must  come  with  me.    He  is 

my  chela.     If  there  ia  money  to  be  paid ' 

'Oh,  be  silent,'  whispered  Kim;  'are  we  Kajabs 
to  throw  away  good  silver  when  the  world  is  so  char- 
itable?' 

The  Amritzar  girl  stepped  out  with  her  bundles, 
and  it  was  on  her  that  Kim  kept  liis  watchful  eye. 
^r  Xadies  of  that  persuasion,  he  knew,  were  generous. 
^F    '  A     ticket  —  a    little    ticket    to    ITmballa  —  O 
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Breaker  of  Hearte! '     She  laughed.     'Hul  thou  i 

charity) ' 

'  Does  the  holy  man  come  from  the  Northi ' 

'From  far  and  far  in  the  North  he  comei,' 
Kim.     '  From  among  the  hills.' 

'  There  is  snow  among  the  pine  trees  in  the  N<n 
■ —  in  the  hills  there  is  snow.     My  mother  \ 
Kulu.     Get  thee  a  ticket.     Ask  htm  for  a  blef 

'  Ten  thousand  blessings,'  shrilled  Kim.  '  O  ] 
One,  a  woman  has  given  us  in  charity  eo  that  I  c 
come  with  thee  —  a  woman  with  a  golden  heart 
run  for  the  tH-kul.' 

The  girl  looked  up  at  the  lams,  who  had  mecbi 
cally  followed  Kim  to  the  platform.  He  bowed  I 
head  that  he  might  not  see  her,  and  muttered  \ 
Tibetan  as  she  passed  on  with  the  crowd. 

'  Light  come  —  light  go,'  said  the  cultivator's  t 
viciously. 

'  She   has   acquired   merit,'   returnsd    Iha    lam 
*  Peradventure  it  was  a  nun.' 

'  Ay,  there  be  ten  thousand  such  nuns  in  Amrits 
alone.     Return,  old  man,  or  the  train  may  i 
■without  tliee/  cried  the  banker. 

'  Not  only  was  it  suflScient  for  the  ticket,  but  ford 
little  food  also,'  said  Kim,  leaping  to  his  place,  '  Nol 
eat,  Holy  One.     Look.     Day  comest ' 

Golden,  rose,  saffron,  and  pink,  the  morning  i 
smoked  away  acroea  the  flat  green  leTcla.     All  1 
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*ricb  Fmijab  lay  out  in.  the  splendour  of  the  keen  ton. 
The  lama  flinched  a  little  as  the  telegraph  po«ti 
swung  by. 

'  Great  is  the  speed  of  the  train,'  said  the  banker, 
with  a  patronizing  grin-  '  We  have  gone  farther 
since  Lahore  than  thou  couldst  walk  in  two  days:  at 
even,  we  shall  enter  Umballa-' 

'  And  that  is  still  far  from  Benares,'  said  the  lama 
wearily,  mumbling  over  the  cakes  that  Kim  offered. 
They  all  unloosed  their  bundles  and  made  their 
morning  meal.  Then  the  banker,  the  cultivator,  and 
the  soldier  prepared  their  pipes  and  wrapped  the 
compartment  in  choking,  acrid  smoke,  spitting  and 
coughing  and  enjoying  themselves.  The  Sikh  and 
the  cultivator's  wife  chewed  pan;  the  lama  took  snuff 
and  told  his  beads,  while  Kim,  eroee-legged,  nailed 
over  the  comfort  of  a  full  stomach. 

'  What  rivers  have  yc  b^  Benares? '  said  the  lama 
of  a  sudden  to  the  carriage  at  large. 

We  have  Ounga,'  retiimed  the  banker,  when  tho 

le  titter  bad  subsided. 

What  oliiere? ' 

What  need  for  other  than  Gongat ' 

'  Nay,  but  in  my  mind  was  the  thought  of  a  certain 
river  of  healing.' 

'  That  is  Gunga.  Who  bathes  in  her  is  made  clean 
and  goes  to  the  gods.    Thrice  have  I  made  pilgrimaga 

Gunga.'     He  looked  round  proudly. 
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*  There  was  need,'  said  the  youBg  sepoj  < 
and  the  travellers'  laugh  turned  against 
hanker. 

'  Clean  —  to  return  again  to  the  gode,'  the 
muttered.     '  And  to  go  forth  on  the  round  of  I 
anew  —  still  tied  to  the  Wheel.'     He  shook  his  Ii 
tejtily.     '  But  maybe  there  is  a  mistake.    Who,  i 
made  Gunga  in  the  beginning? ' 

'The  gods.  Of  what  known  faith  art  thout' 
banker  said,  appalled. 

'  I  follow  the  Law  —  the  moat  excellent  Law.  Se 
it  was  the  gods  that  made  Gunga.  What  like  of  goda 
were  they  i ' 

The  carriage  looked  at  him  in  amazement.  It  i 
inconceivable  that  any  one  should  be  ignoranU 
Gunga. 

'  What  —  what  is  thy  god? '  said  the  money-leni 
at  last. 

'Hear! '  said  the  lama,  shifting  the  rosary  tol 
hand.     '  Hear :  for  I  speak  of  Him  now  1     O  j 
of  Hind,  listen  1 ' 

He  began  in  Urdu  the  tale  of  the  Lord  BuddB 
but,  borne  by  bis  own  thoughts,  slid  into  TibetavV 
and  long-droned  texts  from  a  Chinese  book  of  th« 
Buddha's  life.  The  gentle,  tolerant  folk  looked  oa 
reverently.  All  India  is  full  of  holy  men  stammer- 
ing gospels  in  strange  tongues;  shaken  and  consumed 
1  the  fires  of  their  own  zeal;  dreamers,  babblers,  and 
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i  -visionaries:  as  it  has  been  from  tlie  beginniug  and 
will  continue  to  tbe  end. 

'Unil'  said  the  soldier  of  the  LoodMana  Sikhs, 
'  There  was  a  Mohammedan  regiment  lay  next  to  us 
at  the  Pirzai  Eotal,  and  a  priest  of  theirs,  —  he  was, 
as  I  remember,  a  naik,  —  when  the  fit  was  on  him, 
spake  prophecies.  But  the  mad  all  are  in  God's 
keeping.      His    officers    overlooked    much    in    that 


m  Ti 


The  lama  fell  back  on  Urdu,  remembering  that  he 
a  strange  land.  '  Hear  the  tale  of  the  Arro^ 
which  our  Lord  loosed  from  the  bow,'  be  said. 

This  was  much  more  to  their  taste,  and  they  lis- 
tened curiously  while  he  told  it.  '  Now,  O  people 
of  Hind,  I  go  to  seek  that  river.  Know  ye  aught  that 
may  guide  me,  for  we  be  all  men  and  women  in  evil 


'  There  is  Gunga  —  and  Gunga  alone  —  who 
washes  away  sin,'  ran  the  murmur  round  the  car- 
riage. 

'  Though  past  question  we  have  good  gods  JuUun- 
der-way/  said  the  cultivator's  wife,  looking  out  of 
\vindow.     '  See  how  they  have  blessed  the  crops.' 

'  To  aeareh  every  river  in  the  Punjab  ia  no  small 
matter,'  said  her  hmband.  '  For  me,  a  stream  that 
aves  good  silt  on  my  land  suffices,  and  I  thank  Bhu- 

ia,  the  god  of  the  homestead.'  He  shrugged  one 
sotted,  bronzed  shoulder. 

rsn 


'  Think  you  our  Lord  came  so  far  noithl '  aoid  t 
I  lama,  turning  to  Kim. 

\     '  It  may  be,'  Kim  replied  soothingly,  as  he  <  i 
red  pan-juice  on  the  floor. 

'  The  last  of  the  Great  Ones,'  said  the  Sikh  i 
authority,  '  was  Sifeander  Jnlkam  (Alexander  thft 
Great).  Ho  paved  the  streets  of  Jullunder  and  built 
a  great  tank  near  Umballa.  That  pavement  holAa  l~ 
this  day;  and  the  tank  is  there  also.  I  never  heard 
of  thy  god.' 

'  Let  thy  hair  grow  long  and  talk  Punjabi,'  said  the 
young  soldier  jestingly  to  Kim,  quoting  a  Northern 
proverb.  '  That  is  all  that  makes  a  Sikh.'  But  he 
did  not  say  this  very  loud. 

The  lama  sighed  and  shrunk  into  himself,  a  dingy 
shapeless  mass.  In  the  pauses  of  their  talk  they 
could  hear  the  low  droning  — '  Om  mane  pudme 
hum!  Ommane  pudme  hum!  '  —  and  the  thick  click 
of  the  wooden  rosary  beads. 

*  It  irks  me,*  he  said  at  last.  '  The  speed  and  the 
clatter  irk  me.  Moreover,  my  chela,  I  think  that 
may  be  we  have  overpassed  that  river.' 

'  Peace,  peace,'  said  Kim.  '  Was  not  the  river 
near  Benares?     We  are  yet  far  from  the  place.' 

'But  —  if  our  Lord  came  north,  it  may  be  any 
one  of  these  little  ones  that  we  have  run  across.* 

*  I  do  not  know.' 

*  But  thou  wast  sent  to  me  —  wast  thou  sent  to 
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me }  —  for  the  merit  I  had  acquired  over  yonder  at 
Sucluen.  From  beeide  the  cannon  didst  thou  come 
bearing  two  faces  —  and  two  garbs.' 
Peace.  One  must  not  speak  of  these  things  here,' 
ipered  Kim.  '  There  was  but  one  of  me.  Think 
again  and  thou  wilt  remember.  A  boy  —  a  Hindu 
boy  —  Iv  the  great  green  cannon.' 

But  was  there  not  also  an  Englishman  with  a 

idle   beard  —  holy   among   imagea  —  who  himself 

sure  my  assurance  of  the  River  of  the 


'  He  —  we  —  went  to  the  Ajaib-Gher  in  Lahore  to 
'  P™y  before  the  gods  there,'  Kim  explained  to  the 
openly  listening  company.  '  And  the  Sahib  of  the 
Wonder  House  talked  to  him  —  yea,  this  is  truth  — 
as  a  brother.  He  is  a  very  holy  man,  from  far 
beyond  the  hills.  Best  thou.  In  time  we  come  to 
Pmballa.' 

'  But  my  river  —  the  river  of  my  healing? ' 
'  And  then,  if  it  please  thee,  we  will  go  hunting  for 
at  river  on  foot.     So  that  we  miss  nothing  —  not 

little  rivulet  in  a  field  side.' 
I*  But  thou  hast  a  search  of  thine  own) '     The  lama 
I  very  pleased  that  he  remembered  so  well  —  sat 
pt  upright. 

*Ay,'  said  Kim,  humouring  him.     The  boy  was 
btire'y  happy  to  be  out  chewing  pan  and  seeing  nen 
sople  in  ihe  great  good-tempered  world. 
[631 
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'  It  was  a  bull  —  a  Red  Bull  that  shall 
help  thee  —  and  carrj-  thee  —  whither?     I  have  f( 
gotten.     A  Eed  Bull  on  a  green  field,  waa  it  m 

'  Nay,  it  will  carry  me  nowhere,'  said  Kun. 
is  but  a  tale  I  told  thee,' 

''What  ia  this?'  the  culdrator's  wife  leaned 
ward,  her  bracelets  clinking  on  her  arm. 
both  dream  dreams?  A  Ited  Bull  on  a  green 
that  shall  carry  thee  to  the  Heavens  —  or  what? 
Waa  it  a  vision?  Did  one  make  a  prophecy?  We 
have  a  Ked  Bull  in  our  village  behind  Jullunder  city, 
and  he  grazes  by  choice  in  the  very  greenest  of  ow 
fields!  ■ 

'  Give  a  woman  an  old  \vife's  tale  and  a 
bird  a  leaf  and  a  thread,  they  will  weave  woi 
things,'  said  the  Sikh.     '  All  holy  men  dream 
and  by  follo\ving  holy  men  their  disciples  atteia 
power.' 

'A  Red  Bull  on  a  green  field,  waa  it!'  the 
repeated.     '  In  a  former  life  it  may  be  thou 
^'cquired  merit,  and  the  Bull  will  come  to 
thee.' 

*  Nay  —  nay  —  it  waa  but  a  tale  one  told  to 
for  a  jest  belike.     But  I  will  seek  the  Boll  a1 
tTmballa,  and  thou  canst  look  for  thy  river  and 
from  the  clatter  of  the  train.' 

'  It  may  be  that  tiie  Bull  knows  —  that  he  Is 
to  guide  OS  both,*  said  the  lama,  hopefully  as  a 
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''^eii  to  the  compaoy,  indicatiiig  Kim:  'This  on« 
n-as  £eQt  to  me  but  yesterday.  He  ia  not,  I  think,  of 
this  world.' 

'Beggars  a  plenty  have  I  met,  and  holy  men  to 
boot,  but  never  such  a  yogi  nor  such  a  diflciple,'  said 
the  woman. 

Her  husband  touched  his  forehead  lightly  with  one 
finger  and  smiled.    But  the  next  time  the  lama  would 
■Mt  they  took  care  to  give  htm  their  beat 
W^  And    at   last  —  tired,    sleepy,    and   dusty  —  they 
reached  Umballa  City  Station. 

'  We  abide  here  upon  a  law-suit,'  said  the  culti- 
vator's wife  to  Kim.  '  We  lodge  with  my  man's 
cousin's  younger  brother.  There  la  room  also  in  the 
courtyard  for  thy  yogi  and  for  thee.  Will  —  will  he 
give  me  a  bleeaingt ' 

'0  holy  man!  A  woman  with  a  heart  of  gold 
gives  us  lodging  for  the  nigbt  It  is  a  kindly  land, 
this  land  of  the  south.  See  how  we  have  been  lielped 
since  the  dawn !  ' 

The  lama  bowed  hia  head  in  benediction. 

'  To  fill  my  cousin's  younger  brother's  house  with 
wastrels,'  the  husband  began,  as  he  shouldered  hia 
heavy  bamboo  stick. 

'  Thy  couain's  younger  brother  owes  my  father's 
cousin   something  yet   on   his   daughter's   marriage- 
feast,'  said  the  woman  crisply.     'Let  him  put  their 
K&od  to  that  account.    The  yogi  will  beg,  I  doubt  not.* 
■  [65] 
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'A7,  I  b^  tot  him,'  said  Kim,  anzunu  on^ 

get  tlie  lama  under  shelter  for  the  night,  that 
nught  seek  Mahbub  All's  Suglisbman  and  deli^ 
tdiDself  of  the  white  stallion's  pedigree. 

'  Now,'  said  he,  when  the  lama  had  come  to 
anchor  in  the  inner  courtyard  of  a  decent  Hindu 
house  behind  tihe  cantonment  bazar,  '  I  go  away  for 
awhile  —  to  —  to  buy  us  victual  in  Che  bazar.  Do 
not  stray  abroad  till  I  return.' 

'Thou  wilt  return?  Thou  wilt  surely  return?* 
The  old  man  caught  at  his  wrist.  '  And  thou  wilt 
return  in  this  very  aame  shape?  Is  it  too  late  to 
look  to-night  for  the  river? ' 

'  Too  late  and  too  dark,     Be  comforted.     Think 
how  far  thou  art  on  the  road  —  an  hundred  kos  fi 
Lahore  already.' 

'  Yea  —  and  farther  from  my  monastery. 
It  is  a  great  and  terrible  world.' 

Kim  slipped  out  and  away,  as  incoiispi( 
figure  as  ever  carried  his  own  and  a  few  score 
sand  other  folks'  fate  slung  round  his  neck, 
bub  All's  directions  left  him  little  doubt  of  the  hi 
in  which  his  Engli^man  lived;  and  a  groom,  b: 
ing  a  dog-cart  Lome  from  the  Club,  made  him  qi 
sure.      It  remained  only  to  identify  his  man, 
Kim  slipped  through  the  garden  hedge  and  hid  in^ 
clump  of  plumed  grass  close  to  the  verandah. 
house  blazed  with  lights,  and  servants  moved  a1 
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tables  dreeeed  with  flowers,  glass,  and  olver.  Fies- 
enti;  forth  came  an  Englishman,  dressed  in  block 
and  white,  humming  a  time.  It  was  too  dark  to  see 
Ills  face,  so  Kim  tried  an  old  experiment. 

'  Protector  of  the  Poor  I ' 

The  man  wheeled  towards  the  voice. 

'  Hahbub  Ali  says ' 

'Hahl  What  says  Mahbub  All? '  He  made  no 
attempt  to  look  for  the  speaker,  and  that  showed  Kim 
liiAt  the  man  knew. 

'  The  pedigree  of  the  White  Stallion  is  fully  es- 
tablished.' 

'  What  proof  is  there? '  The  Englishman 
switched  at  the  rose-hedge  in  the  side  of  the  drive. 

'  Mahbub  Ali  has  given  mo  this  proof.'  Kim 
I  the  wad  of  folded  paper  into  the  air,  and  it 

I  on  the  path  beside  the  man,  who  put  his  foot  on 
it  aa  a  gardener  came  round  the  comer.  When  the 
man  passed  he  picked  it  up,  dropped  a  rupee,  —  Ki™ 
could  hear  the  clink,  —  and  strode  into  the  house, 
never  looking  round.  Swiftly  Kim  took  up  the 
money;  but  for  all  his  training,  he  was  Irish  enough 
by  birth  to  reckon  silver  the  least  part  of  any  game. 
What  he  desired  was  the  visible  effect  of  action. 
Instead  of  slinking  away,  he  lay  close  in  the  grass 
and  wormed  nearer  to  the  house. 

He    saw  —  Indian    bungalows   are   open   throngh 

I  through  —  the  Englishman  return  to  a  small 
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dreasmg-room,  iu  a  corner  of  the  verandah,  that  was 
half  office,  littered  with  papers  and  despatch-boxes, 
and  sit  down  to  study  Mahbub  All's  message.  His 
face,  by  the  full  ray  of  the  kej-osene  lamp,  dhanged 
and  darkened,  and  Kim,  used  as  every  beggar  must 
bo  to  watching  countenances,  t«ok  good  note. 

'  Will !  Will,  dear  1 '  called  a  woman's  voice. 
'  You  ought  to  be  in  the  drawing-room.  They'll  be 
iiere  in  a  minute.' 

The  man  still  read  intently. 

'Willi '  said  the  voice,  five  minutes  later.  ' S(^» 
come.     I  can  hear  the  troopers  in  the  drive.* 

The  man  dashed  out  bareheaded  as  a  big  landau 
with  four  native  troopers  behind  it  halted  at  tht 
verandah,  and  a  tall,  black-haired  man,  erect  as  an 
arrow,  swung  ont,  preceded  by  a  joung  officer  yrho 
laughed  pleasantly. 

Flat  on  his  belly  lay  Kim,  almost  touching  the 
high  wheels.  His  man  and  the  black  stranger  ex- 
changed two  sentences, 

'  Certainly  sir,'  said  the  young  officer  promptly. 
'  Everything  waits  wliile  a  horse  is  concerned.' 

*We  ^lan't  be  more  than  twenty  minutes,'  said 
Kim's  man.  *  You  can  do  the  honours  —  keep  *ean 
amused,  and  all  that.' 

'  Tell  one  of  the  troopers  to  wait,'  said  the  taQ 

man,   and  they  both  passed  into  the  dressing-room 

together  as  the  landau  rolled  awfcj-     Kim  saw  iheii 
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heada  bent  over  Mabbub  Ali's  message,  and  beard  the 
voices  —  one  low  and  deferential,  tbo  otter  abarp 
and  decifflve. 

'  It  isn't  a  question  of  weeks.  It  is  a  question 
of  days  —  hours  almost,'  said  tbe  elder.  *  I'd  been 
expecting  it  for  Bonie  time,  but  this '  —  he  tapped 
Mabbub  Ali's  paper  —  'cleucbee  it  Grogan's  dining 
here  to-night,  isn't  he? ' 

'  Tea  sir,  and  Macklin  too.' 

*  Very  good.  Ill  speak  to  tliem  myaelf.  Tbe  matr 
ter  will  be  referred  to  the  Council,  of  couree,  but 
this  13  a  case  where  one  ia  justified  in  aaeuming  that 
we  take  action  at  once.  "Warn  the  Pindi  and  Pe- 
Hhawnr  brigades.  It  will  dlsorganlKe  all  the  summer 
reliefs,  but  we  can't  help  that.  This  comes  of  not 
nn ashing  them  thoroughly  the  first  time.  Eight 
thousand  should  be  enough.' 

'  What  about  artillery,  sir^ ' 

*  I  must  consult  llacklln.' 
'  Then  it  means  war?' 

'No.  Punishment,  WTjen  a  man  is  t>ound  by 
die  action  of  his  predecessor ' 

'But  C.25  may  have  lied.' 

'  He  bears  out  the  other's  information.  Practi- 
cally, they  showed  their  hand  six  months  back.  But 
Devenish  wonld  have  it  there  was  a  chance  of  peace. 
Of  course  they  used  it  to  make  themselves  stronger. 

nd  off  those  telegrams  at  once,  —  the  new  code, 
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urt  the  old,  —  mine  ani  'Wlurt<m'a.  I  dos't  think 
we  need  keep  your  wife  waiting  any  longer.  We 
can  settle  the  rest  over  the  cigars.  I  tliouglit  it  was 
coming.     It's  punishment  —  not  war.' 

As  the  trooper  cantered  off  Kim  crawled  roand  to 
tiie  back  of  the  house,  where,  going  on  hia  Lahore  ex- 
periences, he  judged  there  would  be  food  —  and  in- 
formation. The  kitchen  was  crowded  witi  excited 
ecullioDB,  one  of  whom  kicked  him. 

'  Aie,'  said  Kim,  feigning  tears.  '  I  came  only  to 
wash  diahea  in  return  for  a  belly-full.' 

*  AH  Umballa  is  on  the  same  errand.  Get  hence. 
They  go  in  now  widi  the  soup.  Think  you  that  w© 
who  serve  Creighton  Sahib  need  strange  scullions  to 
help  us  through  a  big  dinner? ' 

'  It  is  a  very  big  dinner,'  said  Kim,  looking  at  the 
plateis. 

'  Small  wonder.  The  gueat  of  honour  is  none  otli 
than  the  Jang^i-lat  Sahib  (the  Conunandei 
Chief).' 

'  Ho! '  said  Kim,  with  a  guttural  note  of  wondi 
He  had  learned  what  he  wanted,  and  when  the  b 
lion  turned  round  he  was  gone. 

'  And  all  that  trouble,'  said  he  to  himself,  thin] 
flB  usual   in  Hindustanee,   '  for  a   horse's   pedigi 
Mahhub  All  should  have  come  to  me  to  learn  a  lit^ 
lying.     Every  time  before  that  I  have  borne  a  i 
eage  it  concerned  a  woman.     Now  it  is  men, 
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tiLlI  man  said  that  they  will  loose  b  great  arm;  to  puft 
■  •  a  some  one  —  somewhere  —  the  news  goes  to  Pmdi 
,iiid  Peahawnr.  There  are  also  guns.  Would  I  had 
crept  nearer.     It  ifl  big  newa! ' 

He  returned  to  find  the  cultivator's  coualn'a 
younger  brother  discussing  the  family  law-suit  in  all 
itfi  bearings  with  the  cultivator  and  his  wife  and  a 
few  friends,  while  the  lama  dozed.  After  the  evening 
uieal  some  one  passed  him  a  water-pipe;  and  Kim 
felt  very  much  of  a  man  as  he  pulled  at  the  amootb 
cocoanut  shell,  his  legs  spread  abroad  in  the  moon- 
light, hifl  tongue  clicking  in  remarks  from  time  to 
time.  His  hosts  were  most  polite;  for  the  cultivator's 
wife  had  told  tbem  of  hia  vision  of  ihe  Red  Bull,  and 
of  his  probable  descent  from  another  world.  More- 
,  the  lama  was  a  great  and  venerable  curioaity. 
t  family  priest,  an  old  tolerant  Sarsut  Brahmin, 
L  in  later,  and  naturally  started  a  theological 
mt  to  impress  the  family.  By  creed,  of  course, 
3  all  on  the  priest's  side,  but  the  lama  was 
the  guest  and  the  novelty.  His  gentle  kindlineaa, 
and  bifi  impressive  Chinese  quotations,  that  sounded 
like  spells,  delighted  them  hugely;  and  in  this  sym- 
pathetic ample  air,  he  expanded  like  the  Bodhiaat's 
own  lotus,  speab'ng  of  his  life  in  the  great  hills  of 
Biichzen  before,  as  be  said,  '  I  rose  up  to  seek  ear 
Ugbtenmeiit.' 

llien  it  came  out  that  in  those  worldly  dajs  hfc 
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ha^  been  a  master  hand  at  casting  horoacopee  aod 
nativities;  anil  the  fainilj priest  led  him  on  to  deBcribe 
his  methods;  each  giving  the  planets  names  that  tlie 
other  could  not  understand,  and  pointing  upwards  as 
the  big  stars  sailed  across  tbe  dark.  The  children  of 
the  house  tu^ed  unrebuked  at  hJa  rosary;  and  lie 
dean  forgot  the  rule  which  forbids  converse  wili 
women,  aa  ho  talked  of  enduring  snows,  landsUd 
blocked  passes,  the  remote  cliffs  where  men 
(apphirea  and  turquoise,  and  that  wonderful  npli 
road  that  leads  at  last  into  Great  China  itself. 

'How  thinkest  tbou  of  tbis  one?'  said  the  < 
rator  aside  to  the  priest. 

'  A  holy  man  —  a  holy  man  indeed.     lEa  j 
are  not  the  gods,  but  bis  feet  are  upon  the  "Wm 
was   the   answer.     '  And  his  methods  of  nativitii 
though  that  is  beyond  thee,  are  wise  and  sure.' 

'  Tell  me,'  said  Kim  lazily,  *  whether  I  find  j 
Ked  Bull  on  a  green  field,  as  was  promised 

*  "WTiat  knowledge  Last  thou  of  thy  birth  bold 
the  priest  asked,  swelling  with  importance. 

'Between  first  and  aecond  cockcrow  of  lihe  j 
night  in  May.* 
'  Of  what  year?  • 

*  I  do  not  know;  hut  upon  the  hour  that  I  cried  I 
fell  the  great  eartbquake  in  Srinagur  which  iaM 
Kashmir.'      This  Kim   had   from   the   woman 
took  care  of  him,   and  she   again  from  Kimbi 
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CFHara.  The  eartbqnake  had  been  felt  in  India, 
and  for  long  stood  a  leading  date  in  the  Punjab. 

'Ai! '  said  a  woman  excitedly.  This  seemed  to 
make  Kim's  anpernatural  origin  more  certain.  *  Waa 
not  such  an  one's  daughter  born  then * 

'  And  her  motJher  bore  her  hnsband  four  aona  in 
fonr  years — all  likely  boys/  said  the  cultirator*a 
wife,  flitting  outside  "the  circle  in  the  shadow. 

'  Xone  reared  in  the  knowledge,'  said  the  family 
priest,  '  forget  how  the  planets  stood  in  their  houses 
upon  that  night.'  He  began  to  draw  in  the  dust  of 
the  courtyard.  '  At  least  thou  hast  good  claim  to  a 
half  of  the  house  of  the  Bull.  How  runs  thy 
prophecy! ' 

'  Upon  a  day,'  said  Kim,  delighted  at  the  sensa- 
tion he  waa  creating, '  I  shall  be  made  great  by  means 
of  a  Red  Bull  on  a  greun  field,  but  first  there  will 
enter  two  men  making  all  things  ready.' 

'  Yee;  thns  ever  at  the  beginning  of  a  viaion.  A 
thick  darkness  that  clears  slowly;  anon  one  enters 
with  ft  broom  making  ready  the  place.  Then  begins 
the  Sight.  Two  men  —  thou  sayeat?  Ay,  ay.  The 
Sim,  leaving  the  house  of  the  Bull,  enters  that  of 
the  Twins.  Hence  &e  two  men  of  the  prophecy. 
Let   us   now   consider.      Fetch   me    a   twig,    little 


He  knitted  his  brows,  scratched,  smoothed  out,  and 
scratched  again  in  the  dust  myBterioua  signs  —  to  tiKa 
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•nmder  of  all  e&ve  the  lama,  who>  wiCli  fine  ingtitieL 
forbore  to  interfere. 

At  the  end  of  half  an  hour,  he  toesed  tho  tw% 
from  him  with  a  grunt, 

'Hm.  Thus  say  the  stars.  Within  tihree  days 
come  the  two  men  to  make  all  things  ready.  After 
them  follows  tho  Cull;  but  the  sign  over  agaiiuk 
him  is  the  sign  of  War  and  armed  men.* 

'  There  was  indeed  a  man  of  the  Loodhiana  Sildu 
in  the  carriage  from  Lahore/  said  the  cultirator'a 
■wife  hopefully. 

'Tckl  Armed  men — 'many  hundreds,  Wliat 
concern  hast  thou  with  war? '  said  the  priest  to  Kim. 
'Thine  is  a  red  and  an  angiy  sign  of  war  to  be 
loosed  very  soon,' 

*  None  —  none,'  said  the  lama  earnestly.  *  We 
seek  only  peace  and  our  river,' 

Kim  chuckled,  remembering  what  he  had  over- 
heard in  the  dressing-room.  Decidedly  he  was  t 
favourite  of  the  stars. 

The  priest  brushed  hh  foot  over  the  rude  hon^ 
scope,  '  More  than  this  I  cannot  see.  In  three  dajH 
comes  the  BuH  to  thee,  boy.' 

*  And  my  river,  my  river,'  pleaded  the  lama.  '  I 
had  hoped  hia  Bull  would  lead  ua  both  to  the  river.' 

'Alas  for  that  wondrous  river,  my  brother,'  liie 
priest  replied.     '  Such  things  are  not  commou.' 
Nest  morning,  though  they  were  prt'ssud  to  stay, 
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the  lama  insisted  on  departure.  Thej  gave  Kim  a 
large  bundle  of  good  food  and  nearly  three  annas  in 
copper  money  for  the  needs  of  the  road,  and  with 
many  blessings  watched  the  two  go  southward  in  tha 
dawn. 

'  Pity  it  is  that  these  and  such  as  these  could  not 
be  freed  from  the  Wheel  of  Things,'  said  the  lama. 

*Nay,  tlien  would  only  evil  people  be  left  on  tha 
earth,  and  who  would  give  us  meat  and  shelter! ' 
quoth  Kim,  stepping  merrily  under  his  burden. 

*  Yonder  is  a  small  stream.  Let  us  look,'  said  &e 
lama,  and  he  led  from  the  white  road  across  the  still 
fields;  walking  into  a  very  homet's-neBt  of  pariah 
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Yea,  voice  of  ever;  Soul  tltat  clung; 
To  Life  that  strove  from  ruag  to  rung 
Wlien  Devadatta'a  rule  was  young, 
The  warm  wind  brioga  Kamakura. 

Bbqind  them  an  angry  farmer  brandished  a  bant 
boo  polo.  IIo  was  a  market-gardener,  Arain  bj  caste, 
growing  vegetablee  and  flowers  for  Umballa  ci^^ 
and  well  Kim  knew  the  breed.  ^H 

'  8uc)b  an  one,'  said  the  lama,  disregarding  ^H 
dogs,  '  is  impolite  to  strangers,  intemperate  of  speedi 
and  uncharitable.     Be  warned  by  his  demeanour,  my 
disciple.' 

'  Ho,   shameleaa  beggars  I '   shouted   the    f  ai 
'Begonel    <3et  hence  I ' 

'We  go,'  the  lama  returned  with  quiet  < 
'We  go  from  these  unblessed  fields.' 

'Ah,'  said  Elm,  sucking  in  his  breath,     'If  1 
next  crops  fail,  thou  canst  only  blame  thy  own  tongue.' 

The  man  shuffled  uneasily  in  his  slippers.     '  The 
land  is  full  of  beg^ra,'  he  began,  half  apologetically. 

'  And  by  what  sign  did'st  thou  know  that  we  would 
beg  from  thee,  O  Mali? '  8aid  Tfim  tartly, 
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same  that  a  market-gardener  least  likes.     'All  i 
soughtwas  to  look  atthatriver beyond  the  field  there." 

'Eiver,  forsooth  t '  the  man  snorted.  'What  city 
Jo  ye  hail  from  not  to  know  a  canal-cut?  It 
/una  as  atraigbt  as  an  arrow,  and  I  pay  for  the 
water  as  though  it  were  molten  silver.  There  is  a 
brsncli  of  a  river  beyond.  But  if  ye  need  water  I 
can  pve  that  —  and  milk.' 

'  Nay,  we  will  go  to  the  river/  said  the  lama,  strid- 
ing out. 

'  Milk  and  a  meal,'  the  man  atanmiered,  as  he 
looked  at  the  strange  tall  figure,  'I  —  I  would  not 
draw  evil  upon  myself  —  or  my  crops;  but  beggars 
are  m  many  in  these  hard  days.' 

'  Take  notice,'  the  lama  turned  to  Kim.  '  He  was 
led  to  speak  harshly  by  the  Red  Mist  of  anger.  That 
clearing  from  his  eyes,  he  becomes  eourteous  and  of 
an  affable  heart.  May  his  fields  be  blessed.  Beware 
not  to  judge  men  too  hastily,  O  farmer.' 

'  I  have  met  holy  ones  who  would  have  cursed  thos 
from  hearthstone  to  byre,'  said  Kim  to  the  abashed 
man.    '  Is  he  not  wise  and  holy?    I  am  his  disciple." 

He  cocked  his  nose  in  the  air  loftily  and  stepped 
across  the  narrow  field-borders,  swelling  with  im- 
portance. 

'  There  is  no  pride,'  said  the  lama,  after  a  pause, 
'there  is  no  pride  among  such  as  follow  the  Middle 
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'But  tbou  bast  Bsid  he  was  tow  caste  and  i 
courteous.' 

'  Low  CEHte  I  did  not  say,  for  how  can  that  be  v 
is  not?  Afterwards  be  amended  his  discourtesy,  a 
I  forgot  the  offence.  Moreover,  be  is  as  we  are,  bom 
upon  the  Wheel  of  Things;  but  he  does  not  tread  t 
way  of  deliverance.'  He  baited  at  a  little  i 
among  the  fields,  and  considered  the  hoof -pitted  I 

'  Now,  bow  wilt  tbou  know  thy  river? '  said  ] 
squatting  in  tbe  shade  of  some  taU  atigar-cane. 

'  When  I  find  it,  an  enlightenment  will  surely  1 
g^ven.  This,  I  feel,  is  not  the  place.  O  littlest  amoi 
the  waters,  if  only  tbou  couldst  tell  me  where  i 
my  river !  But  be  thou  blest  to  mako  tbe  fields  bear  tu 

'Look I     Look!'      Kim  sprang  to   bia   side   i 
dragged  hirn  back.  A  yellow  and  brown  atreat  glidM 
from  the  purple  rustling  stems  to  tbe  bank,  stretc 
its  neck  to  the  water,  drank,  and  lay  still- 
cobra  with  fixed,  lidleaa  eyes. 

'  I  have  no  stick  —  I  have  no  stick,'  said  Kim. 
wil]  get  me  one  and  break  bis  back.' 

'  Wby?  He  is  upon  tbe  Wheel  as  we  are  ~ 
ascending  or  descending  —  very  far  from  deliv) 
ance.  Great  evil  must  tbe  soul  have  done  that  i 
cast  into  this  shape.' 

'  I  bate  all  snakes,'  said  Kim.     No  native  t 
can  quench  the  white  man's  horror  of  the  Serpent  jl 

'  Let  him  live  out  his  life,'    The  coiled  thing  h 
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and  hail  opened  Ms  liood.  '  Ma;  thj  release  oomft 
Boon,  brother,'  the  lama  continued  placidly.  'Hast 
ihou  knowledge,  by  chance,  of  my  river? ' 

'  Never  have  I  seen  such  a  man  as  thou  art,'  Kim 
whispered,  overwhelmed.  '  Do  the  very  snakes  un- 
derstand thy  talk?' 

'  Who  knows?'  He  passed  within  a  foot  of  the 
cobra's  poised  head.  It  fattened  itself  among  the 
dlBrty  ooils. 

'Come  thou! '  he  called  over  his  shoalder. 

'  Not  I,'  said  Kim.     '  I  go  round,' 

'  Come.     He  does  no  hurt.' 

Kim  hesitated  for  a  moment.  The  lama  backed 
his  order  by  some  droned  Chinese  quotation  which 
Kim  took  for  a  charm.  He  obeyed  and  stepped 
across  the  rivulet,  and  the  snake  indeed  made  no 
aign. 

*  Never  have  I  seen  such  a  man.'  Kim  wiped  the 
sweat  from  his  forehead.  'And  now,  whither  go 
wet' 

'  That  is  for  thee  to  say.  I  am  old,  and  a  stranger 
■^far  from  my  own  place.  But  that  the  rel-car- 
liage  fills  my  head  with  the  noises  of  devil-drums  I 
■would  go  in  it  to  Benares  now  .  .  .  yet  by  so  going 
We  may  miss  the  river.     Let  us  find  another  river.' 

"Where  the  hard-worked  soil  gives  three  and  even 
four  crops  a  year  —  through  patches  of  sugar-cane, 

t,  long  white  radishes,   and  nol-kol,   all   that 
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day  they  atrolled  on,  turning  aside  to  every  glimpM 
of  water;  rousing  village  dogs  and  sleeping  villages 
at  noonday;  the  lama  replying  to  the  vollied  ciucstions 
with  an  unswerving  simplicity.  They  sought  a  River 
—  a  River  of  miraeuloua  healing.  Had  any  one 
knowledge  of  such  a  atream  ?  Sonietimea  men 
laughed,  but  more  often  heard  the  story  out  to  the 
end  and  offered  them  a  place  in  the  shade,  a  drink 
of  milk,  and  a  meal.  The  women  were  always  kind^ 
and  the  little  children,  as  children  are  the  world  over, 
alternately  shy  and  venturesome.  Evening  found 
them  at  rest  imder  the  village  tree  of  a  mud-walled, 
mud-roofed  hamlet,  talking  to  the  headman  as  the 
cattle  came  in  from  the  grazing  grounds  and  l^e 
women  prepared  the  day's  last  meal.  They  had 
passed  beyond  the  belt  of  market-gardens  round  hun- 
gry Umballa,  and  were  among  the  mile-wide  green 
of  the  wheat. 

He  was  a  white-bearded  and  affable  elder,  used  to 
entertaining  strangers.  He  dragged  out  a  string 
bedstead  for  the  lama,  set  warm  cooked  food  before 
him,  prepared  him  a  pipe,  and,  the  evening  ceremo- 
nies being  finished  in  the  village  temple,  sent  for  the 
village  priest. 

Kim  told  the  older  children  tales  of  the  eize  and 
beauty  of  Lahore,  of  railway  travel,  and  suoh  like 
city  things,  while  the  men  talked,  slowly  as  tbeil 
caltle  chew  the  cud. 
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'  I  cannot  fathom  It,'  said  tlie  headman  at  last  ta 
the  priest.  '  How  readest  thou  this  talk! '  The 
Uma,  hia  tale  told,  was  silently  telling  his  beads. 

'  He  is  a  Seeker,'  the  priest  answered.    '  The  land 

is  full  of  such.     Remember  him  who  came  only  last 

th  —  the  faquir  with  the  tortoise  ?' 

Ay,    but  that   man   had   right   and   reason,   for 

Krishna  Himself  appeared  in  a  vision  promising  him 

Paradise  without  the  buming-pyre  if  he  journeyed 

to  Prayag.     This  man  seeka  no  god  who  is  within  my 

iwledge.' 

Peace,  he  is  old:  he  comes  from  far  off,  and  ho 
is  mad,'  the  smooth-shaven  priest  replied.  'Hear 
me.'  He  turned  to  the  lama.  '  Three  koa  (six  miles) 
to  the  westward  runs  the  great  road  to  Calcutta.' 

*  But  I  would  go  to  Benares  —  to  Benares.' 

'And  to  Benares  also.  It  croeses  all  streams  on 
this  aide  of  Hind.  Now  my  word  to  thee,  Holy 
One,  is  rest  here  till  to-morrow.  Then  take  the  road 
(it  was  the  Grand  Trunk  Eoad  he  meant)  and  teat 
each  stream  tiat  it  overpasses;  for,  as  I  understand, 
Ae  virtue  of  thy  river  lies  neither  in  one  pool  nor 
place,  but  throughout  its  length.  Then,  if  thy  gods 
will,  be  assured  that  thou  wilt  come  upon  thy  free- 
dom.' 

'That  is  well  said.'  The  lama  was  much  im- 
pressed by  the  plan.  '  We  will  begin  to-morrow,  and 
fc  blessing  come  to  thee  for  showing  old  feet  such  a 
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near  ro«d.'  A  deep  singsong  Chinese  i 
cloaed  the  sentence.  Even  the  priest  vas  impressed, 
and  the  headman  feared  an  evil  spell;  but  none  could 
look  at  the  l&ma'a  simple,  eager  face  and  donbt  him 
long. 

'Seeet  thoa  my  chela  f  be  9aid,  diving  into  hia 
enuff-goord  with  an  important  aniS.  It  was  his  duty 
to  repay  courtesy  with  courtesy. 

'  I  Bee  —  and  hear,'  The  headman  rolled  Ms  eye 
where  Kim  waa  chatting  to  a  girl  in  blue  as  she  laid 
thorns  on  a  fire. 

*  He  also  haa  a  Search  of  hia  own.  No  river,  but  a 
Bull.  Yea,  a  Red  Bull  on  a  green  field  will  some 
day  raise  him  to  honour.  He  is,  I  think,  not  alto- 
gether of  this  world.  He  was  sent  of  a  sudden  to  aid 
me  in  this  search,  and  his  name  is  Friend  of  all  the 
World.' 

The  priest  amJled.  'Ho  there,  Friend  of  all  the 
World,'  he  cried  across  the  shari^smelling  smoke, 
'  what  art  thou  ? ' 

*  This  holy  one's  disciple,'  said  Kim. 
'  He  saya  thoa  art  a  bkut  (a  spirit).' 
'  Can  hhuts  eat^ '  said  Kim,  with  a  twinkle. 

I  am  hungry.' 

'  It  is  no  jest,'  cried  the  lama.    '  A  certain  astrc 

ger  of  that  city  whose  name  I  have  forgotten  - 
'  That  is  no  more  than  the  city  of  Umballa  whJ 
i  slept  last  night,'  Kim  whispered  to  the  priee 
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'Aj,  Umballa  was  it?  Ho  east  a  horoscope  and 
declared  that  mj  chela  uhouid  fmd  his  desire  within 
two  days.  But  what  said  he  of  the  meaniug  of  the 
stars,  Friend  of  all  the  World  ? ' 

Kim  cleared  hia  throat  and  looked  importantly  at 
the  village  grajbeards. 

'  The  meaning  of  my  Star  is  War,'  he  replied 
pompoosly. 

Somebody  laughed  at  the  little  tattered  figure 
strutting  on  the  brickwork  plinth  under  the  great 
tree.  Where  a  native  wonld  have  lain  down,  Kim's 
white  blood  set  him  upon  bis  feet 

'  Ay,  war  I '  he  answered. 

'  That  is  a  sure  prophecy,'  mmbled  a  deep  voice. 
'For  there  is  always  war  along  the  border  —  as  I 
know.' 

It  was  an  old,  withered  man,  who  had  served  the 
Government  in  the  days  of  the  Mutiny  as  a  native 
officer  in  a  newly  raised  cavalry  regiment.  The  Gov- 
ernment bad  given  bim  a  good  holding  in  the  village, 
and  though  the  demands  of  his  sons,  now  gray- 
bearded  ofiicers  on  their  own  account,  bad  iinpove^ 
ished  liim,  he  was  still  a  person  of  consequene& 
English  officials  —  Deputy  Commissioners  even  — 
turned  aside  from  the  main  road  to  visit  him,  and  od 
those  occasions  he  dressed  himself  in  the  uniform  of 
Ancient  days  and  stood  up  like  a  ramrod, 
^k  '  But  this  shall  be  a  great  war  —  a  var  of  eight 
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thousanci,'  Kim's  voice  shrilled  across  the  q^nide 
gathering  crowd, 

'  Bedcoats  or  our  own  regiments  ? '  the  old  i 
BDapped,  aa  though  be  were  aaking  an  equal. 
tone  made  men  respect  Kim. 

'  Hedcoata,'  said  Kim  at  a  venture.  '  Redcoats  8 
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'  But  —  but  the  astrologer  said  no  word  of  this,' 
cried  the  lama,  snu£Bug  prodigiously  in  hb  excite- 
ment. 

*  But  /  know.      The  word  has  come  to  me,  who 
am    this   holy   one's    disciple.      There   will    rise 
war  —  a   war   of   eight   thousand   redcoats.      ^itaxt^ 
Findi    and   Peabawur   they   wiU    be    drawn. 
is  sure.' 

'  The  boy  has  beard  bazar  talk/  said  the  priest,  J 

'But  be  was  always  by  my  side,'  said  the  1 
'How  should  he  know?     I  did  not  know,' 

'  He  will  make  a  clever  juggler  when  the  old  man 
is  dead/  muttered  the  priest  to  the  headman.  '  What 
new  trick  is  this  ?  * 

'  A  sign.  Give  us  a  sign,'  thundered  the  old  sol- 
dier suddenly.  '  If  there  were  war  my  sons  would 
have  told  me.' 

'  When  all  is  r^ftdy,  thy  SiJIfs^  doubt  not,  wfll  be 
told.  But  it  is  a  long  road  from  thy  Eons  to  the  man 
in  whose  hands  these  things  He.'  Kim  warmed  to 
^e  game,  fur  it  reminded  liim  of  experiences  lu  the 
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^ettercarrjittg  line,  vhen,  for  the  s&ke  of  a  few  pice, 
he  pretended  to  know  more  than  he  knew.  But  now 
he  was  placing  for  better  things  —  the  sheer  excite- 
ment and  the  sense  of  power.  He  drew  a  deep  hreath 
and  went  on. 

'  Old  man,  give  me  a  sign.  Do  baboos  order  the 
goings  of  eight  thousand  redcoats  —  with  gunsl' 

'  No.'  Still  the  old  man  answered  as  though  "Kim 
were  an  equal 

'  DoHt  thou  know  who  he  ih  then  that  gives  the 
order I' 

'  I  have  seen  him.' 

*  To  know  again  t  * 

*  I  have  known  him  since  he  was  a  lieutenant  in 
the  iop-khana  (the  Artillery).* 

'  A  tall  man.  A  tall  man  with  black  hair,  walking 
thus  ? '     Kim  took  a  few  paces  in  a  stiff,  wooden 

P     '  Ay.     3nt  that  any  one  may  have  seen.'     The 
crowd  were  breathleea-stiU  through  all  this  talk. 

'  That  is  true,'  said  Kim.  '  But  I  will  say  more. 
Xiook  now.  First  tlie  great  man  walks  thus.  Then 
t  thinks  thus.'  (Kim  drew  a  forefinger  over  his 
rehead  and  downwards  till  it  rame  to  rest  by  the 
angle  of  the  jaw.)  '  Anon  he  twitches  his  fingers 
thus.  Anon  he  thrusts  his  hat  under  hia  left  ann- 
pit.'  Kim  illustrated  the  motion  and  stood  like  a 
Hfttork. 
fc  [751 
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The  old  man  groaned,  inarticulate  with 
ment;  and  the  crowd  shivered. 

*  So  —  80  —  80.  But  what  does  he  when  he  is 
a1x)ut  to  give  an  order  J ' 

'  Ho  rubs  the  akin  at  tlie  back  of  hia  neck- — thus. 
Then  falls  one  finger  on  the  table  and  he  makes  a 
Email  sniffing  noise  through  his  nose.  Then  ho 
speaks,  saying:  "-^Loose  such  and  auch  a  rej 
Call  out  such  guns."  ' 

The  old  man  rose  stiffi/  and  aaluted. 

'  "  For  "  '  —  Kim  translated  into  the  vernacular 
the  clinching  sentences  he  had  heard  at  the  dressing- 
room  at  Umballa  — '  "  For,"  saya  he,  "  we  should 
have  done  this  long  ago.  It  is  not  war  —  it  is  a 
chastiaement.     Snff !  "  ' 

'  Enough.    I  believe.    I  have  seen  liim  thtm  in 
Bmoko  of  battles.     Seen  and  heard.     It  is  he  t ' 

'  I  saw  no  smoke '  —  Kim's  voice  shifted  to 
rapt  sing-Bong  of  the  wa/side  fortune-teller.     '  I  sal 
this  ID  darkness.     First  came  a  man  to  make  things' 
clear.     Then  came  horsemen.    Then  came  he,  stand- 
ing in  a  ring  of  light.     The  rest  followed  as  I  hare 
said.     Old  man,  have  I  spoken  truth  I ' 

'  It  is  he.     Past  all  doubt  it  is  he.* 

The  crowd  drew  a  long,  quavering  breath,  stai 
alternately  at  the  old  man,   still  at  attention, 
ragged  Kim  against  the  purple  twilight. 

'  Said  I  not  —  said  I  not  he  was  from  the  o1 
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'  vorldl '  crifltl  the  laina  prondlj.     '  He  is  the  Friend 
of  all  tlio  World.     lie  is  the  Friend  of  the  Staral  * 

*  At  least  it  does  not  concern  ns,'  a  man  cried.  '  0 
thoQ  young  soothsayer,  if  the  gift  abides  with  thee 
at  all  Beasons,  I  have  a  red-epotted  cow.  She  ma; 
be  sister  to  thy  Bull  for  aught  I  know ' 

'  Or  I  care,'  said  Kim.  '  My  Stars  do  not  concern 
themaelves  with  thy  cattle.' 

*  Nay,  but  she  is  veiy  sick,'  a  woman  struct  in. 
*  My  man  is  a  buffalo,  or  he  wonld  have  chosen  his 

^Vords  better.     Tell  me  if  she  recover?' 

Had  KIni  been  at  all  an  ordinary  boy,  he  would 
liave  carried  on  the  play;  but  one  does  not  know 
Lahore  city,  and  least  of  all  the  faquirs  by  the  Tak- 
sali  Gate,  for  thirteen  years  without  also  knowing 
faoinan  nature. 

The  priest  looked  at  him  sideways,  something  bit- 
terly—  A  dry  and  blighting  smile. 

'  la  there  no  priest  then  in  the  village !    I  thought 
^^^J  had  seen  a  great  one  even  now,'  cried  Kim. 

^^H    '  Ay  ■ —  but ■ '  the  woman  began. 

^^B    '  But  thou  and  thy  huaband  hoped  to  get  the  cow 
I        cured  for  a  handful  of  thanks.'     The  shot  told:  they 
were  notoriously  the  closest-fisted  couple  in  the  vil- 
lage.    '  It  is  not  well  to  cheat  the  temples.     Give  a 
young  calf  to  thy  own  priest,  and  unless  thy  goda 

Epaat  recall,  she  will  give  milk  within  b 
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*  A  maeter-beggar  art  thou,'  purred  the  priest  ap- 
provingly. '  Kot  the  cUDDJag  of  forty  years  could 
have  (lone  better.  Surely  thou  haat  made  the  old 
man  rich  J* 

'  A  little  flour  —  a  Uttle  butter  and  a  moatbf  ol 
cardamomfl,'  Kim  retorted,  fluahed  with  the  praise, 
but  still  cautiouB — 'does  one  grow  rich  on  that! 
And,  as  thou  canst  see,  he  is  mad.     But  it  serves  me 
whUe  I  learn  the  road  at  least.' 

He  knew  what  the  faquirs  of  the  Taksali  GAta 
were  like  when  they  talked  among  themselves, 
copied  the  very  inflection  of  their  lewd  diaciplea, 

'  Is  his  search,  then,  truth  or  a  cloak  to  other  endflV 
It  may  be  treasure.' 

'  He  is  mad  ■ —  many  times  mad.  There  is  nol 
else.' 

Here  the  old  soldier  hobbled  up  and  asked  if 
would  accept  his  hospitality  for  the  night.  The 
priest  recommended  bim  to  do  so,  but  insisted  that 
the  honour  of  entertaining  the  lama  belonged  to  the 
temple  —  at  which  the  lama  smiled  guilelessly.  Kim 
glanced  from  one  face  to  the  other,  and  drew  hii 
own  conclusions. 

'  Where  is  the  money ! '  he  whispered,  becko] 
the  old  man  off  into  the  darkness. 

*  In  my  bosom.     Where  else  ? ' 

*  Give  it  me.     Quietly  and  swiftly  ^ve  it 
'  But  why  ?     Here  is  no  ticket  to  buy.* 
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*  Am  I  thy  chela,  or  am  I  nott  Do  I  not  aafB- 
guard  thy  old  feet  about  the  ways  J  Give  me  the 
money  and  at  dawn  I  will  return  it.'  He  slipped  his 
hand  above  the  lama'a  girdle  and  brought  away  the 

'Be  it  BO  —  be  it  so.'  The  old  man  nodded  hia 
Iiead.  *  This  is  a  great  and  terrible  world.  I  never 
knew  there  were  eo  many  men  alive  in  it.' 

Next  morning  the  priest  waa  in  a  very  bad  temper, 
but  the  lama  was  quite  happy;  and  Kim  had  enjoyed 
a  most  interesting  evening  with  the  old  man,  who 
brought  out  his  cavalry  sabre  and,  balancing  it  on 
liis  dry  knees,  told  tales  of  the  Mutiny  and  young 
eaptains  thirty  years  in  their  graves,  till  Kim 
dropped  off  to  sleep. 

*  Certainly  the  air  of  this  country  is  good,'  said  the 
luna.  'I  sleep  lighUv,  as  do  all  old  men;  but  last 
aigltt  I  slept  nnwaking  till  broad  day.  Even  now  I 
un  heavy/ 

'Drink  a  long  draught  of  milk,'  said  Kim,  who 
liad  carried  not  a  few  such  remedies  to  opium-smok- 
of  his  acquaintance.     *  It  is  time  to  take  the  road 


The  long  road  that  overpasses  all  the  rivers  of 
Hind,*  said  the  lama  gaily,  '  Let  us  go.  But  how 
thinkeat  thou,  chela,  to  recompense  these  people,  and 
especially  the  priest,  for  their  great  Hndness  ?  Truly 
they  are  hul-parast,  but  in  other  lives,  may  be,  thej 
t?9i 
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Will  receive  enlightenment.  A  rupee  to  tlie  tempI«V 
The  thing  within  is  no  more  than  etone  and  red  paint, 
but  the  heart  of  man  ve  must  acknowledge  wfaffli 
and  where  it  is  good.* 

'  Holy  One,  hast  thou  ever  taken  the  road  alone! 
Kim  looked  up  sharply,  like  the  Indian  crows  bo 
about  the  fields. 

'  Surely,  chUd :  from  Kulu  to  Pathiin  Kot  — 
Kulu,  where  my  first  chela  died.     When  men 
kind  to  U8  we  made  offerings,  and  all  men  were 
disposed  throughout  all  the  Hills.* 
I     *  It  ia  otherwise  in  Hind,'  said  Kim  drily, 
gods  are  many  armed  and  malignant.     Let  tbeift 
alone.' 

'  I  would  set  thee  on  thy  road  for  a  little,  Friend 
of  all  the  World  —  thou  and  thy  yellow  man.'     The 
old  soldier  ambled  np  tlip  ^-illage  street,  aU  shadowy 
in  the  dawn,  on  a  gaunt,  scisaor-hocked  pony, 
night  broke  up  the  fountains  of  remembrance  in 
80-dtied  heart,  and  it  was  as  a  lilessing  to  me.    Ti 
there  is  war  abroad  in  the  air.     I  smell  it^     I 
have  broiigbt  my  sword. 

He  aat  long-l^ged  on  the  little  beast,  with  the  big 
aword  at  his  side,  —  hand  dropped  on  the  pommcli 
—  staring  fiercely  over  the  flat  lands  towards 
north.    '  Tell  me  again  bow  he  showed  in  thy  vi8i( 
Come  up  and  sit  behind  me.    The  beast  will 
two.' 
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5ttt   long-legged   on  Ihe   little  beast,  with  the  big  sworti  at  his  side  — 
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*  I  am  this  holy  one's  disciple,'  said  TOm,  as  they 
cleared  the  village  gate.  The  villagers  seemed  almost 
glad  to  be  rid  of  them,  and  the  priest's  farewell  was 
cold  and  distant.  He  had  wasted  good  opium  on  a 
man  vrho  carried  no  money. 

'  That  is  well  spoken.  I  am  not  much  used  to  holy 
men,  but  respect  ia  always  good.  There  is  no  respect 
in  these  days  — not  even  when  a  Commissioner  Sahib 
comes  to  see  me.  But  why  should  one  whose  Star 
leads  him  to  war  follow  a  holy  man  ? ' 

'  Bat  he  is  a  holy  man,'  said  Kim  earnestly.     '  In 
troth,  and  In  talk  and  in  act,  holy.     He  is  not  Uke 
the  others.     I  have  never  seen  such  an  one.    We  be 
not  fortune-tellers,  or  jugglers,  or  beggars.' 
'  Thou  art  not,  that  I  can  see;  but  I  do  not  know 
He  marches  well,  too.' 
[tThe  first  freshness  of  the  day  carried  the  lama 
FBrd  with  long,  easy,  eamel-Iike  strides.     He  was 
Mp  in  meditation,  mechanically  clicking  hie  rosary. 
iThey  followed  the  rutted  and  worn  country  road 
1  wound  across  the  flat  between  the  great  dark- 
en mango-groves,   the   line   of  the   snow-capped 
lalayas  faint  to  the  eastward.     All  India  was  at 
trk  in  the  fields,  to  the  creata'ng  of  well-wheels,  the 
lonting  of  ploughmen  behind  their  cattle,  and  the 
clamour  of  the  crows.     Even  the  pony  felt  the  good 
influence  and  almost  broke  into  a  trot  as  ^iTn  laid  a 
Hood  on  the  stirrup-leather. 
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'  It  repents  lue  that  I  did  not  give  a  rupee  t 
shrine,'  said  the  lama  on  the  last  bead  of  his  eightj^ 
one. 

The  old  soldier  growled  in  his  beard,  so  that  the 
lanm  for  the  first  time  waa  aware  of  Iiim. 

'  Seekest  thou  the  river  also  ? '  said  he,  turning. 

'  The  day  is  new,*  was  the  reply.  '  What  need  of 
a  river  save  to  water  at  before  sundown  ?  I  come  to 
show  thee  a  short  lano  to  the  Big  Road.' 

'  That  is  a  courtesy  to  be  remembered,  O  man  of 
good  will;  but  why  the  eword  ? ' 

The  old  soldier  looked  as  abashed  as  a  child  i 
rupted  in  his  game  of  make-believe. 

'  The  Bword,'  he  said,  fumbling  it.  '  Oh,  that  was 
a  fancy  of  iniae  —  an  old  man's  fancy.  Truly  tho 
police  orders  are  that  no  man  must  bear  weapons 
throughout  Hind,  but '  —  he  cheered  up  and  slapped 
the  hilt  — '  all  the  constabeels  hereabout  know  me.* 

'  It  is  not  a  good  faney,'  said  the  lama.  '  What 
profit  to  kill  men?* 

'Very  little  —  as  I  know;  but  if  evil  men  were 
not  now  and  then  slain  it  would  not  be  a  good  world 
for  weaponless  dreamers.  T  do  not  speak  without 
knowledge  who  have  seen  the  land  from  Delhi  south 
awash  with  blood.* 

'What  madness  was  that,  then?' 

'  The  gods,  who  sent  It  for  a  plague,  alone  1 
4  madness  ate  into  all  the  .'i.rmy,  and  they  tnmed 
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ist  tlieir  officers.  Tliat  was  the  first  evil,  liut 
BOt  past  remedy  if  they  bad  then  held  their  hauds, 
But  they  chose  to  kill  the  Sahibs'  wives  and  children. 
Then  came  the  Sahibs  from  over  the  sea  and  called 
them  to  most  strict  accoimt.' 

'  Some  such  rumour,  I  believe,  reached  me  once 
long  ago.  They  called  it  the  Black  Tear,  as  I 
remember.' 

'  What  maimer  of  life  hast  thou  led,  not  to  know 
The  Year?  A  rmnour  indeed  I  All  earth  knew 
and  trembled.' 

'  Our  earth  never  shook  but  once  —  upon  the  day 
that  the  Excellent  One  received  Enlightenment.' 

'  Uinph  !  I  saw  Dellil  shake  at  least;  and  Delhi  is 
ike  navel  of  the  world.' 

'So   they   turned   against  women   and  children? 

let  was  a  bad  deed,  for  which  the  punishment  can- 

t  be  avoided.* 

k  '  Many  strove  to  do  so,  but  with  very  small  profit. 

Pwas  then  in  a  regiment  of  cavalry.    It  broke.    Of 

K  hundred  and  eighty  sabrea  stood  fast  to  their  salt 

phow  many  think  yo''?    Three.     Of  whom  I  was 


'The  greater  merit  to  thee.* 

*  Merit !  We  did  not  consider  it  merit  in  those 
days.  My  people,  my  friends,  my  brothers  fell  from 
me.     They  said :  "  The  time  of  the  English  is  accom- 

Eed.     Let  each  strike  out  a  little  holding  for  him- 
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eelf."  But  I  had  talked  with  the  men  of  Sobi 
ef  Cbillianwaliali,  of  Moodkie  aud  Ferozesliah.  I 
Baid:  "  Abide  a  little  and  the  wind  turns.  There  is 
no  bleseing  in  thiB  work."  In  those  days  I  rode 
eeventy  tmles  with  an  English  mem-sabib  and  her 
babe  on  my  saddle-bow.  (Wow  1  That  was  a  horse 
fit  for  a  man !)  I  placed  them  in  safety,  and  back 
came  I  to  my  officer  —  the  one  that  was  not  killed  of 
our  five.  "  Give  me  work,"  said  I,  "  for  I  am  an 
outcast  among  my  own  kin,  and  my  cousin's  blood  is 
■wet  on  my  sabre."  "  Be  content,"  said  he.  "  There 
is  great  work  forward.  When  this  madness  is  over 
there  ia  a  recompense."' 

'  Ay,  there  is  a  recompense  when  the  madness  is 
over,  surely  ? '  the  lama  muttered  half  to  himself. 

'  They  did  not  give  medals  in  those  days  to  all 
who  by  accident  had  heard  a  gun  fired.  Not  In 
nineteen  pitched  battles  was  I ;  in  six  and  forty  skii- 
mishes  of  horse;  and  in  small  affairs  without  number. 
Nine  wounds  I  bear;  a  medal  and  four  clasps  and  the 
medal  of  an  Order,  for  my  captains,  who  are  now 
generals,  remembered  me  when  the  Kaiser-i-Hind 
had  accomplished  fifty  years  of  her  reign,  and  all 
the  land  rejoiced.  They  said:  "  Give  him  the  order 
of  Berittish  India."  I  carry  it  upon  my  neck  now. 
I  have  also  my  jaghir  (holding)  from  the  hands  of 
the  State  —  a  free  gift  to  me  and  mine.  The  men 
Liof  the  old  dayS' — they  are  now  Commissioners—' 
[84] 
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I  riding  to  me  through  the  crops,  —  high  opoa 
B  80  that  all  the  village  sees,  —  and  we  talk  out 
I  skirmishes,  one  dead  man's  name  leading  to 
another.* 
'  And  after! '  said  the  lama. 
'  Oh,  afterwards  they  go  away,  but  not  before  my; 
Tillage  has  seen.' 

»'  And  at  the  last  what  wilt  thou  do  ? ' 
*  At  the  last  I  shall  die.' 
'  Ana  after  ? ' 

'  Let  the  gods  order  it,  I  have  never  pestered  them 
with  preyere:  I  do  not  think  they  will  pester  me. 
Look  you,  I  have  noticed  in  my  long  life  that  those 
who  eternally  break  in  upon  those  above  with  com- 
plaints and  reports  and  bellowings  and  weepings  are 
presently  sent  for  in  haste,  as  our  colonel  used  to 
Rend  for  slack-jawed  down-country  men  who  talked 
too  much.  No,  I  have  never  wearied  the  gods.  They 
will  remember  this,  and  give  me  a  quiet  place  where 
T  can  drive  mj  lance  in  the  shade,  and  wait  to  wel- 
come my  sons :  I  have  no  less  than  three  —  ressaldar- 
majors  all  —  in  the  regiments.' 

'  And  they  likewise,  bound  upon  the  Wheel,  go 
forth  from  life  to  life  —  from  despair  to  despair,' 
said  the  lama  below  his  breath,  '  hot,  uneasy,  snatch- 


'  Ay,'  the  old  soldier  chuckled.     '  Three  resaaldar- 

Uijors  in  three  regiments.    GkmblerB  a  little,  but  sc 
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am  L  They  muBt  be  well-mounted;  and  one 
take  the  horses  as  in  the  old  days  one  took  women- 
Well,  well,  my  holding  can  pay  for  alL  How  thin^ 
est  thou?  It  ifl  a  well-watered  strip,  but  my 
cheat  me.  I  do  not  know  how  to  ask  save  at 
lance's  point.  Ugh  I  I  grow  angry  and  I  curse  them. 
and  they  feign  penitence,  but  behind  my  back  I  know 
they  call  mo  a  tootliless  old  ape.' 

*  Hast  thou  never  desired  any  other  thing} ' 
'  Yes  —  yes  — a  thousand  times !    A  straight 

and  a  close-clinging  knee  once  more;  a  quick 
and    a   keen    eye;    and   the   power   that   makes 
man.      Oh,  the  old  days  —  the  good  days  of 
strength ! ' 

'  That  strength  is  weakness.' 

'  It  has  turned  so ;  but  fifty  years  since  I 
have  proved  it  otherwise,'  the  old  soldier  retoi 
driving  his  stirnip-edge  into  the  pony's  lean  flank. 

'  But  I  know  a  river  of  great  healing. 

'  I  have  drank  Gunga  water  to  the  edge  of  dro] 
All  she  gave  me  was  a  flux,  and  no  sort  of  strei 

*  It  is  not  Gunga.     The  river  that  I  know 
from  all  taint  of  sin.    Ascending  the  far  bank  01 
assured  of  Freedom.    I  do  not  know  thy  life,  but 
face  is  the  face  of  the  honourable  and  com 
Thou  hast  clung  to  thy  Way,  rendering  fidelity 
it  was  hard  to  give,  in  that  Black  Tear  of  whi< 

■  remember  other  tales.      Enter  now  upon 
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ile  Way,  which  is  the  path  to  Freedom.     Hear 
the  inoal  excellent  Law,  and  do  not  follow  dreams,' 
'  Speak  then,  old  man/  the  soldier  smiled,  half  sa- 
luUng.     '  We  be  all  babblers  at  our  age-' 

The  lama  squatted  under  the  shade  of  a  mango, 
wlioee  shadow  played  checkerwiae  over  hie  face;  the 
aoidier  set  stiffly  on  the  pony ;  and  Kim,  making  sure 
that  there  were  no  snakes,  lay  down  in  the  notch  of 
the  twisted  roote. 

There  was  a  drowsy  buzz  of  small  life  in  hot  sun- 
Bhine,  a  cooing  of  doves,  and  a  sleepy  drone  of  well- 
wheels  across  the  fields.  Slowly  and  impressively 
the  lama  began.  At  the  end  of  ten  minutes  the  old 
dier  fllid  from  his  pony,  to  hear  better  as  he  said, 
1  sat  with  the  reins  round  his  wrist.  The  lama's 
1  faltered  —  the  periods  lengthened.  Kim  was 
r  watching  a  gray  squirrel.  When  the  scolding 
i  bunch  of  fur,  close  pressed  to  the  branch,  dis- 
appeared, preacher  and  audience  were  fast  asleep, 
the  old  officer's  strong-cut  head  pillowed  on  his  arm, 
ibe  lama's  thrown  back  against  the  tree  bole,  where 
it  showed  like  yellow  ivory.  A  naked  child  toddled 
t,  stared,  and,  moved  by  some  quick  impulse  of  rev- 
aice,  made  a  solemn  little  obeisance  before  the 
a  —  only  the  child  was  so  short  and  fat  that  it 
over  sideways,  anrl  Kiin  laughed  at  the 
,  chuLhy  legs.  The  child,  scared  and  in-, 
illed  aloud. 
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'  Em  1  Hai  1 '  said  the  soldier,  leaping  to 
feet  'What  is  it  J  What  orders!  ...  It  is 
...  a  child!  I  dreaioed  it  was  an  alarm.  Little 
one  —  little  one  —  do  not  cry.  Hare  I  slept !  That 
vas  discourteous  indeed  1 ' 

'  I  fear,     I  am  afraid,'  roared  the  child. 

'  What  is  it  to  fear?  Two  old  men  and  a  bojt 
How  wilt  thou  ever  make  a  soldier,  Princeling)' 

The  lama  had  waked  too,  but,  taking  no  notice  of 
the  child,  began  to  click  hi3  rosary. 

'  What  is  that  i '  said  the  child,  stopping  a  yell 
midway.  '  I  have  never  seen  such  beads.  Give  them 
me.' 

'  Aha,'  said  the  lama,  smiling,  and  trailing  a  loop 
flf  it  on  the  grass : 


'This  is  a  handful  of  ci 
This  la  a  lump  of  ghi : 
This  is  millet  aud  chillies  and  rioQ, 
A  supper  for  thee  and  me  t ' 


J 


The  child  shrieked  with  joy,  and  snatched  at 
dark,  glancing  beads. 

'  Oho  t '  said  the  old  soldier.     '  Whence  had 
that  song,  despiser  of  this  world ) ' 

'  I  learned  it  in  Pathan  Kot  —  sitting  on  a  door- 
step,' said  the  lama  shyly.     '  It  is  good  to  be  kind 
babes.' 

'  Aa  I  remember,  before  the  sleep  came  on  us, 
badst  told  me  that  marriage  and  bearing  were 
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enen  of  ^«  true  light,  stumbling-blocks  apon  th« 
way.  Do  children  drop  from  heaven  in  tlij  country  I 
la  it  the  Way  to  sing  them  songs  ? ' 

'Ifo  man  is  all  perfect,'  said  the  lama  gravely,  re- 
coiling  th«  rosary.  '  Kuu  now  to  thy  mother,  little 
one.' 

'  Hear  him  1 '  said  the  soldier  to  Kim.  '  He  is 
Uhuned  for  that  he  has  made  a  child  happy.  There 
*M  B  very  good  householder  loct  in  thee,  my  brother. 
Bai,  child  1 '  He  threw  it  a  pice.  'Sweetmeats  are 
•Iways  nice.'  And  as  the  little  figure  capered  away 
Into  the  Bnnahine :  '  They  grow  up  and  become  men. 
Holy  One,  I  grieve  that  I  slept  ia  the  midst  of  thy 
preaching.     Forgive  mo.' 

'  We  be  two  old  men,'  said  the  lama.  *  The  fault 
It  mine.  I  listened  to  thy  talk  of  the  world  and  ita 
madness,  and  one  fault  led  to  the  next.* 

'  Hear  hjm  I  What  harm  do  thy  gods  suffer  from 
play  with  a  babe?  And  that  song  was  very  well 
eimg.  Let  ns  go  on  and  I  will  sing  thee  the  song  of 
Xikal  Seyn  before  Delhi  —  the  old  song.' 

And  they  fared  out  from  the  gloom  of  the  mango 
tope,  the  old  man's  high,  shrill  voice  ringing  across 
the  field,  as  wail  by  long-drawn  wail  he  unfolded  the 
story  of  Nikal  Seyn  fNichoTson)  —  the  aoog  that 
men  sing  in  the  Punjab  to  this  day.  Kim  was  de- 
lighted, and  the  lama  listened  with  deep  interest. 
^m'AM/    Nilad  Set/n    ia  dead — he  died  iefara 
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Delhi/    Zanoea  of  Nortli  take  vengeanoefor 
Seyn.'    He  quavered  it  out  to  the  end,  marking  the 
trillfl  witli  the  flat  of  lijs  sword  on  the  pony's  rump. 

*  And  now  we  come  to  the  broad  road,'  said  he, 
after  receiving  the  compliments  of  Kim ;  for  the  lama 
was  markedly  silent.  '  It  la  long  since  I  have  ridden 
this  way,  but  thy  boy's  talk  stirred  me.  See,  Holy 
One  —  the  great  road  which  is  the  backbone  of  all 
Hind.  For  the  moat  part  it  is  shaded,  as  here,  with 
four  lines  of  trees ;  the  middle  road  —  all  hard  — 
takes  the  quick  traffic.  In  the  days  before  rail-cap 
riages  the  Sahibs  travelled  up  and  down  here  in  hun- 
dreds. Now  there  are  only  country-carts  and  such 
like.  Left  and  right  is  the  rougher  road  for  tho 
heavy  carts  —  grain  and  cotton  and  timber,  bhoosa, 
lime  and  hides.  A  man  goes  in  safety  here  —  for  at 
every  few  Icos  is  a  poliefr«tation.  The  police  are 
thieves  and  extortioners  (I  myself  would  patrol  it 
with  cavalry — young  recruits  under  a  strong  leader), 
but  at  least  they  do  not  suffer  any  rivals.  All  cae 
and  kinds  of  men  move  here.  Look  I  Bra! 
and  chnmris,  bankers  and  tinkers,  barbers  and  1 
niaa,  pilgrims  and  potters  —  all  the  world  going  and 
coming.  It  is  to  me  as  a  river  from  which  I  am  with- 
drawn like  a  log  after  a  flood.' 

And  truly  the  Grand  Trunk  Eoad  is  a  wonderful 
spectacle.  It  runs  straight,  bearing  without  crowd- 
ing India's  traffic  for  fifteen  btudred  mtlee  —  snch 
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R  river  of  life  8S  e:dete  nowhere  else  in  the  worltL 
They  looked  down  the  green-arched,  ehade-Secked 
length  of  it,  the  white  breadth  speckled  with  slow- 
pacing  folk ;  and  the  two-roomed  police-station  oppo- 
site. 

*  Who  bears  anna  against  the  law? '  a  constable 
called  out  langhinglj,  as  he  caught  sight  of  the 
soldier's  sword.  '  Are  not  the  pohce  enough  to  de- 
stroy evil-doers  ? ' 

'  It  was  because  of  the  police  I  bought  it,'  was  the 
answer.     '  Does  all  go  well  in  Hind  ? ' 

'  Kessaldar  Sahib,  all  goes  well.' 

'  I  am  like  an  old  tortoise,  look  you,  who  pnta  his 
bead  out  from  the  bank  and  draws  it  in  again.  Ay, 
this  is  the  road  of  Hindustan.  All  men  come  by  this 
w«y.' 

*  Son  of  a  Bwine,  is  the  soft  part  of  the  road  meant 
for  thee  to  scratch  thy  back  upon  J  Father  of  all  the 
daughters  of  shame  and  husband  of  ten  thoasand 
virtueless  ones,  thy  mother  was  devoted  to  a  devil, 
being  led  thereto  by  her  mother;  thy  aunts  have 
never  bad  a  nose  for  seven  generations  I  Thy  sister  1 
—  What  owl's  folly  told  thee  to  draw  thy  carta  across 
the  road?  A  broken  wheel?  Thentake  a  broken  head 
and  put  the  two  together  at  leisure  I ' 

The  voice  and  a  venomous  whip-cracking  came  out 
of  a  pillar  of  dust  fifty  yards  away,  where  a  cart  had 
broken  down.    A  tall,  thin,  high  Kattiwar  mare,  with 


antf  A&d  nostrOfi  aflame,  rocketed  out  of  the  jam^ 
nDiirdng  and  wincing  as  her  rider  bent  lier  across  the 
rvM^  in  chase  of  a  ebouting  man.  He  was  tall  and 
eniy-l»eardeii,  sitting  the  almost  mad  mare  as  a  piece 
K\{  btT,  and  scientifically  lashing  his  victim  between 
plunges. 

The  old  man's  face  lit  with  pride.  '  My  child! 
naid  he  briefly,  and  strove  to  rein  the  pony's  Declcj 
A  fitting  arch. 

*  Am  I  to  be  beaten  before  the  police ! '  cried 
carter.     '  Justice !     I  will  have  justice  — 

'  Am  I  to  be  blocked  by  a  shouting  ape  who  U] 
ten  thousand  sacks  under  a  yoimg  horse'a  lu 
That  is  the  way  to  ruin  a  mare.' 

'  He  speaks  truth.     He  speaks  truth.    But  she 
lows  her  man  close,'  said  the  old  man.     The 
ran  under  the  wheels  of  his  cart  and  thence 
ened  all  sorts  of  vengeance. 

'  They  are  strong  men,  thy  sons,'  said  the 
man  serenely,  picking  hia  teeth. 

The  horseman  delivered  one  last  vicious  cut  with 
his  whip  and  came  on  at  a  canter. 

'  My  father ! '     He  reined  hack  ten  yards  and  dis- 
mounted. 

The  old  man  was  oS  his  pony  in  an  instant,  and 
they  embraced  as  do  father  aud  sod  in  the  East 
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Qood  Luck,  she  ia  never  a  Udy, 

But  the  cursedeet  quean  alive. 

Tricksy,  wincing,  and  jady  — 

Kittle  to  lead  or  drive. 

Greet  her  —  she's  hailing  a  strangerl 

Ueet  her  —  she's  busking  to  leave  I 

Let  her  alone  for  a  shrew  to  the  bone 

And  the  hussy  comes  plucking  your  sleeve  1 

Largesse  I    Largesae,  0  Fortune! 

Give  or  hold  at  your  will. 

If  I've  no  care  tor  Fortune, 

Fortune  must  follow  me  still  I 

T/m  WUMng  Oapt, 

;   lowering  their  voices,  they  spoke  together, 
came  to  rest  under  a  tree,  but  the  lama  tugged 
tpetieiitly  at  his  elbow. 
Let  ti3  go  on.     The  river  is  not  here.' 
Hai  mail     Have  we  not  walked  enough  for  a 
lei    Our  river  will  not  run  away.    Patience,  and 
ho  will  give  us  a  dole.' 

'  That,'   said   the   old   soldier   suddenly,   '  is   the 
ieod  ni  the  Stars.  He  brought  me  the  news  yeater- 
ly.    Having  seen  the  very  man  Himself,  in  a  vision, 
'^ring  orders  for  the  war.' 
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'  Hin  t '  eaid  lus  son,  all  deep  in  his  broad  < 
'  He  came  by  a  bazar-rumour  and  made  profit  c 

Hifi  father  laughed.     *  At  least  be  did  not  ri« 
me  begging  for  a  new  cbargcr  and  the  gods  1 
how  many  rupees.     Are  thy  brothers'  rogimenta  i 
under  orJera  ? ' 

'  I  do  not  luow,  I  took  leave  and  carae  awiftljj 
thee  in  case ' 

'  In  case  they  ran  before  thee  to  beg.    O  gamblera 
and  spendthrifts  all !    but  thou  hast  never  yet  ridden 
in  a  charge.    A  good  horse  w  needed  there,  truly, 
good  follower  and  a  good  pony  also  for  the  msrchin 
Let  oa    see  —  let  us  see.'     He  thrummed  on  1 
pommeL 

'  This  is  no  place  to  cast  accounts  in,  my  fad 
Let  Ds  go  to  thy  house.' 

'  At  leaat  pay  the  boy  then;  I  have  no  pice  i 
lie,  and  he  brought  auspicious  news.     Ho!     IViend 
of  all  the  World,  a  war  !3  toward  as  thou  boat  said.' 

'  Nay,  aa  I  know,  the  war,'  returned  Tim,  com* 
posedly. 

'  Eh  ? '  said  the  lr,iaa,  clicking  hia  beads,  all  eager 
for  the  road. 

'  My  inaHlor  does  not  trouble  the  stars  for  him 
We  brought  the  news  —  bear  witnoaa,  webnni^t 
the  news,  and  now  we  go.*  Kim  half-crotcod  fda 
band  at  his  side. 

The  son  tossed  a  sDver  coin  through  thf>  f 
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grumbling  sometliing  about  beggars  aaJ  jugglers.  It 
was  a  four-aima  piece,  and  woulJ  feed  them  well  for 
Bome  days.  The  lama,  seeing  tlie  flash  of  Uio  metal, 
droned  a  blessing. 

'  Go  thy  way,  Friend  of  all  the  World,'  piped  the 
old  soldier,  wheeling  his  scrawny  mount.  *  For  ouce 
in  aU  my  days  I  have  met  a  true  prophet  —  who  was 
not  in  the  Army,' 

Father  and  son  swimg  round  together ;  the  old  man 
«itting  as  erect  as  the  Kessaldar. 

A  Punjabi  constable  in  yellow  linen  trousers 
Jied  acroBs  the  road.     He  had  seen  the  money 

'  Halt  I '  be  cried  in  impressive  English.  *  Know 
fcapt  that  there  is  a  takktis  of  two  annas  a  head, 
■  £a\a  aonaa,  on  those  wbo  enter  the  road 
1  &&  «de-n>ad  i  It  is  the  order  of  the  Slrkar, 
aod  the  money  is  spent  for  the  planting  of  trees  and 
the  beautification  of  the  ways.' 

'  And  the  bellies  of  the  Police,'  said  Kim,  skipping 
cut  of  arm's  reach.  *  Consider  for  a  while,  man  with 
«  mud  head.  Think  you  we  came  from  the  nearest 
pond  like  the  frog,  thy  father-in-law  t  Hast  thou 
^ver  heard  the  name  of  thy  brother? ' 

'  iVnd  who  was  he  ?  Leave  the  boy  alone,'  cried  a 
"uor  constable,  immensely  delighted,  as  he  squatted 
Ji*ii  to  amoke  his  pipe  in  the  verandah. 

LHe  took  a  label  from  a  bottle  of  hdailee-pani 
CSS] 
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(aoda-water),  and,  affixing  it  to  a  bridge,  collected 
taxes  for  a  month  from  those  who  passed,  Bajing  that 
it  was  the  Sirkar's  order.  Then  came  an  English- 
man and  broke  his  head.  Ah,  brother,  I  am  a  town- 
crow,  not  a  village-crow.' 

The  policeman  drew  back  abashed,  and  Kim 
tooted  at  him  all  down  the  road. 

'Was  there  ever  such  a  disciple  as  If*  he  cried 
merrily  to  the  lama.  *  All  earth  would  have  picked 
thy  bonea  within  ten  mile  of  Lahore  city  if  I  had 
not  guarded  thee.' 

*  I  consider  in  my  own  mind  whether  thou  art  a 
spirit,  sometimes,  or  sometimes  an  evil  imp,'  said  the 
lama,  smiling  slowly. 

'  I  am  thy  chela.'  Kim  dropped  into  step  at  his 
Bide — 'that  indescribable  gait  of  the  long-distanca 
tramp  all  the  world  over. 

'  Now  let  us  walk,'  muttered  the  lama,  and  to  the 
click  of  his  rosary  they  walked  in  silence  mile  upon 
mile.  The  lama,  as  usual,  was  deep  in  meditation, 
but  Kim's  bright  eyes  were  open  wide.  This  broad, 
BTpiling  river  of  life,  he  considered,  was  a  vast  im* 
provement  on  the  cramped  and  crowded  Lahore 
etreets.  There  were  new  people  and  new  sights  at 
every  stride  —  castes  he  knew  and  castes  that  were 
altogether  out  of  his  experience. 

They  met  a  troop  of  long-haired,  strong-acentad 

Sansia  with  baskets  of  lizards  and  other  unclean  food 
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on  their  backs,  the  lean  dogs  sniffing  at  their  heeU 
These  people  kept  their  own  side  of  the  road,  moving 
At  ft  quick,  furtive  jog-trot,  and  all  other  castes  gave 
them  ample  room;  for  the  Sansi  is  deep  pollution. 
Behind  them,  walking  wide  and  stiffly  across  the 
strong  shadows,  the  memory  of  his  leg-irons  still  on 
liim,  strode  one  newly  released  from  the  jail;  his  full 
atomach  and  shiny  skin  to  prove  that  the  Government 
fed  its  prisoners  better  than  most  honest  men  could 
feed  themselves.  Kim  knew  that  walk  well,  and 
le  shrill  jest  of  it  as  they  passed.  Then  an  Akali, 
wild-eyed,  wild-haired  Sikh  devotee  in  the  blue- 
checked  clothes  of  his  faith,  with  polished-steel  quoita 
glistening  on  the  cone  of  his  tall  blue  turban,  stalked 
past,  returning  from  a  visit  to  one  of  the  indepen- 
dent Sikh  States,  where  he  had  been  singing  the 
ancient  glories  of  the  Khalsa  to  College-trained 
princelings  in  top-boots  and  white-cord  breeches. 
Kim  was  careful  not  to  irritate  that  man;  for  tho 
Akali's  temper  is  short  and  his  arm  quick.  Here  and 
liere  they  met  or  were  overtaken  by  the  gaily  dressed 
Towda  of  whole  villages  turning  out  to  some  local 
fair;  the  women,  with  their  babes  on  their  hips, 
walking  behind  the  men,  the  older  boys  prancing  on 
sticks  of  BUgar-cane,  dragging  rude  brass  models  of 
locomotives  aucb  as  they  sell  for  a  halfpenny,  or 
ilaabing  the  sun  into  the  eyes  of  their  betters  from 
>  toy  mirrors.     One  could  see  at  a  glance  what 
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eacJi  Lad  bought;  and  if  there  were  any  doubt  a 
needed  only  to  watch  the  wives  comparing,  brown 
arm  against  brown  arm,  the  newly  purchased  dull 
glass  bracelets  that  come  from  the  Northwest.  The 
merry-makers  stepped  slowly^  calling  one  to  the  other 
and  stopping  to  haggle  with  eweetmeat-sellera,  or 
make  a  prayer  before  one  of  the  wayside  shrines 
sometimes  Hindu,  eoraetiraes  Mussalman  —  whit^ 
the  low  caste  of  both  creeds  shared  with  beautiful 
impartiality.  A  solid  line  of  blue  rising  and  falling 
like  the  back  of  a  caterpillar  in  haste,  would  swing 
up  through  the  qmvering  dust  and  trot  past  to  a 
chorus  of  shrill  cackling.  That  was  a  gang  of 
changara  —  the  women  who  have  taken  all  the  6i 
bankments  of  all  the  Northern  railways  under  their' 
charge  —  a  flat-footed,  big-bosomed,  atrong-Iimbed, 
blue-petticoated  clan  of  earth-carriers,  hurrying 
north  on  news  of  a  job,  and  wasting  no  time  by  ths. 
road.  They  belong  to  the  caste  whose  men  do 
count,  and  they  walked  with  squared  elbows,  swinfgf] 
ing  hips,  and  heads  on  high,  as  suits  women  wl 
carry  heavy  weights.  A  little  later  a  marriage  pro«. 
cession  woiOd  strike  into  the  Grand  Trunk  wil 
music  and  shoutings,  and  a  smell  of  marigold  and 
jasmine  stronger  even  than  the  reek  of  the  dust, 
could  see  tlie  bride's  dhooly,  a  blur  of  red  and  tinfid^, 
staggering  through  the  haze,  while  the  bridegroom' 
bewreatbed  pony  turned  aside  to  snatch  a  mouthfnll 
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a  paseiog  fodder-cart  Then  Eim  would  j 
tlie  Kentish  fire  of  good  wislies  and  broad  jokea,  wish- 
ing the  couple  a  hundred  aons  and  no  daughters,  as 
the  saying  is.  Still  more  interesting  and  more  to  be 
ahonted  over  it  was  when  a  strolling  juggler  with 
some  half-trained  monkeys,  or  a  panting,  feeble  bear, 
or  a  woman  who  tied  goats'  horns  to  her  feet,  and 
vith  these  danced  on  a  slack-rope,  set  the  horses  to 
shying  and  the  women  to  shrill,  long-drawn  quavers 
of  amazement. 

The  lama  never  raised  bia  eyes.  He  did  not  see 
the  money-lender  on  his  gooae-rumped  pony,  hasten- 
ing along  to  collect  the  cruel  interest;  or  the  long- 
ehouting,  deep-voiced  little  mob  ~  still  in  military 
formation  —  of  native  soldiers  on  leave,  rejoicing  to 
he  rid  of  their  breeches  and  puttees,  and  saying  the 
most  outrageous  things  to  the  most  respectable  women 
in  eight.  Even  the  seller  of  Ganges-water  he  did  not 
see,  and  Eim  expected  that  he  would  at  least  buy  a 
bottle  of  that  precious  stufE.  He  looked  steadily  at 
the  groimd,  and  strode  as  steadily  hour  after  hour, 
Itia  Boul  busied  elsewhere.  Cut  Kim  was  in  the 
seventh  heaven  of  joy.  The  Grand  Trunk  at  thi;^ 
point  was  built  on  an  embankment  to  guard  against 
winter  floods  from  the  foothills,  so  that  one  walked, 
■fl  it  were,  a  little  above  the  country,  along  a  stately 
corridor,  seeing  all  India  spread  out  to  left  and  right. 
ti  vaa  beautiful  to  behold  the  many-yoked  grain  and 
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cotton  waggons  crawling  over  the  country  roads :  OM 
could  hear  their  axles,  complaining  a  mile  away,  com- 
ing nearer,  till  \vith  shouts  and  jells  and  bad  words 
they  climbed  up  the  steep  incline  and  plunged  on  to 
the  hard  main  road,  carter  reviling  carter.  It  was 
equally  beautiful  to  watch  the  people,  little  clumpa 
of  red  and  blue  and  pink  and  white  and  saffron,  turn- 
ing aside  to  go  to  their  own  villages,  dispersing  and 
growing  small  by  twos  and  threes  across  the  level 
plain.  Kim  felt  these  things,  though  he  could  not 
give  tongue  to  hia  feelings,  and  so  contented  himself 
with  buying  peeled  sugar-cane  and  spitting  the  pith 
^nerously  about  his  path.  From  time  to  time  the 
lama  took  enuff,  and  at  last  Kim  could  stand  the 
silence  no  longer. 

'  This  is  a  good  land  —  the  land  of  the  South  I ' 
said  he.  "The  air  is  good;  the  water  is  good. 
Eh?' 

'  And  they  are  all  bound  upon  the  Wheel,*  said  the 
lama.  '  Boiuid  from  life  after  life.  To  none  of 
these  has  the  Way  been  shown.'  He  shook  himself 
back  to  this  world. 

'  And  now  we  have  walked  a  weary  way,'  aaid 
Kim.     '  Surely  we  shall  soon  come  to  a  parao  (a  rest- 
ing place).     Shall  we  stay  there !    Look,  the  bi 
sloping.' 

*  Who  will  receive  us  this  evemng  ? ' 

'  That  is  all  one.    This  country  is  full  of  good  folk. 
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-  he  sunk  his  voice  beneath  a  whisper,  — 
■  we  Lave  money.' 

The  crowd  Uiickcned  as  they  neared  the  reeting 
place  which  marked  the  end  of  their  day's  journey. 
A  line  of  stalls  selling  very  simple  food  and  tobacco, 
u  stack  of  firewood,  a  police-station,  a  well,  a  horse- 
trough,  a  few  treea,  and,  under  them,  some  trampled 
ground  dotted  with  -the  black  ashes  of  old  fires,  are 
all  that  mark  a  parao  on  the  Grand  Trunk ;  if  you 
except  the  beggars  and  the  crows  —  both  himgry. 

By  this  time  the  sun  was  driving  broad  golden 
spokes  Chrongh  the  lower  branches  of  the  mango 
trees ;  the  parakeets  and  dorea  were  coming  home  in 
their  hundreds;  (he  chattering,  gray-backed  Seven 
Sisters,  talking  over  the  day's  adventures,  walked 
back  and  forth  in  twos  and  threes  almost  under  the 
feet  of  the  traveUere ;  and  shufflings  and  scufflings  is 
the  branches  showed  that  the  bats  were  ready  to  go 
out  on  the  niglit-picket.  Swiftly  the  light  gathered 
I  Uaelf  together,  painted  for  an  instant  the  faces  and 
I  cart-wheels  and  the  bullocks'  boms  as  red  as 
Then  the  night  fell,  changing  the  touch  of 
I  air,  drawing  a  low,  even  haze,  like  a  gossamer 
1  of  blue,  across  the  face  of  the  country,  and  bring- 
;  out,  keen  and  distinct,  the  smell  of  wood-smoke 
and  cattle  and  the  good  scent  of  wheaten  cakes 
cooked  on  ashes.  The  evening  patrol  hurried  out  of 
the  police-station  with  important  coughings  and  reit> 
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erated  orders ;  and  a  live  charcoal  ball  in  tiie  cup  oifi 
vByside  carter's  hookah  glowed  red  where  Kim's  eye 
mechanically  watched  the  last  flicker  of  the  aan  c 
the  brass  tweezers. 

The  life  of  the  parao  was  very  like  that  of  1 
Kashmir  serai  on  a  small  scale.     Kim  dived  into  ibe 
happy  Asiatic  disorder  which,  if  you  only  allow  time, 
will  bring  you  everythLng  that  a  simple  man  needs. 

His  wants  were  few,  because,  since  the  lama  had 
no  caste  scruples,  cooked  food  from  the  nearest  stall 
■would  serve;  but,  for  luxury's  sake,  KJm  bought  a 
liandful  of  dung-cakes  to  build  a  £re.  All  about, 
coming  and  going  round  the  little  dames,  men  cried 
for  oil,  or  grain,  or  sweetmeats,  or  tobacco,  jostling 
one  another  while  they  waited  their  turn  at  the  well; 
«nd  under  the  men's  voices  you  heard  from  halted, 
shuttered  carts  the  shrill  squeals  and  giggles  of 
women  whose  faces  should  not  be  seen  in  publiivl 

Nowadays,  wellH?ducated  natives  are  of  opia 
that  when  their  womenfolk  travel  —  and  they  y 
good  deal  —  it  is  better  to  take  them  quickly  by  rail 
in  a  properly  screened  compartment;  and  that  cus- 
tom is  spreading.  But  there  are  always  those  of  the 
old  rock  who  bold  by  the  use  of  their  forefathers; 
and,  above  all,  there  are  always  the  old  women,  — 
more  conservative  than  the  men,  —  who  toward  the 
end  of  their  day«  go  a  pilgrimage.  They,  being  with* 
ered  and  undesirable,  do  not,  under  certain  ( 
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stances,  object  to  unveiling.  After  their  long  aeciQ' 
don,  during  which  thcj-  have  always  been  in  bufiiness 
touch  with  ft  thousand  outside  interests,  they  love  the 
bustle  and  stir  of  the  open  road,  the  gatherings  at  the 
ehrinea,  and  the  infinite  possibilities  of  gossip  Tvith 
like-minded  dowagers.  Very  often  it  suits  a  long- 
suffering  family  that  a  strong-tongued,  iron-willed 
old  lady  should  disport  herself  about  India  in  this 
fashion;  for  certainly  pilgrimage  is  grateful  to  the 
gods.  So  it  comes  about  that  in  the  most  remote 
places,  as  in  the  most  public,  you  find  some  knot  of 
grizzled  servitors  in  nominal  charge  of  an  old  lady 
who  ifl  more  or  less  curtained  and  hid  away  in  a 
bullock-cart.  Such  men  are  staiJ  and  discreet,  and 
when  a  European  or  a  high-casto  native  is  near  will 
net  their  charge  with  most  elaborate  precautions ;  but 
Id  the  ordinary  haphazard  chances  of  pilgrimage  the 
precautions  are  not  taken.  The  old  lady  is,  after  all, 
intensely  human,  and  lives  to  look  upon  life. 

Kim  marked  down  a  gaily  ornamented  ruth  or 
family  bullock-cart,  with  a  broidered  canopy  of  two 
domes,  like  a  double-humped  camel,  which  had  just 
been  drawn  into  the  parao.  Eight  men  made  its  reti- 
nne,  and  two  of  the  eight  were  armed  with  rusty 
sabres  —  sure  signs  that  they  followed  a  person  of 
diatinction,  for  the  common  folk  do  not  bear  arms. 
An  increasing  cackle  of  complaints,  orders,  and  jests, 
tnd  what  to  a  European  would  have  been  bad  Ian- 
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gasge,  came  from  behind  the  ciirtainB.     Here 
evidently  a  woman  used  to  command. 

Kim  looked  over  the  retinue  critically.  Half 
them  were  thin-legged,  gray-bearded  Ooryas  from 
down  country.  The  other  half  were  duffle-clad,  felt- 
liatted  hillmen  of  the  North;  and  that  mixture  told 
its  own  tale,  even  if  he  had  not  overheard  the  inces- 
sant sparring  between  the  two  diviaiona.  The  old 
lady  was  going  south  on  a  visit  —  probably  to  a  rich 
relative,  most  probably  to  a  son-in-law,  who  had  sent 
up  an  escort  as  a  mark  of  respect.  The  hillmen  woiild 
be  of  her  own  people  —  Knlu  or  Kangra  folk.  It 
Wft8  quite  clear  that  she  was  not  taking  her  daughter 
down  to  be  wedded,  or  the  curtains  would  have  been 
laced  home  and  the  guard  would  have  allowed  no  one 
near  the  car.  A  merry  and  a  high-spirited  dame, 
thought  Kim,  balancing  the  dung-cake  In  one  hand, 
the  cooked  food  in  the  other,  and  piloting  the  lama 
with  a  nudging  shoulder.  Something  might  be  made 
out  of  the  meeting.  The  lama  would  give  him  no 
help,  but,  as  a  conscientious  chela,  Kim  was  delighted 
to  beg  for  two. 

He  built  his  fire  aa  close  to  the  ruth  as  he  dared, 
waiting  for  one  of  the  escort  to  order  him  away. 
The  lama  dropped  wearily  to  the  ground,  much  as  a 
heavy  fmit-eatiug  bttt  cowers,  and  returned  \o  his 
rosary. 

'  Stand    farther   off,    beggar ! '      The    order 
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shouted  In  broken  Hindustanee  by  one  of  the  hill- 


'Huhl  It  ifl  only  a  pahari'  (a  Mliiuan),  said 
Eim  over  his  shoulder,  '  Since  when  have  the  hill- 
men  owned  all  Hinduatan  i ' 

The  retort  was  a  swift  and  brilliant  sketch  of 
'Kim's  pedigree  for  three  generations. 

'  Ah ! '  Kim's  voice  was  sweeter  than  ever,  aa 
he  broke  the  dung-cake  into  fit  pieces.  '  In  my  coun- 
try we  caU  that  the  beginning  of  love-talk.' 

A  harsh,  thin  cackle  behind  the  curtains  put  the 
hillman  on  his  mettle  for  a  second  shot 

'  Not  80  bad  —  not  so  bad,'  said  Bam,  with  calm. 
'But  have  a  care,  my  brother,  lest  we  —  we,  I  say  — 
be  minded  to  give  a  curse  or  so  in  return.  And  our 
enrses  have  the  knack  of  biting  home.' 

The  Ooryas  laughed ;  the  hillman  sprang  forward 
threateningly;  the  lama  suddenly  raised  his  head, 
hringing  his  huge  tam-o'-shanter  cap  into  the  full 
light  of  Kim's  new-started  fire. 

'  What  is  it? '  said  he. 

The  man  halted  as  though  struck  to  stone.  '  I  — 
I-^am  saved  from  a  great  sin,'  he  stammered. 

'The  foreigner  has  found  him  a  priest  at  last,' 
whispered  one  of  the  Ooryas. 

'  Hai  I     Why  is  that  beggar  brat  not  well  beaten ! ' 
the  dd  woman  cried. 
^■'The  fcjUzDan  drew  back  to  the  cart  and  whispered 


soiuetMiig  to  the  curtain.     There  was  dead  sUi 
thea  a  muttering. 

'  This  goes  well,'  thought  Kim,  pretending  neitli 
to  see  nor  hear. 

'  When  —  when  —  he  has  eaten  *  —  the  1 
fawned  on  Kjm  —  'it  —  it  is  requested  that  the 
Holy  One  will  do  the  honour  to  talk  to  one  who 
would  speak  to  him.' 

'  After  he  has  eaten  he  will  sleep,'  Kjin  retu! 
loftily.     He  could  not  quite  see  what  new  turn  t 
game  had  taken,  but  stood  resolute  to  profit  by'  J 
'  N'ow,  I  will  get  him  his  food.'     The  last  e 
spoken  loudly,  ended  with  a  sigh  as  of  faintnee 

'I  —  I  myself  and  the  others  of  my  people  i 
look  to  that  —  if  it  is  permitted.' 

'  It  is  permitted,'  said  Kim,  more  loftily  than  ev^ 
'  Holy  One,  these  people  will  bring  us  food.' 

'  The  land  is  good.  All  the  country  of  the  south 
good  —  a  great  and  a  terrible  world,*  mumbled  t 
lama  drowsily. 

'  Let  liim  sleep,'  said  Kim,  '  but  look  to  it  that  t 
are  well  fed  when  he  wakes.    He  ia  a  very  holy  n 

Again  one  of  the  Ooryas  said  something  contc 
tuoualy. 

'  He  is  not  a  faquir.  He  is  not  a  down-countj 
beggar,'  Kim  went  on  severely,  addressing  the  sta 
'  He  is  the  most  holy  of  holy  men.  He  is  above  | 
castes.     I  am  his  chela.' 
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'  Come  here  1 '  said  the  flat  thin  voice  behind  the 
curtain;  and  Kim  came,  conacious  that  eyes  he  could 
not  see  were  staring  at  him.  One  skinny  bro^^1l 
finger  heavy  with  rings  lay  on  the  edge  of  the  cart, 
and  the  talk  went  this  way : 
'  Who  is  that  one ! ' 

*  An  exceeding  holy  one.    He  comea  from  far  off. 
He  comes  from  Tibet.' 
'Where  in  Tibet t' 

'  From  behind  the  snows  —  from  a  very  far  place. 

He  knows  the  stars;  he  makes  horoscopes;  be  reads 

nativities.     But  he  does  not  do  this  for  money.     He 

does  it  for  kindness  and  great  charity.     I  am  his 

disciple.    I  am  called  also  the  Friend  of  the  Stars.' 

'  Thou  art  no  hillman.' 

^L    '  Ask  him.     He  will  tell  thee  I  was  sent  to  bim 

^^bom  the  stars  to  show  him  an  end  to  his  pilgrimage.' 

^^m  '  Humph  I  Consider,  brat,  that  I  am  an  old  woman 

^^■id  not  altogether  a  fooL     Lamas  I  know,  and  to 

^Inese  I  give  reverence,  but  thou  art  no  more  a  lawful 

'       chela  than  this  my  finger  is  the  pole  of  this  waggon. 

Thon  art  a  casteless  Hindi  —  a  bold  and  unbluahiug 

beggar,  attached,  belike,  to  the  Holy  One  for  the 

sake  of  gain.* 

'  Do  We  not  all  work  for  gain  ? '  Kim  changed  his 
tona  promptly  to  match  that  altered  voice.  '  I  have 
heard  '  —  this  was  a  bow  drawn  at  a  venture  — '  I 
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*  What  liast  tboa  heard  t '  she  snapped, 
with  the  finger. 

*  Nothing  that  I  well  remember,  but  some  talk  m 
B  bazars,  vhich  is  doubtless  a  lie,  that  even  Bajahs 

-small  hill  Kajahs ' 

'  But  none  the  less  of  good  Rajput  blood.' 

'  Assuredly  of  good  blood.  That  these  even  sell 
the  more  comely  of  their  womenfolk  for  gain.  Down 
south  they  sell  them  —  to  zemindars  and  such-all  of 
Ondh.' 

If  there  is  one  thing  in  the  world  that  the  small 
hill  Rajahs  deny  it  is  just  this  charge ;  but  it  happens 
to  be  one  thing  that  the  bazars  believe,  when  theydis- 
cuss  the  mysterious  slave-traflScs  of  India.  The  old 
lady  explained  to  Kim,  in  a  tense,  Indignant  whis- 
per, precisely  what  manner  and  fashion  of  malignant 
liar  he  was.  Had  K"im  hinted  this  when  she  was  a 
girl,  he  would  have  been  pommelled  to  death  tiiat 
same  erening  by  an  elephant.  This  was  perfectly 
true. 

'  Ahai  1  I  am  only  a  beggar's  brat,  as  the  Eye  of 
Beauty  has  said,'  he  waUed  in  extravagant  terror. 

'  Eye  of  Beauty,  forsooth  I  Who  am  I  that  thou 
should  fling  beggar  endearments  at  me  1 '  And  yet 
she  laughed  at  the  long-forgotten  word.  *  Forty  years 
ago  that  might  have  been  said,  and  not  without 
Ay,  thirty  years  ago.  But  it  is  the  fault  of  this 
Ldiag  up  and  down  Hind  that  a  king's  ^-jdow  must 
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jostle  vich  all  the  scam  of  the  land,  and  be  made  « 
mock  by  beggars.' 

'  Great  Qaeeo,'  said  Kim  promptly,  for  Le  beard 
her  ahaking  with  indignation.  '  I  am  even  wbat  the 
Great  Queen  aays  I  am;  but  none  the  leas  is  my 
master  holy.  He  has  not  yet  heard  the  Qreat  Queen's 
order  tliat ' 

'  Order !  I  order  a  Holy  One  —  a  teacher  of  the 
Law  —  to  come  and  epeak  to  a  woman !     Never ! ' 

'  Pity  my  stupidi^.  I  thought  it  was  given  as  an 
order ' 

'  It  was  not.  It  was  a  petition.  Does  this  make 
411  clear  ? ' 

A  silver  coin  clinked  on  the  edge  of  the  cart  Kim 
took  it  and  salaamed  profoimdly.  The  old  lady 
recognized  that,  as  the  eyes  and  the  ears  of  the  lama, 
he  was  to  be  propitiated. 

'  I  am  but  the  Holy  One's  disciple.  When  he  has 
«ates  he  will  come.' 

'  Oh,  villain  and  shameless  rogue  I '  The  jewelled 
forefinger  shook  itself  at  him  reprovingly;  but  he 
could  hear  the  old  lady's  chuckle. 

'  Nay,  what  ia  it  ? '  he  said,  dropping  into  Iiia  moat 
oareesing  and  confidential  tone  - —  the  one,  he  knew, 
tbat  few  coidd  resist.  '  Is  —  there  any  need  of  a 
son  in  thy  family?     Speak   freely,   for  we  priesta 

■ '     That  last  was  a  direct  plagiarism  from  a 

Fo^tr  by  the  Taksali  Gate. 
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*  We  prieBtsI     Thou  art  not  jet  old  enough' 

'     She  checked  the  joke  with  another  laugh. 

'  Believe  me,  now  and  again,  we  women,  O  prii 
tliink  of  other  matters  than  eons.      Moreover, 
daughter  has  borne  her  man-child.' 

'  Two  arrows  in  the  quiver  are  better  than  onej 
and  three  are  better  still.'     Kim  quoted  the  proverb 
with  a  meditative  drawl,  looking  discreetly 
ward. 

'  True  —  oh,  true.     But  perhaps  that  will 
Certainly  thoao  down-country  Brahmins  are  utterly 
useless.     I  sent  gifts  and  monies  and  gifts  again  to 
them,  and  they  prophesied.' 

'Ah,'  said  Kim,  with  infinite  contempt,  'they 
prophesied  1 '  A  professional  could  have  done  no 
better. 

'  And  it  was  not  till  I  remembered  my  own 
that  my  prayers  were  heard.  I  chose  an  auspicu 
hour,  and  —  perhaps  thy  Holy  One  has  heard  of  the 
Abbot  of  the  Deng-cbo  lamassery.  It  was  to  bim  I 
put  the  matter,  and  behold  in  the  due  time  all  came 
about  as  I  desired.  The  Brahmin  in  the  house  of  the 
father  of  my  daughter's  son  has  since  said  that  it 
was  through  his  prayers  —  which  is  a  little  matter 
which  I  will  make  plain  to  him  when  we  reach  onr 
journey's  end.  And  so  afterwards  I  go  to  Buddb- 
Oaya,  to  make  shraddha  for  the  father  of  mj 
children.' 
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^^r*  Thither  go  we.' 

'  Doubly  anspickias,*  chimped  the  old  lady.  '  A 
second  son  at  least  1 ' 

*0  Friend  of  all  the  World  I'  The  lama  had 
nked,  and,  simply  aa  a  child  bewildered  in  a  strange 
bed,  called  for  Kim. 

'  I  com« !  I  come,  Holy  One ! '  He  dashed  to  the 
fire,  vrhere  be  found  the  lama  already  surrounded  by 
dishes  of  food,  the  hillmen  \-i^ibly  adoring  him  and 
the  Southerners  looking  sourly. 

'  Go  back !  Withdraw  I '  Kim  cried.  '  Do  we  eat 
publicly  like  dogs  i '  They  finished  the  meal  in 
dlence,  each  a  little  apart  from  the  other,  and  Kim 
toj^d  it  with  a  native-made  cigarette. 

*  Did  I  not  say  an  hundred  times  that  the  South  is 
a  good  land  ?  Here  is  a  virtuous  and  high-born  widow 
of  a  hm  Rajah  on  pilgrimage,  she  says,  to  Buddh- 
Qaya.     She  it  is  sends  us  those  dishes;  and  when 

*im  art  well  rested  she  would  speak  to  thee.' 
'  Is  this  also  thy  work  \ '     The  lama  dipped  deep 
to  his  snaff'gourd. 

'  Who  else  watched  over  thee  since  our  wonderful 
journey  began  ? '  Kim's  eyes  danced  in  his  head  as 
he  blew  the  rank  smoke  through  his  nostrils  and 
stretched  him  on  the  dusty  ground.  '  Have  I  failed 
to  oversee  thy  comforts,  Holy  One  t ' 

*  A  blessing  on  thee.'      The  lama  inclined  hia 
^^ulemn  bead.     '  I  have  known  many  men  in  my  so 

■  nil] 


long  life,  and  disciples  not  a  few.  But  to  none 
among  men,  if  so  be  thou  art  woman-born,  has  my 
heart  gone  out  as  it  has  to  thee  —  thoughtful,  wise, 
and  courteous,  but  something  of  a  small  imp.' 

'  And  I  have  never  seen  such  a  Holy  One  as  thou.' 
"Kim  considered  the  benevolent  yellow  face  wrinkle 
by  wrinkle,  '  It  is  lees  than  three  days  since  we  took 
road  together,  and  it  is  as  though  it  were  a  hundred 
years.' 

'  Perhaps  in  a  former  life  it  was  permitted  that  I 
should  have  rendered  thee  some  service.  May  be '  — ■ 
he  smiled  — '  I  freed  thee  from  a  trap  j  or,  having 
caught  thee  on  a  hook  in  the  days  when  I  was  not  en- 
lightened, cast  thee  back  into  the  river  -"gain.' 

'  May  be,'  said  Kim  quietly.  He  had  heard  this 
sort  of  speculation  again  and  again,  from  the  mouths 
of  many  men  whom  an  Englishman  would  not  con- 
sider imaginative,  '  Now  as  regards  that  woman  in 
the  bullock-cart,  I  think  she  needs  a  second  son 
her  daughter.' 

'  That  is  no  part  of  the  Way,'  said  the  lama.    *  Bi 
at  least  she  is  from  the  hilla.     Ah,  the  hills,  and  the 
snow  of  the  hills  I ' 

He  rose  and  stalked  to  the  cart.  Kim  would  have 
given  his  ears  to  come  too,  but  the  lama  did  not  invite 
him;  and  the  few  worda  Kim  caught  were  in  an 
nnknown  tongue,  for  they  spoke  some  common  speech 
of  the  mountains.  The  woman  seemed  to  ask  qi 
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tions  which  the  lama  turned  over  in  bis  mind  before 
answering.  Now  and  again  he  heard  the  drone  and 
boom  of  a  Chinese  quotation.  It  waa  a  strange  pic- 
ture that  he  watched  between  drowsy  eyelids.  The 
lama,  very  straight  and  erect,  the  deep  folds  of  hia 
yellow  clothing  slashed  with  black  in  the  light  of  the 
parao  fires  precisely  as  a  knotted  tree-tnink  is  slashed 
with  the  shadow  of  the  long  sun,  addressed  a  tinsel 
and  lacquered  ruth  which  burned  lite  a  many- 
coloured  jewel  in  the  same  uncertain  light.  The  pat- 
tema  on  the  gold-worked  curtains  ran  up  and  down, 
melting  and  reforming  as  the  folds  shook  and 
quivered  to  the  night  wind ;  and  when  the  talk  grew 
more  earnest  the  jewelled  forefinger  snapped  out 
little  sparks  of  light  between  the  embroideries.  Be- 
hind the  cart  was  a  wall  of  uncertain  darkness 
ipeckled  with  little  fires  and  alive  with  half-caught 
forms  and  faces  and  shadows.  The  voices  of  early 
evening  had  settled  down  to  one  soothing  hum  whose 
deepest  note  was  the  steady  chumping  of  the  bullocks 
above  their  chopped  straw,  and  whose  highest  was 
the  tinkle  of  a  Bengali  dancing  girl's  sitar.  Most 
men  had  eaten  and  were  deep  in  their  gurgling, 
gnuting  hookahs,  which  ia  full  blast  soimd  like  bull- 

At  last  the  lama  returned.  A  hillman  walked 
behind  him  with  a  wadded  cotton-quilt  and  spread  it 
carefolly  by  the  fire. 
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'She  deaervee  teu  thousand  grandchildren,' thoi 
Kiin.     '  None  the  less,  but  for  me,  these  gifts  would 
not  have  come.' 

*  A  virtuous  woman  —  and  a  wise  one.'  The 
lama  slackened  off,  joint  by  joint,  like  a  alow 
cameL  '  The  world  is  full  of  charity  to  those 
who  follow  the  Way.'  He  flung  a  fair  half  of 
the  quilt  over  TTitn, 

'  And  what  said  she ! '  T^jm  rolled  up  in  his  share 
of  it 

'  She  asked  me  many  questions  and  propounded 
many  problems  —  the  most  of  which  were  idle  tales 
which  she  had  heard  from  devil-serving  priests  who 
pretend  to  follow  the  Way.  Some  I  answered,  and 
some  I  said  were  foolish.  Many  wear  the  robe,  but 
few  keep  the  Way.' 

'  True.  That  is  true.'  Kim  used  the  thoughtful, 
conciliatory  tone  of  those  who  wish  to  draw  confi- 
dences. 

'  But  by  her  lights  she  is  most  right-minded.  She 
desires  greatly  that  we  ehould  go  with  her  to  Buddh- 
Gaya ;  her  road  being  ours,  as  I  understand,  for  many 
days'  journey  to  the  southward,' 

'Andr 

'  Patience  a  little.     To  this  I  said  that  my  search 

eame  before  all  things.     She  had  heard  many  foolish 

legends,  but  this  great  truth  of  my  river  she  had 

never  heard.     Such  are  the  priests  of  the  lower  hilbl< 
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Bie  did  not  know  of  my  river  —  not  even  the  tale  c 
tlie  Shooting  of  the  Arrow.' 
'And?' 

'  I  spoke  therefore  of  the  Search,  and  of  the  Way, 
tod  of  matters  that  were  profitable,  she  desiring  only 
that  I  should  accompany  her  and  make  prayer  for  a 
second  son.' 

»'  Aha !  "  We  women  "  do  not  think  of  anything 
re  children,'  said  TviTn  sleepily. 
*  Now,  seeing  that  our  roade  run  together  for  a 
while,  I  do  not  see  that  we  in  any  way  depart  from 
oar  search  if  so  be  we  go  with  her  —  at  least  as  far  as 
—  I  have  forgotten  the  name  of  the  city.' 

'  Ohe  I '  said  Kim,  turning  and  speaking  in  a  sharp 
whisper  to  one  of  the  Ooryas  a  few  yards  away. 
'  Where  is  your  master'a  house  ? ' 

*  A  little  behind  Saharunpore,  among  the  fruit 
gardens.'    He  named  the  village. 

'  That  was  the  place,'  said  the  lama.  '  So  far,  at 
leaat,  we  can  go  with  her.' 

*  Flies  go  to  carrion,'  said  the  Oorya,  in  an 
Kbetraeted  voice. 

*  For  the  sick  cow  a  crow;  for  the  sick  man  a 
Brahmin.'  Kim  quoted  the  proverb  impersonally  to 
the  shadow-tope  of  the  trees  overhead. 

The  Oorya  grunted  and  held  his  peace. 

'  So  then  we  go  with  her,  Holy  One  ? ' 
L       '  Is  there  any  reason  against }    I  can  still  step  asids 
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Kim  stifled  a  laugh  in  the  quilt.    When  once  t 
imperioUB  old  lady  had  recovered  from  her  natl 
awe  of  a  lama  he  thought  it  probable  that  she  woli 
be  worth  lietening  to. 

He  was  nearly  asleep  when  the  lama  suddeii] 
quoted  a  proverb :  '  The  huebands  of  the  talkative 
have  a  great  reward  hereafter.'     Then  Kim  heard 
bim  snuff  thrice,  and  dozed  off,  still  laughing. 

The  diamond-bright  dawn  woke  men  and  cows  a 
bullocks  together.  Kim  sat  up  and  yawned,  abw 
bimeelf,  and  thriBed  with  delight.  This  was  seeing 
the  world  in  real  truth;  this  was  life  as  he  would  have 
it  —  bustling  and  shouting,  the  buckling  of  belts,  and 
beating  of  bullocks  and  creaking  of  wheels,  lighting 
of  fires  and  cooking  of  food,  and  new  sights  at  every 
turn  of  the  approving  eye.  The  morning  mist  swept 
off  in  a  whirl  of  silver;  the  parrots  shot  away  to  some 
distant  river  in  shrieking  green  hosts :  all  the  well- 
wheela  within  earshot  were  at  work.  India  was 
awake,  and  Kim  was  in  the  middle  of  it,  more  awake 
and  more  excited  than  any  one,  chewing  on  a  twig 
that  he  would  presently  use  as  a  tooth-brush ;  for  be 
borrowed  right-  and  left-handedly  from  all  the  cus- 
toms of  the  country  he  knew  and  loved.  There  waa 
>  need  to  worry  about  food  —  no  need  t 
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at  die  crowded  Btalla.     He  was  the  disdple  ot 

a  holy  man  atmexed  by  a  atrong-willed  old  lady.  All 
things  would  be  prepared  for  them,  and  when  they 
were  respectfully  invited  ao  to  do  they  would  sit  and 
eat  For  the  rest,  —  Kim  giggled  here  as  he  cleaned 
hia  teeth,  —  the  old  lady  would  be  no  bar  to  the  en- 
joyment of  the  road.  He  inspected  her  bullocks  crit- 
ically, as  they  came  up  grunting  and  blowing  under 
the  yokes.  If  they  went  too  swiftly  —  it  was  not 
likely  —  there  would  be  a  pleasant  seat  for  himself 
along  the  pole;  the  lama  would  sit  beside  the  driver. 
The  escort,  of  course,  would  walk.  The  old  lady, 
equally  of  course,  would  talk  a  great  deal,  and  by 
what  he  bad  heard  that  converBation  would  not  lack 
salt  She  was  already  ordering,  haranguing,  rebuk- 
ing, and,  it  must  be  said,  cursing  her  servants  for 
delays. 

'  Get  her  her  pipe.  In  the  name  of  the  gods,  get 
her  her  pipe  and  stop  her  ill-omened  mouth,'  cried  an 
Oorya,  tying  up  hia  shapeless  bundles  of  bedding. 
'She  and  the  parrots  are  alike.  They  screech  in  the 
dawn.' 

*  The  lead-bullocks  1  Hai  I  Look  to  the  lead-bol- 
I '  They  were  backing  and  wheeling  as  a  cotton- 
's axlo  caught  them  by  the  horns.     '  Son  of  an 

rl,  where  dost  thou  go  ? '     This  to  the  grinning 
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ef  Delhi  going  to  pray  for  a  son.*  The  man 
back  over  his  high  load :  '  Koom  for  the  Queen  ut 
Delhi  and  her  prime  minister  the  gray  monltey 
olimhiag  up  his  own  sword  I '  Another  cart  loaded 
with  bark  for  a  down-coimtry  tannery  followed  close 
behind,  and  its  driver  added  a  few  compUmeuta 
the  rufA-bullocka  backed  and  backed  again. 

From  behind  the  shaking  curtains  came  one  r( 
of  invective.  It  did  not  last  long,  but  in  kind 
quality,  in  blistering,  biting  appropriateness,  it 
beyond  anything  that  even  Tfim  had  heard.  He 
could  Bee  the  carter's  bare  chest  collapse  with  amaze- 
ment, as  the  man  salaamed  reverently  to  the  voice, 
leaped  from  the  pole,  and  helped  the  escort  to  haul 
their  volcano  on  to  the  main  road.  Then  the  voiea 
told  him  truthfully  what  sort  of  wife  he  had  wei 
and  what  she  was  doing  in  his  absence. 

'Oh,  xhahash!'  murmured  Kim,  unable  to 
tain  himself,  as  the  man  slunk  away. 

'  Well  done,  indeed  \  It  is  a  shame  and  a  scandal 
that  a  poor  woman  may  not  go  to  make  prayer  to  ber 
gods  except  she  be  jostled  and  insulted  by  all  the 
refuse  of  Hindustan  —  that  she  must  eat  gall 
(abuse)  as  men  eat  ghi.  But  I  have  yet  a  wag  left  to 
my  tongue,  a  word  or  two  well  spoken  that  serves 
occasion.  And  still  am  I  without  my  tobacco  I 
h  the  one-eyed  and  luckless  son  of  shame  that  hai 
yet  prepared  my  pipe  ! ' 
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It  was  hastily  thrust  in  hj  a  hillman,  and  a  tricJde 
of  thick  smoke  from  each  corner  of  the  curtains 
showed  that  peace  was  restored. 

If  Eim  had  walked  proudly  the  day  before,  dis- 
«ple  of  a  holy  man,  to-day  he  paced  with  tenfold 
pride  in  the  train  of  a  eemi-royal  procession,  with  a 
recognised  place  under  the  patronage  of  an  old  lady 
of  charming  manners  and  infinite  resource.  The 
escort,  their  heads  tied  up  native  fashion,  fell  in  on 
either  Bide  the  cart,  shuffling  enormous  clouds  of 
dust 

The  lama  and  Kim  walked  a  little  to  one  side; 
Kim  chewing  his  stick  of  sugar-cane,  and  making 
jvay  for  no  one  under  the  status  of  a  priest.  They 
could  hear  the  old  lady's  tongue  clacking  as  steadily 
aa  a  rice-husker.  She  bade  the  escort  tell  her  what 
was  going  on  ou  the  road;  and  as  soon  as  they  were 
olear  of  the  parao  she  dung  back  the  curtains  and 
peered  out,  her  veil  a  third  across  her  face.  Her  men 
ctid  not  eye  her  directly  when  she  addressed  them, 
and  thus  the  proprieties  were  more  or  less  observed. 

A  dark,  sallowish  district  superintendent  of  police, 
fanltlessly  uniformed,  an  Englishman,  trotted  by  on 
a  tired  horse,  and,  seeing  by  her  retinue  what  manner 
of  person  she  was,  chaffed  her. 

*  O  mother,'  he  cried,  '  do  they  do  this  in  the 
ttnanasf  Suppose  an  Englishman  came  by  and  saw 
that  thou  hadst  no  nosef 
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'What  ? '  she  shrilled  back.  '  Thy  own  mother  has 
BO  Qose  ?    Why  Bay  bo,  then,  on  the  open  road  I ' 

It  was  a  fair  counter.  The  Englishman  threw  op 
his  hand  with  a  gesture  of  a  man  hit  at  Bword-pl&y. 
She  laughed  and  nodded. 

*  la  this  a  face  to  tempt  virtue  aside  ? '  She  with- 
drew all  her  veil  and  stared  at  him. 

It  was  by  no  means  lovely,  but  as  the  man  gathered 
tip  his  reins  he  called  it  a  Moon  of  Paradise,  a  Dis- 
turber of  Integrity,  and  a  few  other  fantastic  epithets 
which  doubled  her  up  with  mirth. 

*  That  is  a  nut-cui  (rogue),'  she  said.  '  All  police- 
constables  are  nut-cuts;  but  the  police-wallahs  are  the 
worst.  Hai,  my  son,  thou  hast  never  learned  all  that 
since  thou  camcst  from  Belait  (Europe).  Who- 
euckled  thee  ! ' 

'  A  pahareen  —  a  hillwoman  of  Dalhouaie, 
mother.  Xeep  thy  beauty  under  a  shade  —  O 
penser  of  DelightB,'  and  he  was  gone. 
I  '  These  be  the  sort,' —  she  took  a  fine  judicial  tone) 
and  stuffed  her  mouth  with  pan.  '  These  be  the  sort 
;to  dispense  justice.  They  know  the  land  and  the 
customs  of  the  land.  The  others,  all  new  from 
Europe,  suckled  by  white  women  and  learning  our 
tongues  from  books,  are  worse  than  the  pestilence. 
They  do  barm  to  kings.*  Then  she  told  a  long,  long 
..tele  to  the  world  at  large, of  an  ignorant  young  police- 
I  who  had  disturbed  some  small  hill  Rajah,  s 
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nth  cousin  of  lier  own,  in  the  matter  of  a  trivial 
Isod  ease,  winding  np  with  a  quotation  from  a  work 
bj  no  means  devotional. 

Tben  her  mood  changed,  and  she  bade  one  of  the 
eecort  ask  whether  the  lama  wonld  walk  alongside 
and  discuss  matters  of  religion.  So  "Kim  dropped 
back  into  the  dust  and  returned  to  his  sugarcane. 
For  an  hour  or  more  the  lama's  tam-o'-shanter  showed 
like  a  moon  through  the  haze;  and,  from  all  he  heard, 
Kim  gathered  that  tlie  old  woman  wept.  One  of  the 
Ooryas  half  apologised  for  his  rudeness  overnight, 
Baying  that  he  had  never  known  the  old  lady  in  so 
good  a  temper,  and  he  ascribed  it  to  the  presence  of 
the  strange  priest.  Personally,  he  believed  in  Brah- 
mins, though,  like  all  natives,  he  was  acutely  aware 
of  their  cunning  and  their  greed,  StiU,  when  Brah- 
jnins  only  irritated  a  cantankerous  dowager  like  the 
mother  of  his  master's  wife,  and  when  she  sent  them 
away  bo  angiy  that  they  cursed  the  whole  retinue 
(which  was  the  real  reason  of  the  second  off-side  bul- 
lock going  lame,  and  of  the  pole  breaking  the  night 
before),  he  was  prepared  to  accept  any  priest  of  any 
other  denomination  in  or  out  of  India.  To  this  Kim 
oasented  with  wise  nods,  and  bade  the  Oorya  observe 
that  the  lama  took  no  money,  and  that  the  cost  of  his 
and  Kim's  food  would  be  repaid  a  hundred  times  in 
the  good  lack  that  would  attend  the  caravan  hence- 

t* A     2e  also  told  stories  of  Lahore  city,  and 
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Bang  a  eoug  or  two  which  made  the  escort  laugh.  A# 
a  town-mouse  well  acquaiated  with  the  latcirt  songs 
by  the  most  fashionable  composers,  —  thej  are 
women  for  the  most  part,  —  Kim  had  a  distinct  ad- 
vantage over  men  from  a  drowsy  little  village  behind 
Sahamnpore,  hut  he  let  that  advantage  be  inferred. 
At  noon  they  turned  aside  to  eat,  and  the  meal  was 
good,  plentiful,  and  well-serv-ed  on  plates  of  clean 
leaves,  in  decency,  out  of  drift  of  the  dust.  They 
gave  the  slops  to  certain  beggars,  that  all  require- 
ments might  be  fulfilled,  and  sat  down  to  a  long, 
luxurious  smoke.  The  old  lady  had  retreated  behind 
her  curtains,  but  mixed  most  freely  in  the  talk,  her 
eervanta  arguing  with  and  contradicting  her  as  ser- 
vants do  throughout  the  East.  She  compared  tho 
jool  and  the  pines  of  the  Eangi-a  and  Kulu  hills  with 
the  dust  and  the  mangoes  of  the  South;  she  told  a  tale 
of  some  old  local  gods  at  the  edge  of  her  husband's 
territory;  she  roundly  abused  the  tobacco  which  sho 
was  then  smoking,  reviled  all  Brahmina,  and  specu- 
lated without  reserve  as  to  when  a  second  grandson 
might  be  expected. 
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CHAPTER  V 


le  I  to  my  own  agvia — 
t^d,  forgiren,  and  kuown  again  — 
aimed  by  bone  of  my  booe  agsin, 
And  aib  to  Sesh  ot  my  flesh ! 
V^The  fatted  calf  is  dressed  for  me, 
vSut  the  husks  have  greater  zest  for  me      .  . 
KZ  think  my  pigs  will  be  beet  for  me. 
Bo  I'm  off  to  the  styes  afresh. 

TAo  Prodigal  Son. 

OXCB  more  the  lazj,  Btring-tied,  BhufBing  procra- 
sion  got  nnder  way,  and  she  slept  till  they  reached  the 
next  balting-etage.  It  waa  a  very  short  march,  and 
lacked  an  hour  to  sundown,  bo  Kim  cast  abont  for 
means  of  amusement. 

'  But  why  not  ait  and  rest?  *  said  one  of  the  escort. 
'  Only  the  devils  and  the  English  walk  to  and  fro 
without  reason.' 

Never  make  friends  with  the  Devil,  a  monkey,  or 
\j.  No  man  knows  what  they  will  do  nest,'  said 
fellow. 

Kim  turned  a  scornful  back  —  he  did  not  want  to 
hear  the  old  story  how  the  Devil  played  with  the  lioya 
and  reT>eTited  of  it  —  and  walked  idly  across  country. 
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The  lama  atrode  after  hmi.  All  tbat  day,  when 
ever  the;  passed  a  stream,  he  had  turned  aside  to  look 
at  it,  but  in  no  case  had  he  received  anj  warning  that 
he  had  found  his  river.  Insensibly  too  the  comfort 
of  speaking  to  some  one  in  a  reasonable  tongue,  and 
of  being  properly  considered  and  respected  as  her 
spiritual  adviser  by  a  well-bom  woman,  had  weaned 
his  thoughts  a  little  from  the  search.  And  further, 
he  was  prepared  to  spend  serene  years  in  his  quest; 
having  nothing  of  the  white  man's  impatience,  but  a 
great  faith. 

'  Where  goeat  thou  J '  he  called  after  KJm. 

'  No  whither  —  it  was  a  small  march,  and  all 
thia  '  ■ —  Kim  waved  his  hands  abroad  — '  is  new  to 


'  She  is  beyond  question  a  wise  and  a  discerning 
woman.    But  it  ia  hard  to  meditate  when ' 

'  All  women  are  thils.'    Sim  spoke  as  might  have 
Solomon. 

*  Before  the  lamassery  was  a  broad  platform,*  tho 
lama  muttered,  looping  up  the  weU-wom  rosary,  '  of 

stone On  that  I  have  left  the  marks  of  my 

feet  —  pacing  to  and  fro  —  with  these,' 

He  clicked  the  beads,  and  began  the  '  Om  i 
pudme  hvm '  of  his  devotion;  grateful  for  the  ( 
the  quiet,  and  the  absence  of  dust. 

One  thing  after  another  drew  Kim's  idle  eye  a 

t  plain.    There  was  no  purpose  ia  hia  wanderi 


sept  that  the  build  of  the  hute  near  by  was  new, 
and  be  wished  to  investigate. 

They  came  out  on  a  broad  tract  of  grazing-ground, 
brown  and  purple  in  the  afternoon  light,  with  a 
heavy  clump  of  mangoes  in  the  centre.  It  struck 
Kim  as  curious  that  no  shrine  stood  in  bo  eligible  a 
spot:  the  boy  had  as  keen  an  eye  aa  any  priest  for 
these  things.  Par  across  the  plain  walked  aide  by 
side  four  men,  made  small  by  the  distance.  He 
looked  intently  under  his  curved  palms  and  caught 
the  aheen  of  brass. 

'  Soldiers,      White   soldiers  I '   said  he.     '  Let   ua 
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'  It  ia  always  soldiers  when  thou  and  I  go  out  alone 
together.    But  I  have  never  seen  the  white  soldiers.* 

*  They  do  no  harm  except  when  they  are  drunk. 
Keep  behind  this  tree.' 

Tbey  stepped  behind  the  thick  trunks  in  the  cool 
'k  of  the  mango-tope.  Two  little  figures  halted; 
;e  other  two  came  forward  uncertainly.  They  were 
the  advanced  party  of  a  regiment  on  the  march,  sent 
out,  as  usual,  to  mark  the  camp.  They  bore  five-foot 
sticks  with  fluttering  flags,  and  called  to  each  other 
as  they  spread  over  the  dusty  levels. 

At  last  they  entered  the  mango-grove,  walking 
heavily. 

*  It's  here  or  hereabouts  —  officers'  tents  under  the 
trees,  T  take  it,  an'  the  rest  of  us  can  stay  ""tside. 

[1351 


KIM. 


waggour^ 


Have  thej  marked  out  for  the  baggage-vof 
beMnd}' 

Thej  cried  again  to  their  comrades  in  the  distance, 
and  the  rough  answer  came  back  faint  and  mellowed. 

'  Shove  the  flag  in  here,  then,'  said  one. 

*  What  do  they  prepare  ? '  aaid  the  lama,  wonder- 
Btruck.  *  This  is  a  great  and  terrible  world.  What 
b  the  device  on  the  flag ! ' 

A  soldier  thrust  a  stave  within  a  few  feet  of  them, 
grunted  discontentedly,  pulled  it  up  again,  conferred 
with  his  companion,  who  looked  up  and  down  the 
•haded,  green-roofed  dome,  and  returned  it. 

Kim  stared  with  all  his  eyes,  his  breath  coming 
■hort  and  sharp  between  his  teeth.  The  soldiers  went 
away  into  the  sunshine. 

'O  Holy  One,'  he  gasped,  'my  horoscope!  Tho 
drawing  in  the  dust  by  the  priest  at  Umballa  I  Re- 
member what  he  said.  First  come  two  —  f trashes  — ■ 
to  make  all  things  ready  —  in  a  dark  place,  aa  it  ia 
always  at  the  beginning  of  a  vision.' 

*  But  this  is  no  vision,'  said  the  lama.  '  It  is  the 
world's  Uluaion,  and  no  more.' 

'  And  after  them  conies  the  Bull  —  the  Bed  Bull 
OB  the  green  field.     Look !     It  Is  he  I ' 

He  pointed  to  the  flag  that  was  snap-snapping  in 

the  evening  breeze  not  ten  feet  away.     It  was  no 

more  than  an  ordinary  marking  Sag;  but  the  regi- 

lent,   always  punctilious  in  matters  of  millinery, 

ri3fil 


L  chained  it  with  the  regimental  device,  the  Eed 
BnU,  which  is  the  crest  of  the  Mavericks  —  the  groat 
Bed  Bull  on  a  background  of  Irish  greeo. 

'  I  see,  and  now  I  remember/  said  the  lama. 
'  Certainly  it  ia  the  BulL  Certainly,  also,  the  two 
men  came  to  make  all  ready.' 

*  They  are  soldiers  —  white  soldiers.  What  said 
the  priest?  The  sign  oxer  against  the  Bull  is  the 
sign  of  war  and  armed  men.  Holy  One,  this  thing. 
In  some  way  which  I  do  not  see,  touches  my  search.' 

*  True.  It  is  true.'  The  lama  stared  fixedly  Bt< 
the  device  that  flamed  like  a  ruby  in  the  dusk.    '  Th» 

:  st  Umballa  said  that  there  waa  the  sign  of 

I  *  What  is  to  do  now  i ' 

1^  Wait.     Let  os  wait,'  said  the  lama. 

I*  Even  now  the  darkness  clears,'  said  Kirn.  It  wai 
only  natural  that  the  descending  sun  should  at  last 
strike  through  the  tree-trunks,  across  the  tope,  filling 
it  with  mealy  gold  light  for  a  few  minutes;  bat  to 
Kim  it  was  part  of  the  Fmballa  Brahmin's  prophecy. 

'  Hark ! '  said  the  lama.  '  One  heats  a  drum  — 
far  offl' 

At  first  the  sound,  carrying  far  through  the  still 
tir,  resembled  the  beating  of  an  artery  in  the  bead. 
Then  a  sharp  noise  was  added  to  it. 

'  Ah !    The  music,'  Kim  explained.    He  knew  the 

loond  of  a  regimental  band,  but  it  amazed  the  lama. 
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At  tbe  far  end  of  the  plain  a  heavy,  dusty  colusm 
enwled  in  sight.     Then  the  wind  brought  the  tune: 
We  crave  your  coodescensioQ 
To  tell  you  what  we  know 
Of  marching  in  the  Mulligan  Quarda 
To  Sligo  Port  below. 

Here  broke  in  the  shrili-tougued  fifee:— 
We  shouldered  arms, 
We  marched  —  we  oiarcbed  aw^ 
From  Phoenix  Park 
Wo  marched  to  Dublin  Bay. 
The  drums  and  the  afes. 
Oh,  sweetly  they  did  play. 
Aa  we  inarched — marched — marched — with  tlie  Mulligan 

It  was  the  band  of  the  Mavericks  playing  the 
regiment  into  its  camp;  for  the  men  were  route- 
marching  with  their  ba^age.  The  rippling  colmnn 
swung  into  the  plain  —  carts  behind  it  —  broke  into 
pieces,  was  divided  left  and  right,  ran  about  like 
tnt-hill,  and 

'  But  this  is  sorcery ! '  said  the  lama. 

The  plain  dotted  itself  with  tents  that  seemed 
rise,  all  spread,  from  the  carts.  Another  rush  of  men 
invaded  tlie  grove,  pitched  a  huge  tent  in  silence,  ran 
up  yet  eight  or  nine  more  by  the  side  of  it,  unearthed 
cooking-pots,  pans,  and  bundles,  which  were  taken 
poesesaion  of  by  a  crowd  of  native  serrants ;  and  be- 
holil  the  mango-tope  turned  into  an  orderly  town  M 
they  watched  I 

*  Let  iJfl  go,'  8aid  the  lama,  sinking  back  afraid,  ar- 
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'  the  fires  twinkled  and  wliite  officers  with  jingling 
Bworda  etaUced  into  the  mess-tent. 

'  Stand  back  in  the  shadow.  No  one  can  see  be- 
yond the  light  of  a  fire,'  eaid  KJm,  ids  eyes  still  on 
the  flag.  He  had  never  before  watched  the  routine 
of  a  seasoned  regiment  pitching  camp  in  thirty 
minutes. 

'  Look  I  look !  look  I '  clucked  the  lama.  *  Yonder 
xaaeB  a  priest. ' 

It  was  Bennett,  the  Church  o£  England  chaplain 
of  the  regiment,  limping  in  dusty  black.    One  of  bii 
flock  had  made  some  rude  remarks  about  the  cht^ 
,  Iain's  mettle ;  and  to  abash  him  Bennett  had  marched 
I  «tep  by  step  with  the  men  that  day.    The  black  dress, 
Fgold  cross  on  the  watch-chain,  the  hairless  face,  and 
the  soft,  black  wide-awake  hat  would  have  marked 
him   as  a  holy  man   anywhere   in  all  India.      He 
dropped  into  a  camp-chair  by  the  door  of  the  mess- 
tent  and  slid  off  his  boots.     Three  or  four  officers 
gathered  round  him,  laughing  and  joking  over  his 
Lezploit. 

'  The  talk  of  white  men  is  wholly  lacking  in  dig- 
'  nity,'  said  the  lama,  who  judged  only  by  tones.  *  But 
I  have  considered  the  countenance  of  that  priest, 
and  I  think  he  is  courteoua.  Is  it  likely  that  he  will 
understand  our  talk?  I  would  talk  to  him  of  my 
search.' 
^^B      'I7ever  speak  to  a  white  man  till  he  is  fed,'  said 
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Eim,  quoting  u  well-known  proverb.  '  They  will 
eat  now,  and  —  and  I  do  not  ttink  they  are  good  to 
beg  from.  Let  us  go  back  to  the  resting-place.  Aiter 
we  have  eaten  we  \vill  come  again.  It  certainly  waa 
a  Red  Bull  — my  Red  Bull.' 

They  Were  both  noticeably  absent-minded  when 
the  old  lady's  retinue  set  their  meal  before  them;  so 
none  broke  their  reserve,  for  it  ia  not  lucky  to  annoy 
guests. 

'Now,'  said  Kim,  picking  hie  teeth,  '  we  will  re- 
turn to  that  place;  but  thou,  O  Holy  One,  must  wait 
a  little  way  off,  because  thy  feet  are  heavier  than 
mine  and  I  am  anxious  to  see  more  of  that  Red  BulL' 

'  But  how  canst  thou  understand  the  talk  ?    Walk 
slowly.      The  road  is  very  dark,'  the  lama  replied'  ■ 
uneasily. 

Kim  put  the  question  aside.  '  I  marked  a  [ 
near  to  the  trees,'  said  he,  '  where  thou  canst  sit  t 
I  calL  Nay/  as  the  lama  made  some  sort  of  prote 
'  remember  this  is  my  search  —  the  search  for  i 
Rod  Bull.  The  sign  in  the  stars  was  not  for  thee..^ 
1  know  a  little  of  the  customs  of  white  soldiers,  J 
though  I  have  never  seen  them  make  a  city  in  1 
flash  of  an  eye.' 

'  What  dost  thou  not  know  of  this  world? '     Thi 

lama  squatted  obediently  in  b  little  hollow  of  the  ^ 

ground  not  a  hundred  yards  from  the  hump  of  thft  I 

mango  trees  darl«  against  the  star-powdered  sky. 
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Stay  till  I  calL'  Kim  flitted  into  the  dusk.  He 
Ifcnew  that  in  all  probability  there  would  be  sentries 
round  the  camp,  and  Bmiled  to  himself  as  he  heard 
the  thick  boots  of  one.  A  boy  who  can  dodgo  across 
the  roofs  of  Lahore  city  on  a  moonlight  night,  using 
every  little  patch  and  corner  of  darkness  to  discomfit 
his  pursuer,  is  not  likely  to  be  checked  by  a  line  of 
unaospecting  soldiers.  He  did  them  the  compliment 
of  crawling  between  a  couple,  and,  running  and  halt- 
ing, crouching  and  dropping  flat,  worked  his  way 
toward  the  lighted  meaa-tent  where,  close  pressed  he- 
ld the  mango  tree,  he  waited  till  some  chance  word 
shonld  give  hiiu  a  returnable  lead. 

The  one  tiling  now  in  his  mind  was  further  infor- 
oation  as  to  the  Red  Bull.  For  aught  he  knew,  and 
Kim's  limitations  were  as  curious  and  sudden  as 
his  knowledges,  the  men,  the  nine  hundred  pukka 
ahaita7i3  of  hia  father's  prophecy,  might  pray  to  the 
beast  after  dark,  as  Hindus  pray  to  the  image  of  the 
Holy  Cow,  That,  at  least  would  be  entirely  right  and 
ical,  and  the  padre  mth  the  gold  cross  would  Iks 
irefore  the  man  to  consult  in  the  matter.  On  the 
other  hand,  remembering  equally  sober-faced  padres 
whom  he  had  avoided  in  Lahore  city,  the  priest  might 
be  sn  inquisitive  nuisance  who  would  bid  him  work. 
But  again,  had  it  not  been  written  iu  the  dust  at 
TTmballa  that  his  sign  in  the  high  heavens  portended 
War  and  armed  men  ?  Was  he  not,  too,  the  Friend  of 
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the  Stars  ss  well  as  of  all  the  world,  crammed  to 
teeth  with  dreadful  secrets  ?  Lastly,  —  and  firstly, 
as  the  imdercurreut  of  all  his  quick  little  thoughts^ 
—  this  adventure,  though  he  did  not  know  the  Eng- 
lish word,  was  a  stupendous  lark  —  a  delightful 
continuation  of  his  old  flights  across  the  housetops, 
as  well  as  the  fulfilment  of  sublime  prophecy.  He 
lay  belly-flat  and  wriggled  towards  the  mess-tent 
door. 

It  was  as  he  suspected.  The  Sahibs  prayed  to 
their  god;  for  in  the  centre  of  the  mess-table  — ita 
sole  ornament  when  they  were  on  the  line  of  march 
—  stood  a  golden  bull  fashioned  from  old-time  loot 
of  the  Summer  Palace  at  Pekin  —  a  red-gold  bull 
with  lowered  head,  stamping  upon  a  field  of  Irish 
green.  To  this  god  the  Sahibs  held  out  their  g] 
and  cried  aloud  confusedly. 

Xow  the  Reverend  Arthur  Bennett  always  left 
mess  after  that  toast,  and  being  rather  tired  by  his 
Hiarch  his  movements  were  more  abrupt  than  usuaL 
Kim,  ^Hth  slightly  raised  head,  was  still  staring  at 
his  totem  on  the  table,  when  the  chaplain  stepped  od 
his  right  shoulder-blade.  Kim  filnched  under  the 
leather,  and,  rolling  sideways,  brought  down  the 
chaplain,  who,  ever  a  man  of  action,  caught  him  bj 
the  throat  and  nearly  choked  the  life  out  of  him. 
Kim  then  kicked  him  desperately  in  the  atomacb. 
Mr.  Bennett  gasped  and  doubled  up  hut  without  re* 
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;  his  graap,  rolled  over  again,  and  silently  hauled 
Kim  to  hifl  own  tent.  The  llavcrickfl  were  incurable 
practical  jokers;  and  it  occurred  to  tlie  chaplain  that 
sUence  was  beat  till  he  bad  made  complete  inquiry. 

'  Why,  it's  a  boy ! '  he  eaid,  as  he  drew  his  prize 
under  the  light  of  the  tent-pole  lantern,  then  shaking 
him  severely,  cried:  '  What  were  you  doing?  You're 
,  thief.  Choorf  Mallumf  '  His  Tlindufltanee  was 
Wery  limited,  and  the  rutBed  and  disgusted  Kim  in- 
Ptended  to  keep  to  the  character  laid  down  for  him. 
As  be  recovered  his  breath  he  was  inventing  a  most 
beautifully  plausible  tale  of  his  relations  to  some 
mess-scullion,  and  at  the  same  time  keeping  a  keen 
<ye  on  and  a  little  under  the  chaplain's  left  arm-pit. 
The  chance  came;  he  ducked  for  the  doorway;  a  long 
arm  shot  out  and  clutched  at  his  neck,  snapping  the 
amulet  string  and  closing  on  the  amulet. 

'  Give  it  me.  O  give  it  me.  Is  it  lost  i  Give  me 
the  papers.' 

The  words  were  in  English — the  clipped,  sing-song 
English  of  the  native-bred.     The  chaplain  jumped. 

*  A  scapular,'  said  he,  opening  his  hand.  '  No, 
tome  sort  of  heathen  charm.  Why  —  why,  do  you 
speak  English  ?  Little  boys  who  steal  are  beaten. 
Yon  know  that.' 

'  I  do  not  —  I  did  not  steal.'     Kim  danced  in 
K        igoBj  like  a  terrier  at  a  lifted  stick.    '  O  give  it  me. 
^^^  It  is  my  charm.     Do  not  thieve  it  from  me.' 
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Tlie  chaplain  took  no  heed,  but,  going  to  the  tea« 
door,  called  aloud.  A  fattish,  clean-shaven  mas 
appeared. 

'  I  want  your  advice,  Father  Victor,'  Baid  Bennett. 
'  I  found  this  boy  in  the  dark  outside  the  mesa-tent 
Ordinarily,  I  should  have  chastised  him  and  let  him 
go,  because  I  believe  him  to  be  a  tlnef.  But  it  seems 
he  talks  English,  and  he  attaches  some  sort  of  value 
to  a  cliann  round  his  uet-k.  I  thought  perhaps  y( 
might  help  me.' 

Between  himself  and  the  Boman  Catholic  chap] 
of  the  Irish  contingent  lay,  as  Bennett  believed, 
unbridgeable  gulf;  but  it  was  noticeable  that  wh( 
ever  the  Church  of  England  dealt  with  a  h' 
problem  she  was  very  likely  to  call  in  the  Church 
Home.  Bennett's  official  abhorrence  of  the  Scarlet 
Woman  and  all  her  ways  was  only  equalled  by  his 
private  respect  for  Father  Victor, 

'  A  thief  talking  English,  is  it!  Let's  look  at 
charm.  No,  it  is  not  a  scapular,  Bennett.'  He  ht 
out  hia  hand. 

'But  have  we  any  right  to  open  it  J  A  soi 
whipping ' 

'  I  did  not  thieve,'  protested  Kim.  '  Tou  have 
me  kicks  all  over  my  body.  Now  give  me  my  ehai 
and  I  will  go  away.' 

'Not  quite  bo  fast;  we'll  look  first,'  said  Fal 

Victor,  leisurely  rolling  out  jwor  Kimball  O'Hnra* 
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ielur'  parchment,  his  clearance  certificate, 
and  Kim's  baptismal  certificate.  Oii  this  last  O'Hara 
- —  n-ith  some  confused  idea  that  he  was  doing  won- 
Jers  for  bis  son  —  bad  scrawled  scores  of  times : 
'■Jjook  after  the  boy.  Please  look  after  the  hoy, — 
signing  bis  name  and  regimental  number  in  fuU. 
Powers  of  Darkness  below  1 '  said  Father  Victor, 
ling  ail  over  to  Mj.  Bennett.  *  Do  you  know  what 
lese  things  are  ? ' 

*  No,'  said  Kim.  '  But  they  are  mine,  and  I  want 
to  go  away.' 

'  I  do  not  quite  understand,'  said  Mr.  Bennett 
*  He  probably  brought  them  on  purpose.  It  may  bo 
a,  begging  trick  of  some  kind.' 

*  I  never  saw  a  be^ar  less  anxious  to  stay  with  his 
company,  then.  There's  the  makings  of  a  gay  mys- 
tery here.     Te  believe  in  Providence,  Bennett!' 

I  hope  so.' 
'  Well,  I  believe  in  miracles,  so  it  comes  to  the 

16  thing.  Powers  of  Darkness  I  Kimball  (yHara  I 
And  hiB  son  I     But  then  he's  a  native,  and  I  saw 
Kimball  married  myself  to  Annie  Shott.     How  long 
ive  you  had  these  things,  "boy ! ' 

Ever  since  I  was  a  littlo  baby.'     Father  Victor 

>ped  forward  quickly  and  opened  the  front  of 
im's  upper  garment.  'You  see,  Bennett,  he's  wliite. 
hite  as  you  or  me.     What's  your  namet ' 

Kim.' 


•OrKimlaU?' 
'laajKim.     Will 
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'  They  call  me  Kim  Rishti  Ke.  That  is  Kim  of 
the  Rifihti/ 

'  What  is  that  —  "  Kiahti "  ? ' 

'  Eye-rishti  —  that  was  the  puUt 
my  father's.' 

'  Irish,  oh  I  set,* 

'Yes.  That  was  how  my  father  told  me.  Myi 
father,  he  has  lived.' 

'  Has  lived  where  1 ' 

'  Has  lived.     Of  course  he  is  dead  —  gotie-out,' 

'  Oh.    That's  your  abrupt  way  of  putting  it,  is  it? ' 

Bennett  interrupted.  '  It  is  possible  I  have  done 
the  boy  an  injustice.  He  is  certainly  white,  thongll 
evidently  neglected.  I  am  sure  I  must  have  bnuse^t 
him.     I  do  not  think  spirits ' 

'  Get  him  a  glass  of  sherry,  then,  and  let  him  sit 
down  on  the  bed.  Now,  Kim,'  continued  Father 
Victor,  '  no  one  is  going  to  hurt  you.  Drink  tlut 
down  and  tell  us  about  yourself.  The  truth,  if  yon'Ta 
no  objection.' 

Kim  coughed  a  little  as  he  put  down  the 
glass,  and  considered.      This  seemed  a  time  whi 
truth  was  desirable.      Small  boys  who  prowl  about 
camps  are  geueraUy  turned  out  after  a  whipping. 
But  he  had  received  no  stripes ;  the  amulet 
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dently  working  in  his  favour,  and  it  looked  as  though 
the  Umballa  horoscope  and  the  few  words  that  he 
oottld  remember  of  his  father's  maunderings  were 
fitting  in  most  miraculouslj.  Else  why  did  the  fat 
padre  eeem  so  impressed,  and  whj  the  glass  of  hot 
yellow  wine  from  the  lean  one  ? 

'  My  father,  he  b  dead  in  Lahore  city  since  I  was 
very  little.  The  woman,  she  kept  kabarri  shop  near 
where  the  ticca-gharries  ere.'  Kim  began  with  a 
plunge,  not  quite  sure  how  far  the  truth  would  serve 

m    *  Your  mother? ' 

'  No,*  —  with  a  gesture  of  disgust.  '  She  went  oo( 
when  I  was  bom.  My  father,  he  got  these  papers 
from  the  Jadoo^her  —  what  do  you  call  that  ?  * 
(Bennett  nodded)  '  because  he  was  in  —  good-^tand- 
ing.  What  do  you  call  that? '  (again  Bennett  nod- 
ded). '  My  father  told  me  that  He  said  too,  and 
also  the  Brahmin  who  made  the  drawing  in  the  dust 
•t  Umballa  two  days  ago,  he  said,  that  I  shall  find  a 
Bed  Bull  on  a  green  field  and  that  the  Bull  shall 
help  me.' 

'  A  phenomenal  little  liar,*  muttered  Bennett. 

'Powers  of  Darkness  below,  what  a  country  I' 
tnormored  Father  Victor.     '  Go  on,  £im.' 

'  I  did  not  thieve.  Besides,  I  am  at  present  disci- 
ple of  a  very  holy  man.  He  is  sitting  outside.  We 
saw  two  men  come  with  flags,  maldnj;  tha  place 
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ready.  That  is  always  30  in  a  dream,  or  oo  so-  ' 
count  of  a  —  a  —  propliecy.  So  I  knew  it  was  come 
true,  I  8aw  the  Red  Bull  on  the  green  field,  and  my 
father  he  said :  "  Nine  hundred  puhka  devils  and  the 
colonel  riding  on  a  horse  will  look  after  you  when 
you  find  the  Red  Bull !  "  I  did  not  know  what  to  do 
when  I  saw  the  Bull,  hut  I  went  away  and  I  came 
again  when  it  was  dark.  I  wanted  to  see  the  Bull 
again,  and  I  saw  the  Bull  again  with  the  —  the 
Sahibs  praying  to  it,  I  think  the  Bull  shall  help  me. 
The  holy  man  said  so  too.  lie  is  sitting  outside. 
Will  you  hurt  him,  if  I  call  him  a  shout  now?  He 
is  very  holy.  He  can  witness  to  all  the  things  I  say,  ■ 
and  he  knows  I  am  not  a  thief.' 

'  Officers  praying  to  a  bull !  What  in  the  woi 
do  you  make  of  that? '  said  Bennett.  '  Disciple  0 
holy  man  I     Is  the  boy  mad  t ' 

'It's  O'Hara's  boy,  sure  enough.     O'Hara's  boy  '" 
leagued  with  all  the  Powers  of  Darkness.     It's  very 
much  what  his  father  would  have  done  — if  he  was 
drunk.    We'd  better  invite  the  confederate.  He  n 
know  something.' 

'  He  does  not  know  anything,'  said  Kim.     '  I  ^ 
show  you  him  if  you  come.    He  is  my  master, 
afterwards  we  can  go  away.' 

'  Powers  of  Darkness  I '  was  all  that  Father  Victor 
eodld  say,  as  Bennett  marched  o£F,  with  a  £na  hand 
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Thej  found  the  lama  where  be  had  dropped. 

'  The  search  is  at  an  end  for  me,'  shouted  Kim  in 
iho  vernacular.  '  I  have  found  the  Bull,  but  God 
knows  what  comes  next.  They  will  not  hurt  you. 
Come  to  the  fat  priest's  tent  with  this  thin  man  and 
free  the  end.  It  is  all  new  and  they  cannot  talk 
Hindi.     They  are  only  uncurried  donkeys.' 

'  Then  it  ia  not  well  to  make  a  jeat  of  their  igno- 
TBDce,'  the  lama  returned.  '  I  am  glad  if  thou  art 
MJoiccd,  chela.' 

Dignified  and  unsuspicious,  he  strode  into  the  lit- 
tle tent,  made  his  salutation  to  tlie  amazed  Father 
Victor,  and  sat  down  by  the  open  charcoal  brazier. 
The  yellow  lining  of  the  tent  reflected  in  the  lami> 
lig'ht  made  his  face  almost  orange. 

Bennett  looked  at  him  with  the  triple-ringed  uniu- 
terest  of  a  creed  that  lumps  nine-tenths  of  the  world 
under  the  title  of  '  heathen.' 

*  And  what  was  the  end  of  the  search?  What  gift 
has  the  'Red  Bull  brought  ? '  The  lama  addressed 
himself  to  Kim. 

'  He  says,  "  What  are  you  going  to  do?  "  '  Ben- 
nett was  staring  uneasily  at  Father  Victor,  and  Kim, 
for  hia  own  ends,  took  upon  himself  the  office  of  in- 
terpreter. 

'I  cannot  eee  what  concern  ttiis  faquir  has  with  the 
boy,  who  is  probably  his  dupe  or  his  confederate,'  Ben- 
nett began,     '  We  cannot  allow  an  English  boy ■ " 
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ABSumiug  th&t  he  is  the  son  of  a  Mason,  the  8ooaer 
lie  goea  to  the  Masomc  Orphanage  the  better.' 

'  All !  That's  your  opinion  as  Secretary  to  the 
Kegiinental  Lodge,'  said  Father  Victor;  'but  we 
might  as  well  tell  the  old  man  what  we  are  going  to 
do.     He  doesn't  look  like  a  villain.' 

'  My  experience  b  that  one  can  never  fathom  the 
Oriental  mind.  Now  Kimball,  I  wish  you  to  tell 
this  man  what  I  say  —  word  for  word.' 

Kim  gathered  the  import  of  the  next  few  aen- 
tences  and  began  thus ; 

*  Holy  One,  the  thin  fool  who  looks  like  a  camel 
says  that  I  am  the  son  of  a  Sahib.' 

'  But  how  ? ' 

'  Oh,  it  is  true,     I  knew  it  since  my  birth,  but 
eould  only  find  it  out  by  rending  the  amulet  fi 
my  neck  and  reading  all  the  papers.    Ho  thinka 
once  a  Sahib  is  always  a  Sahib,  and  between  the  two 
of  them  they  purpose  to  keep  me  in  this  regiment  or 
send  me  to  a  vtadriasak  (a  school).     I  have  always 
avoided  that.     The  fat  fool  is  of  one  mind  and 
camel-like  one  of  another.     But  that  is  no  odds, 
may  spend  one  night  here  and  perbapa  the 
Then  I  will  run  away  and  return  to  thee.' 

'  But  tell  them  that  thou  art  my  chela.  Tell  them 
how  thou  didet  come  to  me  when  I  was  faint  and 
bewildered.  Tell  them  of  our  Search,  and  they  wil] 
nrely  let  thee  go  now,' 
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r  *  I  have  already  told  them.  They  laugh,  and  they 
talk  of  the  police.' 

'  What  are  you  saying? '  asked  Mr.  Bennett. 

'  Oah.  He  only  says  that  if  you  do  not  let  me  go 
it  will  stop  him  in  hia  business  —  his  ur-gent  private 
af-faiie.'  This  last  was  a.  remiuiscence  of  some  talk 
-nitb  «  Eumsian  clerk  in  the  Caoal  department,  but 
it  only  produced  a  smile,  which  nettled  him.  '  And 
if  you  did  know  what  his  business  was  you  would  not 
be  in  such  a  beastly  hurry  to  interfere.' 

'  What  is  it  then  ? '  said  Father  Victor,  not  without 
(sympathy,  aa  he  wat<?hed  the  lama's  face. 

'  There  is  a  river  iu  this  country  which  he  wishes 
to  find  BO  verree  much.     It  was  put  out  hy  an  arrow 

which '  Kim  tapped  his  foot  impatiently  as 

he  translated  in  his  own  mind  from  the  vernacular  to 
hia  clomfiy  English.  '  Oah,  it  was  made  by  our 
Lord  God  Buddha  you  know,  and  if  you  wash  there 
you  are  washed  away  from  all  your  sins  and  made  as 
vbite  as  cotton-wool.'  (Kim  had  heard  mission-talk 
in  bis  time.)  '  I  am  his  disciple,  and  we  must  find 
that  river.     It  is  verroc  valuable  to  us.' 

*  Say  that  again,'  said  Bennett.  Kim  obeyed,  with 
amplifications. 

*But  this  ifl  mere  blasphemy,'  said  the  Chuch  of 
England  chaplain. 

'  Tck  I  Tck  I '  said  Father  Victor  sympathetically. 
.*  Fd  give  a  good  deal  to  be  able  to  talk  the  vemaou- 
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lar.     A  river  that  waalies  away  sin!     And  how  long 
have  you  two  been  looking  for  it  i ' 

*  Oh,  many  days.  Now  we  wish  to  go  away  and 
look  for  it  again.     It  is  not  here,  you  8ee.' 

'  I  see,'  said  Father  Victor  gravely.  '  But  he  can't 
go  on  in  that  old  man's  company.  It  would  be  differ- 
ent, Xim,  if  you  were  not  a  soldier's  son.  Tell  him 
that  the  regiment  will  take  care  of  you  and  make  you 
as  good  a  man  as  your  —  as  good  a  man  as  can  be. 
Tell  him  that  if  he  believes  in  miracles  be  must 
Ivelieve  that ' 

'  There  is  no  need  to  play  on  his  credulity,' 
nett  interrupted. 

'  I'm  doing  no  such  thing.  He  must  believe  that 
the  boy's  coming  here  —  to  his  own  regiment  —  in 
search  of  his  Red  Bull  is  in  the  nature  of  a  miracle. 
Consider  the  chances  against  it,  Bemiett.  This  one 
boy  in  all  India,  and  our  regiment  of  all  others  oz). 
the  line  o'  march  for  him  to  meet  with  ?  It's  pi 
tined  on  the  face  of  it.  Yes,  tell  him  it's  iCi 
Kismet,  mallum  (do  you  understand) ! 

He  turned  towards  the  lama,  to  whom  be  might 
well  have  talked  of  Mesopotamia. 

'  They  say,'  —  the  old  man's  eye  lighted  at 
speech,  — '  they  say  that  the  meaning  of  my  hoi 
scope  is  now  accomplished,  and  that  being  led 
—  though  aa  thou  knowest  I  went  out  of  curioeily 
to  these  people  and  their  Red  Bull  I  must  needs 
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to  a  madrissah  and  be  turned  into  a  Sahib.  Now  I 
make  pretence  of  agreement,  for  at  the  worst  it  will 
be  but  a  few  meals  eaten  away  from  thee.  Then  I 
will  alip  away  and  follow  down  the  road  to  Saharun- 
pore.  Therefore,  Holy  One,  keep  with  that  Kulu 
woman  —  on  no  account  stray  far  from  her  rulh  till 
T  cotae  again.  Fast  question,  my  sign  is  of  war  and 
of  armed  men.  See  how  they  have  given  me  wine  to 
drink  and  sat  me  upon  a  chair  of  honour!  My 
father  must  have  been  some  great  person.  So  if 
tbey  raise  me  to  honour  among  them,  good.  If  not, 
good  again.  However  it  goes,  I  wUl  run  back  to  theo 
when  I  am  tired.  But  stay  with  the  Rajputni,  or  I 
cfaall  miss  thy  feet.  .  .  .  Oah,  yesa,'  said  the  boy, 
*  I  have  told  him  everything  you  tell  me  to  say.' 

'  And  I  cannot  see  any  need  why  he  should  wait,* 
said  Bennett,   feeling  in  his  trouser-pocket.     '  We 
inveatigate  the  details  later  —  and  I  will  give 

a  m ' 

Give  him  time.  May  be  he's  fond  of  the  lad,'  said 
Father  Victor,  half  arresting  the  clergyman's  motion. 

The  lama  dragged  forth  his  rosary  and  pulled  his 
iiage  hat-brim  over  his  eyes. 

'  What  can  he  want  now  ? ' 

'  He  says  '  —  Kim  put  up  one  hand.     *  He  says : 

Be  quitU.    He  wants  to  speak  to  me  by  himself.  You 

aee  you  do  not  know  one  little  word  of  what  he  says. 

and  I  think  if  you  talk  lie  will  perhaps  give  you  very 
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bad  curses.     When  lie  takes  those  beads  like 
you  see  he  alwaj'S  wants  to  be  quiett.' 

The  two  Englishmen  sat  overwhelmed,  but  there 
-was  a  look  in  Bennett's  eye  that  promised  ill  for  Kim 
when  he  should  be  relaxed  to  the  religious  arm. 

'  A  Sahib  and  the  son  of  a  Sahib '     The 

lama's  voice  was  harsh  with  pain,  '  But  no  white 
man  knows  the  land  and  the  customs  of  the  land  as 
thou  knowest.     How  conies  it  this  b  true  ? ' 

'  God  knows,  Holy  One :  but  remember  it  is  only 
for  a  night  or  two.  Kemember,  I  can  change  swiftly. 
It  will  all  be  as  it  was  when  1  first  spoke  to  thee 
under  Zam-Zammeh,  the  great  gun ' 

'  As  a  boy  in  the  dress  of  white  men  —  when  I 
first  went  to  the  Wonder  House.  And  a  second  time 
thou  wast  a  Hindn.  What  shall  the  third  incarnation 
be  ? '  He  chuckled  drearily.  '  Ah,  chela,  thou  hast 
done  a  wrong  to  an  old  man  because  my  heart  went 
out  to  thee.* 

'  And  mine  to  thee.  But  how  could  I  know  that 
the  Red  Bull  would  bring  me  to  this  business  ? ' 

The  lama  covered  his  face  afresh,  and  nervously 
rattled  the  rosary.  Kim  squatted  beside  him  and 
laid  hold  upon  a  fold  of  his  clothing. 

'  Now  it  is  understood  that  the  boy  is  a  Sahib  f '  he 
went  on  in  a  muffled  tone.  *  Such  a  Sahib  as  was  he 
who  kept  the  images  in  the  Wonder  House.'  The 
a'fl  experience  of  white  men  was  limited.  Ha 
[144] 


KIU 

teemed  to  be  repeating  a  lesson.     '  So  then  it  is  not 
se«ml;  that  he  should  do  other  than  as  the  Sahihe  do. 
He  must  go  back  to  bis  own  people.' 
'  For  &  da;  and  a  night  and  a  day/  Kim  pleaded. 
'No  ye  don't!'     Father  Victor  saw  Kim  edging 
^^  towards  the  door,  and  interposed  a  strong  leg. 
^^h    'I  do  not  understand  the  customs  of  white  men. 
^^pifi  Priest  of  the  Images  in  the  Wonder  House  in 
I       Liliore  was  more  courteous  than  the  thin  one  here. 
This  boy  will  be  taken  from  me.     They  will  make  a 
Saliib  of  my  disciple  ?     Woe  to  me,  how  shall  I  find 
tnj  river?     Have  they  no  disciples?     Ask.' 

'  He  says  he  ia  very  sorry  that  he  cannot  find 
the  river  now  any  more.  He  says,  Why  have  you  no 
disciples  and  stop  bothering  him?  He  wants  to  be 
washed  of  his  sins.' 

Neither  Bennett  nor  Father  Victor  found  an 
answer  ready. 

Said  Kiin  in  English,  distressed  for  the  lama's 
agony :  '  I  think  if  you  will  let  me  go  now  we  will 
walk  away  quietly  and  not  steal.  We  will  look  for 
that  river  like  before  I  was  caught.  I  wish  I  did  not 
come  here  to  find  the  Red  Bull  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing.     I  do  not  want  it.' 

*  It's  the  very  best  day's  work  you  ever  did  for 
yonrself,  young  man,'  said  Bennett 

*  Good  heavens,  I  don't  know  how  to  console  him,' 
Father  Victor,   watching  the  lama   intently, 
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*  He  can't  take  the  boy  away  with  him,  and  yet  h©*g 
a  good  man  —  I'm  sure  he's  a  good  man.  Bennett,  if 
you  give  him  that  rupee  he'll  curse  you  root  and 
branch.' 

They  listened  to  each  other's  breathing  —  three^^ 
five  full  minutes.  Then  the  lama  raised  his  head,  and 
looked  forth  across  them  into  space  and  emptinese. 

'And  I  am  a  preacher  of  the  Way,'  he  said  bitterlv. 
'  The  sin  is  mine  and  the  punishment  is  mine.     I 
made  believe  to  myself  —  for  now  I  see  it  was  but 
make-belief  —  that  thou  wast  sent  to  me  to  aid  in  tho 
Search,  So  my  heart  went  out  to  thee  for  thy  charity 
and  thy  courtesy  and  the  wisdom  of  thy  little  years.  _ 
But  those  who  follow  the  Way  must  permit  not  t 
'  ire  of  any  desire  or  attachment,  for  that  is  all  i 
sion.     As  says  .  .  .'     He  quoted  an  old,  old  Chinet 
text,  backed'  it  with  another,  and  reinforced  thee 
with  a  third.     '  I  stepped  aside  from  the  Way,  i 
chela.     It  was  no  fault  of  thine.     I  delighted  in  t 
sight  of  life,  the  new  people  upon  the  roads,  and  1 
thy  joy  at  seeing  these  things.     I  was  pleased  i 
thee  who  should  have  considered  my  Search  and  l 
Search  alone.     Now  I  am  sorrowful  because  thou  a 
taken  away  and  my  river  is  far  from  me.     It  is  t 
Law  which  I  have  broken.' 

'  Powers  of  Darkness  below ! '  said  Father  "^ 
who  beard  the  pain  in  every  sentence,  but  ondersto 
Q-word. 
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eee  now  that  the  sign  of  tbe  Red  Bull  was  a 
sign  for  me  as  well  as  for  tbee.  All  desire  is  red  — 
•Qtl  eriL    I  will  do  penance  and  find  my  river  alone.' 

*  At  leaet  go  back  to  the  Kulu  woman,'  said  Kim, 
'otherwise  thou  w-ilt  be  lost  upon  the  roads.  She 
will  feed  thee  till  I  run  hack  to  thee.' 

The  lama  waved  &  hand  to  show  that  the  matter 
WBS  finallv  settled  in  his  mind. 

'  Jfow,'  —  his  tone  altered  as  he  turned  to  Kim,  — 
*  what  will  they  do  with  thee  i    At  least  I  can  acquire 

Erit  for  paat  ill,' 
Hake  me  a  Sahib  —  so  they  think.     The  day 
er  to-morrow  I  return.     No.     Do  not  grieve.' 
Of  what  sort?     Such  an  one  as  thyself  or  that 
n  f '    He  pointed  to  Father  Victor.    '  Such  an  one 
those  I  saw  this  evening  —  men  wearing  swords 
and  stamping  heavily  4 ' 
'  May  be.' 

*  That  Is  not  well.  These  men  only  follow  desire 
and  come  to  emptiness.  Thou  must  not  be  of  this 
eort.' 

*  The  Umballa  priest  said  that  my  Star  was  War,' 
Kim  interjected.  '  I  will  ask  these  foola  —  but  there 
ia  truly  no  need.  I  will  run  away  this  night,  for  all 
I  WKnted  to  see  the  new  things.' 

Kim  put  two  or  three  queations  in   English   to 
Father  Victor,  translating  the  replies  to  the  lama. 
Then :  '  He  says,  "  You  take  him  from  me  and 
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you  cannot  say  what  you  will  make  him."    He  a 
"  TeU  me  before  I  go,  for  it  is  not  a  small  tiling  J 
make  a  child." ' 

*  You  will  be  sent  to  a  school.  IaIcp  on, 
ehaU  see.  Kimball,  I  suppose  you'd  like  to  1 
soldier?' 

'  Qorah-hg  (white-folk).     Noah  I     Noah  1 
shook  his  head  violently.     There  was  nothing  in  1 
composition  to  which  drill  and  routine  appealed, 
will  not  be  a  soldier,' 

'  You  will  be  what  you  are  told  to  be,'  said  ] 
nett ; '  and  you  should  be  grateful  that  we're  goinga 
help  you.' 

Kim  amiled  compassionately.  If  "these  men  lay 
under  the  delusion  that  he  would  do  anything  that 
he  did  not  choose,  so  much  the  better. 

Another  long  silence  followed.  Bennett  fidgeted 
with  impatience,  and  suggested  calling  a  sentry  to 
erict  the  faquir. 

'  Do  they  give  or  sell  learning  among  the  Sahibat 
Ask  them,'  said  the  lama,  and  Kim  interpreted.    ^1 

*  They  say  that  money  is  paid  to  the  teacher  —  t>l| 
that  money  the  regiment  will  give.  .  ,  .  What  nSfiAt 
It  ia  only  for  a  night.' 

'  And  the  more  money  is  paid  the  better  learning 
is  given  ? '  The  lama  disregarded  Kim's  plana  for 
an  early  flight  '  It  is  no  wrong  to  pay  for  learning; 
to  help  the  ignorant  to  wisdom  is  always  i 
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I^  ToetiTj  clicked  f  urioQ«l;  as  an  abacoe.     Then  the 
Una  raised  his  head. 

'Aflk  them  for  how  much  money  do  they  give  a 
wise  and  suitable  teaching  1  and  in  what  city  is  that 
teaching  g^ven } ' 

'  Well,'  said  Pather  Victor  in  English,  when  Kim 
lifld  translated,  '  that  depends.  The  regiment  would 
pay  for  you  all  the  time  you  are  at  the  Military  Or- 
phanage; or  you  might  go  on  the  Punjab  Masonic 
Orphanage's  list  (not  that  he  or  you  'ud  understand 
what  that  means) ;  but  the  best  schooling  a  boy  can 
get  in  India  is,  of  course,  at  St.  Xavier'a  in  Partibua 
at  Lucknow.'  This  took  some  time  to  interpret,  for 
Bennett  wished  to  cut  it  short. 

'  He  wants  to  know  how  much  ? '  said  Kim  plac- 
idly. 

'  Two  or  three  hundred  rupees  a  year.*  Father 
Victor  was  long  past  any  sense  of  amazement.  Ben- 
nett did  not  understand. 

*  He  says :  "  Write  that  name  and  the  money  upon 

a  paper  and  give  it  him."     And  he  says  you  must 

write  your  name  below,  because  he  is  going  to  write 

m;M  letter  in  some  days  to  you.     He  says  you  are  good 

^bun.     He  says  the  other  man  is  a  fool.     He  is  going 

Rway.' 

The  lama  rose  suddenly.  '  I  follow  my  Search^'  ha 
eried,  and  was  gone. 

Bell  run  slap  into  the  sentries,*  cried  Father 
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Victor,  jumping  up  ae  the  lama  Btftlked  out ;  '  bnt  I 
can't  leave  the  boy.'  Kim  made  swift  motion  to  fol- 
low, but  checked  himself.  There  was  no  sound  of 
challenge  outside.     The  lama  had  disappeared. 

Tt^iin  settled  himself  composedly  on  the  chaplain's 
eot.  At  least  the  lama  had  promised  that  he  would 
stay  with  the  Rajput  woman  from  Kulu,  and  the 
rest  was  of  the  smallest  importance.  It  pleased  him 
that  the  two  padres  were  so  evidently  excited.  They 
talked  long  in  undertones,  Father  Victor  urging  some 
scheme  on  Mr.  Bennett,  who  seemed  Incredulous. 
All  this  was  very  new  and  fascinating,  but  Kim  felt 
sleepy.  They  called  men  into  the  tent  —  one  of 
them  certainly  was  the  Colonel,  as  liis  father  had 
prophesied  —  and  they  asked  him  an  infinity  of 
queBtiona,  chiefly  about  the  woman  who  looked  after 
him,  all  of  which  Kim  answered  truthfully.  They 
did  not  seem  to  think  thewoman  was  a  good  guardian. 

After  all,  this  was  the  newest  of  his  experiences. 
Sooner  or  later,  if  he  ehose,  he  could  escape  into  the 
great,  gray,  formless  India,  outside  tents  and  padres 
and  colonels.  Meantime,  if  the  Sahibs  were  to  be 
impressed,  he  would  do  his  best  to  impress  them.  He 
too  was  a  white  man. 

After  much  talk  that  he  could  not  comprehend, 

tbey  handed  him  over  to  a  sergeant,  who  had  strict 

instructions  not  to  let  him  escape.     The  regiment 

I  %ould  go  on  to  Umballa,  and  Kim  would  be  sent  up, 
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partly  at  the  expense  of  the  Lodge  and  in  part  by 
Bubscription,  to  a  place  called  Sanawar. 

'  It's  miraculous  past  all  whooping,  Colonel,'  said 
Father  Victor,  when  he  had  talked  without  a  break 
for  ten  minutes.  '  His  Buddhist  friend  has  levanted 
after  taking  my  name  and  address.  I  can't  quite 
make  oat  whether  he'll  pay  for  the  boy's  education  or 
whether  he  is  preparing  some  sort  of  witchcraft  on 
his  own  account.'     Then  to  Kim: 

*  Tou'll  live  to  be  grateful  to  your  friend  the  Red 
Bull  yet.  We'll  make  a  man  of  you  at  Sanawar  — • 
even  at  the  price  o'  making  you  a  Protestant.' 

'  Certainly  —  most  certainly,'  said   Bennett, 
^K  '  But  you  will  not  go  to  Sanawar,'  said  Kim. 
^P'But  we  will  go  to  Sanawar,  little  man.     That's 
^The  order  of  the  Commander-in-Chief,  who's  a  trifle 
more  important  than  Private  O'Hara's  son.' 

'  You  will  not  go  to  Sanawar.  You  will  go  to  thee 
war.' 

There  was  a  shout  of  laughter  from  the  full  tent. 

'  When  you  know  your  regiment  a  trifle  better  you 
won't  eonfiise  the  line  of  march  with  line  of  battle, 
Kim.     We  hope  to  go  to  "  thee  war  "  sometime.' 

'  Oah,  I  know  all  thatt.'  Kim  drew  his  bow  again 
at  a  venture.  If  they  were  not  going  to  the  war,  at 
least  they  did  not  know  what  he  knew  of  the  talk  in 
the  verandah  at  Umballa. 

'I  know  you  are  not  at  thee  war  now ;  but  I  tell  you 
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that  as  soon  &b  you  get  to  UmballB  ;ou  will  be  sent  to 
the  war  —  the  new  war.  It  is  a  war  of  eight  thou- 
sand  men,  besiJes  the  guuB.' 

'  That'a  explicit,  D'you  add  prophecy  to  your 
other  gifts !  Take  him  along,  Sergeant.  You'll  have 
to  take  up  a  euit  for  him  from  the  Drums,  an'  have  a 
care  he  doesn't  slip  through  your  fingers.  Who  says 
the  age  of  miracles  is  gone  by !  I  think  I'll  go  to  bed. 
My  poor  mind's  weakening.' 

At  the  far  end  of  the  camp,  silent  as  a  wild  animal, 
an  hour  later  sat  Kim,  newly  washed  all  over,  in  a 
horrible  stuff  suit  that  rasped  his  arms  and  legs. 

'  A  moat  amazin'  young  bird,'  said  the  sergeant. 
'  He  turns  up  in  charge  of  a  yellow-headed  buck- 
Brahmin  priest,  with  his  father's  lodge  certificates 
round  his  neck,  talkin'  Ood  knows  what  all  of  a  red 
bulL  The  buck-Brahmin  evaporates  without  expla- 
nations, an'  the  bhoy  sets  cross-legged  on  the  chap- 
lain's bed  propbeayin'  bloody  war  to  the  men  at  large. 
Injia's  a  wild  land  for  a  God-fearin'  man.  I'll  just 
tie  bis  leg  to  the  tent-pole  in  case  he'll  go  through  th« 
roof  in  blue  flame.    What  did  ye  say  about  the  war  I ' 

'  Eight  thousand  men,  besides  guna,'  said  Kim. 
'  Very  soon  you  will  see.' 

'  You're  a  consoUn'  little  imp.     Lie  down  between 
the  drums  an'  go  to  bye-bye.     Those  two  b 
re  will  watch  your  sIumberB.' 
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CHAPTER    VI 


Haw  I  remember  comrades  — 

Old  plajmatea  on  new  seas  — 
Wtienaa  we  traded  orpitnent 

Among  the  savages  : 
Tea  thousand  leases  to  southward. 

And  thirty  years  removed  — 
^ey  knew  not  noble  Valdez, 

But  me  they  knew  and  loved. 

S<mff<ifDuffo  Valdta, 

,  VSET  early  in  the  moming  the  white  tents  cam^ 
disappeared  as  the  Mavericks  took  the 
road  to  tTmballa.  It  did  not  akirt  the  resting-place, 
■nd  Kim,  trudging  beside  a  baggage-cart  under  fire 
of  comniente  from  soldiers'  wives,  was  not  so  confi- 
dent as  overnight.  He  discovered  that  he  was  closely 
watched  —  Father  Victor  on  the  one  side,  and  Mr. 
Bennett  on  the  other. 

In  the  forenoon  the  column  checked.  A  camel- 
!rly  handed  the  Colonel  a  letter.  He  read  it,  and 
ike  to  a  Major.  Half  a  mile  in  the  rear,  Kim 
rd  a  hoarse  and  joyful  clamour  rolling  down  on 
him  through  the  thick  dust.  Then  some  one  beat 
1  on  the  back,  crying :  '  Tell  us  how  ye  knew,  y« 
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little  limb  of  Satan  ?    Father  dear,  see  if  ye 
make  him  tell.' 

A  pony  ranged  alongside,  and  he  was  hauled  on 
to  the  priest's  saddle-bow. 

'  Now,  my  son,  your  prophecy  of  last  night 
come  true.  Our  orders  are  to  entraiu  at  Umballa 
the  front  to-morrow.' 

'  What  ia  that? '  eaid  Kim,  for  '  front '  and 
train '  were  new  words  to  him. 

'  We  are  going  to  "  thee  war,"  as  you  called 

'  Of  course  you  are  going  to  thee  war.  I  eaid 
night' 

'  Ye  did;  but,  Powers  o'  Darkness,  how  did  ye 
know?' 

Kim's  eyes  sparkled.  He  shut  his  lips,  nodded  his 
head,  and  looked  unspeakable  things.  The  chaplain 
moved  on  through  tUs  dust,  and  privates,  sergeants, 
and  subalterns  called  one  another's  attention  to  the 
boy.  The  Colonel,  at  the  head  of  the  column,  stared 
at  him  curiously.  '  It  was  probably  some  bazar  ru- 
mour,' he  said ; '  but  even  then,'  —  he  referred  to 
paper  in  his  hand,  —  '  hang  it  all,  the  thing  was 
decided  within  the  last  forty-eight  hours.' 

'  Are  there  many  more  like  you  in  India ! 
Father  Victor,  '  or  are  you  by  way  o'  being  a 
naturae?  ' 

*  Now  I  have  told  you,'  said  the  boy,  '  will  yi 
me  go  back  to  my  old  man?     If  he  has  not  si 
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niii  ttat  woman  from  Kulu,  I  am  afraid  he  will 
die.' 

J  what  I  saw  of  liiin  lie's  as  well  able  to  take 
are  of  himself  as  you.  No.  YeVe  brought  us  luck, 
«b'  we're  goin'  to  make  a  man  of  you.  I'll  take  ye 
back  to  your  baggage-cart  and  ye'll  come  to  me  this 
evening.' 

For  the  rest  of  the  day  Kim  found  himself  an  ob- 
ject of  distinguished  consideration  among  e  few 
hundred  white  men.  The  storj'  of  his  appearance  in 
camp,  the  discovery  of  hia  parentage,  and  his  proph- 
acy,  had  lost  nothing  in  the  telling,  A  big,  shapeless 
white  woman  on  a  pile  of  bedding  asked  him  ia 
a  mysterious  voice  whether  bo  thought  her  hua- 
hand  would  come  back  from  the  war.  Kim  reflected 
gravely,  and  said  that  he  would,  and  the  woman  gave 
him  food.  In  many  respects,  this  big  procession  that 
played  music  at  intervals  —  this  crowd  that  talked 
and  laughed  so  easily  —  resembled  a  festival  in  La- 
hore city.  So  far,  there  was  no  sign  of  hard  work, 
^Bhd  he  resolved  to  lend  the  spectacle  his  patronage. 
^Bv  evening  there  came  out  to  meet  them  bands  of 
mtisic,  and  played  the  Mavericks  into  camp  near 
Umballa  railway  station.  That  was  an  exciting 
night.  Men  of  other  regiments  came  to  visit  tha 
Mavericks.  The  Mavericks  went  visiting  on  their 
own  account.  Their  pickets  hurried  forth  to  bring 
I  back,  met  pickets  of  strange  regiments  on  the 
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Bame  duty;  and,  after  a  wiiile,  the  buglea  blew  madly 
for  more  pickets  with  officers  to  control  the  tiunult. 
The  Mavericks  had  a  reputation  for  liveliness  to  live 
np  to.  But  they  fell  in  on  the  platform  next  moro- 
ing  in  perfect  shape  and  condition;  and  Kim,  loft 
behind  with  the  sick,  women,  and  boys,  found  him- 
Belf  shouting  farewells  with  the  beat  aa  the  trains 
drew  away.  Life  as  a  Sahib  was  amusing  so  far;  but 
he  touched  it  with  a  very  cautious  hand.  Then  they 
marched  him  back  in  charge  of  a  drummer-boy  to 
empty,  lime-washed  barracks,  whose  floors  were  cov- 
ered with  rubbish  and  string  and  paper,  and  whose 
ceilings  gave  back  his  lonely  footfall.  Native  fash- 
ion, he  curled  himself  up  on  a  stripped  cot  and  went 
to  sleep.  An  angry  man  stumped  down  the  veran- 
dah, woke  him  up,  and  said  he  was  a  schoolmaster. 
This  was  enough  for  Kim,  and  he  retired  into  his 
shell.  He  could  jiist  puzzle  out  the  various  English 
police  notices  in  Lahore  city,  because  they  affected 
bis  comfort;  and  among  the  many  guests  of  the  wO' 
man  of  the  kabarri  shop  had  been  a  queer  German 
who  painted  sceneryfor  theParsee  travelling  theatre. 
He  told  Kim  that  he  had  been  '  on  the  barricades  in 
Forty-eight,'  and  therefore  —  at  least  that  was  how 
it  struck  Kim  —  he  would  teach  the  boy  to  write  in 
return  for  food.  Kim  had  been  kicked  as  far  as  sin^ 
gle  letters,  but  did  not  approve  of  the  road  te 
learning. 
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*I  lb  out  know  kn^thiiig.  Go  away  I '  Baid  Kxatf 
oentuig  enL  Whereupon  the  man  taught  him  hv 
Che  ear,  dragged  him  to  a  room  in  a  faroff  wing 
n'here  a  dozen  dmnimer-boyB  were  sitting  on  forms, 
£ud  told  bim  to  be  still  if  he  could  do  nothing  else. 
This  he  managed  renr  sncceesfuUy.  The  man  ex> 
plained  Bomething  or  other  with  vbit«  lines  on  a 
black  board  for  at  least  half  an  boor,  and  KJm  con- 
tiniied  his  interrupted  nap.  Be  did  not  approve  of 
Jie  ]a«sent  aapect  of  affairs,  for  this  was  tlie  very 
school  and  discipline  he  bad  spent  two-thirds  of  kis 
Toong  life  in  avoiding.  Suddenly  a  beautiful  idea 
ooenrred  to  bim,  and  he  wondered  that  be  bad  not 
thonght  of  it  before. 

The  man  dismissed  them,  and  first  to  spring 
tlirougbtheTerandahinto  the  open  sunshine w^s  Kim. 

'  'Ere  you !  'Alt !  Stop  I '  said  a  high  voice  at  bia 
heels.  '  Fve  got  to  look  after  you.  My  orders  are 
not  to  let  you  out  of  my  sight.  Where  are  you  goin'  V 

It  was  the  dnimmerboy  who  had  been  han^ng 
ronnd  him  all  the  forenoon  —  a  fat  and  freckled  per- 
son of  about  fourteen,  and  Kim  loathed  him  from 
the  soles  of  bis  boots  to  bis  cap-ribbons. 

'To  the  bazar  —  to  get  sweets — for  you,'  said 
Kim,  after  thought. 

'  Well,  the  bazar's  out  o'  bounds.  If  we  go  there 
we'll  get  a  dressing-down.     You  come  back.' 

'  How  near  can  we  go  i '  Kim  did  not  know  whtb 
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bounds  meant,  but  he  wished  to  be  polite  —  f 
present 

'  'Ow  near?     'Ow  far,  you  mean?     We  can  | 
far  ae  that  tree  down  the  road.' 

'  Then  I  will  go  there.' 

*  All  right.  1  ain't  goin',  It'a  too  'ot. 
watch  jou  from  'ere.  It's  no  good  your  i 
away.  If  you  did,  they'd  spot  you  by  your  clotbw. 
That's  regimental  stuff  you're  wearin'.  There  ain't 
a  picket  in  Uniballa  wouldn't  'ead  you  back  quicker 
than  you  started  out.' 

This  did  not  impress  Kim  as  much  as  the  know- 
ledge that  his  raiment  would  tire  him  out  if  he  tried 
to  run.  He  slouched  to  the  tree  at  the  ooraer  of  v 
bare  road  leading  towards  the  bazar,  and  eyed  the 
natives  as  they  passed.  Most  of  them  were  barrack- 
servants  of  the  lowest  cast^,  Kim  hailed  a  sweeper, 
who  promptly  retorted  with  a  piece  of  unneceesaij 
insolence,  in  the  natural  belief  that  the  European 
boy  could  not  understand.  The  low,  quick  answer 
undeceived  him.  Kim  put  his  fettered  soul  into  it, 
thankful  for  the  late  chance  to  abuse  somebody  in  the 
tougue  he  knew  be*t.  '  Aud  now,  go  to  the  I 
letter-writer  in  the  bazar  and  tell  him  to  c 
I  would  write  a  letter.' 

'  But  —  but  what  manner  of  white  man's  son  art 

thou,  to  need  a  bazar  letter-writer?   Is  there  not  * 

Bohoolmaster  in  the  barracks  ? ' 

ri581 


16  IH 


KIM 

'  Ay;  and  hell  ts  full  of  the  same  sort.  Do  mjr 
r-ier,  you  —  you  Od!  Thy  mother  was  married 
mder  a  basket!  Servant  of  Lai  Beg'  (Kim  knew 
t!w?  god  of  the  sweepers),  '  run  on  my  business  or  we 
"-il!  talk  again.' 

'fbe  6weeper  shuffled  off  in  baste.  '  There  is  a 
white  boy  by  the  barracks,  waiting  under  a  tree,  who 
13  not  a  white  boy,'  he  stammered  to  the  first  bazar 
l.'Iter-writer  h©  came  across.     'He  needs  thee.' 

'  Will  he  payi'  said  that  spruce  scribe,  gathering 
up  his  desk  and  pens  and  sealing-wax  all  in  order, 

'  I  do  not  know.  He  is  not  like  other  boys.  Go 
and  see.' 

Kim  danced  with  impatience  when  the  aUm  young 
Kayetb  hove  iu  sight.  As  soon  as  his  voice  could 
carry  he  cursed  him  volubly. 

'  First  I  will  take  my  pay,'  the  letter-writer  said. 
'  Bad  words  have  made  the  price  higher.  But  who 
art  thou,  dressed  in  that  fashion,  to  speak  in  this 
fashion  ? ' 

*  Aha  I  That  is  in  the  letter  which  thou  sbalt 
writ«.  Never  was  such  a  tale.  But  I  am  in  no  haste. 
Another  writer  will  serve  me.  Umballa  city  ia  as 
full  of  them  as  is  Lahore.' 

'  Four  annas,'  said  the  writer,  sitting  down  and 
spreading  his  cloth  in  the  shade  of  a  deserted  bar- 
rack wing. 
r3{echanically  "KJm  squatted  beside  him, — squatted 
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ts  only  the  nattvee  can,  —  in  spite  of  the  abomiiiable 
clinging  trousers. 

The  writer  regarded  him  sideways. 

'  That  ifl  the  price  to  ask  of  Sahibs,'  said  Kim. 
'  Now  fix  me  a  true  one,' 

'  An  anna  and  a  half.  How  do  I  know,  having 
written  the  letter,  that  thou  wilt  not  run  away ! ' 

'  I  must  not  go  beyond  this  tree,  and  there  is  also 
the  stamp  to  be  considered.' 

'  I  get  no  commission  on  the  price  of  the  stamp. 
Once  more,  what  manner  of  white  boy  art  thou  I ' 

'  That  shall  be  said  in  th&  better,  which  ia  to  Mab- 
bub  All,  the  horse-dealer  in  the  Kashmir  Serai,  at 
Lahore.     lie  is  my  friend.' 

'Wonder  on  wonder  1 '  murmured  the  letter-writer, 
dipping  a  reed  in  the  inkstand.  '  To  be  written  in 
Hindi?' 

'  Assuredly.  To  Mahbub  Ali  then.  Begin.  / 
hoflje  come  down  vjith  the  old  man  as  far  as  UmbaUa 
in  the  tram.  At  Umlal-l^  J  carried  the  tietaa  of  the 
half  mare's  pedigree.^  After  what  he  had  seen  in  the 
garden,  he  was  not  going  to  write  of  white  stallions. 

'  Slower  a  little.  What  has  a  bay  mare  to  dot 
...  Is  it  Mahbub  AIJ,  the  great  dealer?  * 

'  Who  else  ?  I  have  been  in  his  serrice.  Taka 
morfe  ink.  Again.  As  the  order  woe,  so  I  did  ii,  Wa 
then  weTit  on,  foot  towards  Senares,  hut  on  ths  third 
iatf  v>6  found  a  certain  regiment.    Ia  that  downt ' 
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'  Ay,  pulton,'  murmured  the  writer,  all  ears. 
'IvmU  into  their  camp  and  was  caicght,  and  hy 
«  of  OiS  rJiarm  about  viy  neck,  which  thou  know- 
'f  ii  vftu  esiahlis/ied  that  J  was  ths  son  of  gome  man 
i  tha  regiment:   according  to  tlie  propfiecy  of  the 
r£ed  BuUy  which  thou  knowest  was  common  talk  of 
the  hazard      Kim  waited  for  this  shaft  to  sink  into 
the  letter- writer's  heart,  cleared  his  throat,  and  con- 
tinued :     ^A  jpriest  clothed  vie  and  game  me  a  new 
name.    .  .    .    One  prieat,  however,  was  a  fool.     The 
eU>the$  are  very  hea/cy,  hut  I  am.  a  Sahib   and  my 
I  M  heavy  too.     They  send  me  to  a  school  a/nd 
I  do  TiCt  like  the  air  and  water  ?iere.     Come 
I  ajid  help  me,  Mahhvh  AH,  or  ssTid  me  some 
'/,for  I  Aa/va  not  sufficient  to  pay  Vie  writer  who 
a  this.* 
'  Who  writes  this.     It  is   my  own  fault  that  I 
B  tricked.     But  what  a  tale  I    What  a  tale  I    la  it 
true  by  any  chance ) ' 

'  It  does  not  profit  to  tell  lies  to  Mahbub  Ali.  It 
IB  better  to  help  bis  friends  by  lending  them  a  stamp 
than  to  ask  questions.  When  the  money  comes  I  will 
repay  in  Umballa.' 

Tbewritergnmted  doubtfully,  but  took  a  atampout 
of  his  deskj  sealed  the  letter,  handed  it  over  to  Kim, 
and  departed.     Mahbub  Ali'e  was  a  name  of  power. 

*  That  is  the  way  to  win  a  good  account  with  the 
gods/  Kim  shouted  after  him. 
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*  Pay  me  twice  over  when  the  money  comes,'  the 
man  cried  over  his  shoulder. 

'  What  WEB  you  bukkin'  to  that  nigger  abont  1 ' 
said  the  drumaier-boy  when  Kim  returned  to  the 
Terandah.     '  I  was  watchin'  you.' 

*  Oah.     I  was  only  talkin'  to  him.' 

*  Tou  talk  same  as  a  nigger,  don't  you  ? ' 

*  Noah !  Noah  1  I  onlee  epeak  &  Utile.  Wliat 
shall  we  do  now  ? ' 

'  The  bugles'ill  go  for  dinner  in  arf  a  minute.  My 
Gawd!  I  wish  I'd  gone  up  to  the  front  with  the 
regiment.  It's  awful  doin*  nothin'  but  school  down 
*ere.     Don't  you  'ate  it  J ' 

'  Oah  yesa  I ' 

'  I'd  nm  away  if  I  knew  where  to  go  to,  but,  i 
men  Bay,  in  this  blooniin'  Injia  you're  only  a  prisoned 
at  large.     Tou  can't  desert  without  bein'  took  back 
at  once.     I'm  fair  sick  of  it.' 

*  You  have  been  in  Be  —  England ! ' 

*  W'y,  I  only  come  out  last  troopin'  i 
my  mother.     I  ghould  think  I  'ave  been  in  England. 
What  an  ignorant  little  beggar  you  are.     You  waa 
brought  up  in  the  gutter,  wasn't  you  1 ' 

'  Oah  yeas.  Tell  me  something  about  England. 
My  father  he  did  come  from  there.' 

Though  be  would  not  say  so,  Kim  of  course  dis- 
believed every  word  the  drummer-boy  spoke  about 
the  Liverpool  suburb  which  waa  bis  England.     ]^jt 
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the  heavy  time  till  dinner  —  a  most  unappe- 
dsing  meal  served  to  the  boys  and  a  few  Invalids  in  a 
eomer  of  a  barrack-room.  But  that  he  had  written, 
to  Mahbab  Ali,  Kim  would  have  been  abnoet  de- 
pressed. The  indifference  of  native  crowds  he  was 
used  to ;  but  this  loneliness  among  white  men  preyed 
on  him.  He  was  grateful  when,  in  the  course  of  the 
nfternoon,  a  big  soldier  took  him  over  to  Father 
Victor,  who  lived  in  another  wing  across  another 
dnsty  parade-ground.  The  priest  was  lyiiig  in  a  chair 
reading  a  letter  written  in  purple  ink.  He  looked  at 
K'Tn  more  curiously  than  ever. 

'  An'  how  do  you  like  it,  my  son,  as  far  as  you've 
gone  ?  Not  much,  eh.  ?  It  must  be  hard  —  very  hard 
on  a  wild  animal.     Listen  now.     I've   au  amazin' 

;ter  from  your  friend.' 
Where  is  he?    la  he  well?    Oah!    If  he  knows  to 

tte  me  letters,  it  is  all  right.' 
You're  fond  of  him  then  ? ' 

*  Of  course  I  am  fond  of  him.  He  was  fond  of  me.* 

'It  seeniB  so  by  the  look  of  this.  He  can't  write 
English,  can  he  ?  * 

'  Oah  no,  Ifot  that  I  know,  but  of  course  he  found 
a  lett«r-writer  who  can  write  English  verree  well, 
and  so  he  wrote.     I  do  hope  you  understand,' 

'  That  accounts  for  it.  D'you  know  anything 
about  his  money  affairs ! '     Kim's  face  showed  that 
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*  How  can  I  tell  ? ' 

'  That's  what  I'm  askiii'.  Now  listen  If  you  can 
make  head  or  tail  o'  this.  We'll  skip  the  first 
part.  .  .  .  It's  written  from  Jagadir  RoaJ.  .  ,  . 
"  ^itmg  on  vsayside  in  grwoa  meditation,  trusting  to 
Jfl  fallowed  with  ymir  JToTimir's  applaiise  of  present 
tt^,  ichich  recormnend  yrmr  Jlonour  to  ev^'ute  fop 
AlTnigKty  God^a  sake.  Education  is  greatest  llesainy 
^  of  beat  sorts.  Otiterwise  no  earthJy  use."  Faith, 
the  old  man'a  hit  the  bull's-eye  that  time.  ^^  Jfyowf 
Honour  condeacending  giving  my  boy  best  educations 
Xavier "  (I  suppose  that's  St.  Xavier  in  Partibus) 
*'tn  terms  of  our  conversation  dated  in  your  tent 
15th  instant "  (a  business-like  touch  there !)  "  then 
Almighty  God  blessing  your  honour's  succeedings  to 
third  an'  fourth  generation  and"  —  now  Ibten!  — 
"  confide  in  your  Honour's  /lumile  servant  for  ade- 
quate remuneration  j>er  Aoondie  per  annutn  three 
hundred  rupees  a  year  to  07i£  eirpensive  education  ^ 
Xavier,  Zucknow,  and  allow  small  time  toforteard 
soma  per  hoondie  sent  to  any  part  of  India  as  your 
Honour  shall  address  himself.  This  servant  tfyour 
Honour  has  presenUy  no  place  to  lay  crown  of  hi* 
head,  but  going  to  Benares  by  train  on  account  of 
persecution  of  old  woman  talJcimg  eo  much  and 
IS  residing  Saharunpore  in  any  domestic  ca- 
Now  what  in  the  world  does  that  mean  T  * 

'  8he  has  asked  him  to  be  family  priest  at  t 
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f  He  would  not  do  that  on  account  of  his 
K*  She  did  talk  a  very  great  deal.' 

'  It's  clear  to  you,  is  it?  It  beats  me  altogether. 
"So  going  to  Jienarea,  where  wiUfitid  addreas  and 
fortoard  rupees  for  hoy  who  w  aj)ple  of  eyfy  amdfor 
Almighty  God^e  sake  execute  ihta  education,  and 
your  petitioner  o#  m  duty  honnd  shall  ever  avfuliy 
pray.  WHiten  ly  Sob^rao  Saiai,  Failed  entrance 
A.liahahad  University,  for  Ventfralle  Tenhoo  lama 
tita  priest  of  BuAshzen  looking  for  a  river ^  address  carl 
of  Tirthanier'a  Temple,  Bejtarea.  P.M. — Please 
nota  hoy  is  apple  of  eye,  and  rupees  shall  he  sent  per 
hoondM  three  hundred  per  annum.  For  God  AU 
tnigkty's  sake." 

'  Now  is  that  ravin'  lunacy  or  a  business  proposi- 
tion! I  ask  you,  because  I'm  fairly  at  my  wits' 
end.' 

'  He  says  he  will  give  me  three  hundred  rupeea  a 
year,  so  he  wiU  give  me  them.' 

'  Oh,  that's  the  way  you  look  at  it,  is  it ! ' 

*  Of  course.     If  he  says  so  I  ' 

tThe  priest  whistled ;  then  he  addressed  Kim  as  an 
ulL 

*  I  don't  believe  it ;  but  we'U  see.  You  were  goin' 
off  to-day  to  the  Military  Orphanage  at  Sanawar, 
where  the  repment  would  keep  you  till  you  were  old 
enough  to  enlist.     Te'd  be  brought  up  to  the  Church 

.  fii  England.     Bennett  arranged  for  that.     On  the 
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other  hAnd,  if  ye  go  to  St.  Savier'a  ye'll  get  ft  better 
education  an'  —  au'  can  have  your  choice  of  re- 
ligions.    D'ye  see  my  dilemma  i ' 

Kim  saw  nothing  save  a  vision  of  the  lama  going 
south  in  a  train  with  none  to  beg  for  him, 

'  Like  most  people,  I'm  going  to  temporise.  If 
your  friend  sends  the  money  from  Benares  —  Pow- 
ers of  Darkness  below,  where's  a  street-beggar  to 
raise  three  hundred  rupees? — ye'll  go  down  to 
Lnctnow  and  I'll  pay  your  fare,  because  I  can't 
touch  the  Bubacription-money  if  I'm  going,  as  it's  my 
duty,  to  make  ye  a  Catholic.  If  he  doesn't,  ye'll  go 
to  the  Ifilitary  Orphanage  at  the  regiment's  ex- 
pense. I'U  allow  three  days'  grace  to  the  old  man. 
Even  then,  if  he  fails  in  his  payments  later  on  .  .  . 
but  it's  beyond  me.  We  can  only  walk  one  step  at  a 
time  in  this  world,  praise  God,  An'  they  sent  Ben- 
nett to  the  front  an'  left  me  behind.  He  c 
everything.' 

'  Oah  yess,'  said  Sim  vaguely. 

'  D'ye  know,'  the  priest  leaned  forward,  '  Td  give 
a  month's  pay  to  find  what's  goin'  on  inaide  that  little 
round  head  of  yours.' 

*  There  is  nothing,'  said  Kim,  and  scratched  it. 
He  was  wondering  whether  Mahbub  Ali  would  send 
him  as  much  as  a  whole  rupee.  Then  he  could  pay 
the  letter-writer  and  write  letters  to  the  lama  at 
^£enares.     Perhaps  Mahbub  Ali  would  visit  h 
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time  he  came  south  -with  horsea.  Surel7  Mahbub  Alt 
must  know  that  Kim's  deliver;  of  the  letter  to  the 
officer  at  Umballa  had  caused  the  great  war  which 
the  men  and  hoys  had  discussed  so  loudly  over  the 
dinner- tables.  But  if  Mahbub  Ali  did  not  know  this, 
it  would  be  very  unsafe  to  tell  him  so.  Mahbub  Ali 
was  severe  with  boys  who  knew,  or  thought  they 
knew,  too  much. 

'  Well,  till  I  get  further  news '  —  Father  Victor's 
Toice  intemipted  the  reverie  — '  ye  can  run  along 
md  play  with  the  other  boys.  They'll  teach  ye  soine- 
—  but  I  don't  think  ye'D  like  it.' 
The  day  dragged  to  its  weary  end.  When  he 
wished  to  sleep  he  was  instructed  how  to  fold  up  hia 
clothes  and  set  out  his  boots,  the  other  boys  deriding. 
Bugles  waked  him  in  the  dawn ;  the  schoolmaster 
caught  hitn  after  breakfast,  thrust  a  page  of  mean- 
ingless characters  under  liis  nose,gave  them  senseless 
names,  and  whacked  hiui  without  reason.  Kim 
thought  serioualy  of  poisoning  him  with  opium  bor- 
rowed from  a  barrack-sweeper,  but  reflected  that,  as 
they  all  ate  at  one  table  in  public  (this  was  pecul- 
iarly revolting  to  Kim,  who  preferred  to  turn  his 
back  on  the  world  at  meals),  the  stroke  might  be 
dangerous.  Then  he  thought  of  running  off  to  the 
Tillage  where  the  priest  had  tried  to  drug  the  lama 
< — the  village  where  the  old  soldier  lir->d.  It  ronlf? 
nly  be  a  few  nules  to  the  westward.  The  heavy 
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trousers  and  jacket  seemed  to  cripple  body  and  mind 
alike,  and  he  abandoned  the  project  with  a  Bigh,  and 
fell  back.  Oriental  fashion,  on  time  and  ehance. 
Three  days  of  torment  passed  in  the  big,  echoing 
white  rooms.  He  walked  out  of  afternoons  under 
escort  of  the  drummer-boy,  and  all  he  heard  from  hia 
companion  were  the  few  useless  words  which  seemed 
to  make  two-thirds  of  the  white  man's  abuse.  Kim 
knew  and  despised  them  all  long  ago.  The  boy 
resented  his  silence  and  lack  of  interest  by  beating 
him,  as  was  only  natural.  He  did  not  care  for  any 
of  the  bazars  which  were  in  bounds.  He  called  all 
natives  'niggers';  yet  serrauts  and  sweepers  called 
him  abominable  names  to  his  face,  and,  misled  by 
their  deferential  attitude,  he  never  understood.  This 
somewhat  consoled  Kim  for  the  beatings. 

On  the  morning  of  the  fourth  day  a  judgment 
overtook  that  drummer.  They  had  gone  out  together 
townrds  Uraballtt  race-course.  He  returned  alone, 
weeping,  with  news  that  young  O'Hara,  to  whom  he 
had  been  doing  nothing  in  particular,  had  hailed  a 
Bcarlet-bearded  nigger  on  horseback;  that  the  nigger 
then  and  there  laid  into  him  with  a  peculiarly  adhe- 
sive quirt,  picked  up  young  O'Hara,  and  bore  him 
off  at  full  gallop.  The9e  tidings  came  to  Father  Vic- 
tor, and  he  drew  down  his  long  upper  lip.  H«  had 
already  been  sufficiently  startled  by  a  letter  from  the 
Temple  of  the  Tirthankers  at  Benares,  encloeing  I 
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native  banker's  note  of  hand  for  three  bondred 
rupees,  aad  an  amazing  prayer  to  '  Almightj  Qod.' 
The  lama  would  have  been  more  annoyed  than  the 
priest  had  be  known  how  the  bazar  lettei^writer  bad 
trimslated  his  phrase  '  to  acquire  merit.' 

'  Powers  of  Darkness  below ! '  Father  Victor 
fumbled  with  the  note.  '  An*  now  he's  gone  off  with 
another  of  bis  peep-o'-daj  frienda.  X  don't  know 
whether  it  will  be  a  greater  relief  to  me  to  get  him 
back  or  to  have  him  lost.  He's  beyond  my  compre- 
hension. How  the  Divil  —  yes,  he's  the  man  I  mean 
—  can  a  street-beggar  raise  money  to  educate  white 
boyst' 

Three  miles  off,  on  Umballa  race-course,  Mahbub 
All,  riding  a  plunging  gray  CabuH  stallion  with  Kim 
in  front  of  him,  was  saying : 

'  But,  Little  Friend  of  all  the  World,  there  is  my 
lumour  and  reputation  to  be  considered.  All  the 
officer  Sahibs  in  all  the  regiments  and  all  Umballa, 
know  Mahbub  Ali.  Hen  saw  me  pick  thee  up  and 
cbeatise  that  boy.  We  are  seen  now  from  far  across 
this  plain.  How  can  I  take  thee  away,  or  account 
for  thy  dbappearing  if  I  set  thee  down  and  let  thee 
run  off  into  the  crops  ?  They  would  put  me  in  jaiL 
Be  patient.  Once  a  Saliib,  always  a  Sahib.  When 
thou  art  a  man  —  who  knowa  —  thou  wilt  be  grate- 
ful to  Mahbub  AH.' 

*  Take  me  away  or  let  me  go.  Give  me  t  littls 
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money  and  I  will  go  south  to  Benares  in  the  t 
snd  be  with  mj  lama  again.  I  do  not  want  to  1 
Bahib,  and,  O  Mahbub  AH,  remember  I  did  delv 
that  message.' 

The  stallion  bounded  wildly.  Mahbub  Ali  had  m- 
cautiously  driven  home  the  sharp-edged  stirrup,  (He 
was  not  the  new  sort  of  fluent  horse-dealer  who  wears 
English  boots  and  spurs.)  Kjtn  drew  liis  own  con- 
clusions from  that  betrayal. 

'  That  was  a  small  matter.  It  lay  on  the  straight 
road  to  Benares.  I  and  the  Sahib  have  by  this  time 
forgotten  it.  I  send  so  many  letters  and  messages  to 
men  who  ask  questions  about  horses,  I  cannot  well 
remember  one  from  the  other.  Was  it  some  matter 
of  a  bay  mare  that  Peters  Sahib  wished  the  pedigree 
of?' 

Kim  saw  the  trap  at  once.     If  he  bad  said  'bay 
mare  '  Mahbub  would  have  known  by  his  very 
ness  to  fall  in  with  the  amendment  that  the  boy 
pected  something.     Kim  replied  therefore 

'  Bay  mare.  No.  /  do  not  forget  my  messages 
thus.     It  was  a  white  stallion.' 

'  Ay,  so  it  was.  A  white  Arab  stallion.  But  thou 
didst  ^vrite  bay  marc  to  me.' 

'Who  cares  to  tell  truth  to  a  letter-writer  I 
Kim  answered,  feeling  Hahbub's  palm  on  his  hi 

'Hi!  Mahbub,  you  old  villain,  pull  up 
voice,  and  an  Englishman  raced  alongside  on  a  little 
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1  Jol(^pony.     '  I've  been  chasing  you  half  over  the 
maidan.     That  Cabuli  of  yours  can  go.     For  sale,  I 


'  Aha,'  said  Mahbub,  smoothly  reeling  out  the  old, 
old  lie  in  the  vernacular,  '  goes  in  a  cart :  carries  a 

lady  and ' 

'  Plays  polo  and  waits  at  table.     Tee.     We  know 

ftll  that.     What  the  deuce  have  you  got  there  i ' 

^L    '  A  boy,'  said  Mahbub  gravely.     '  He  was  being 

^Htaten  by  another  boy.     His  father  was  once  a  white 

^^oldier  in  the  big  war  '  (Mahbub  meant  the  Afghan 

war  of  '79).     '  The  boy  was  a  child  in  Lahore  city. 

He  played  with  my  horses  when  he  was  a  babe.    Now 

I  think  they  will  make  him  a  soldier.     Ho  has  been 

newly  canght  by  his  father's  regiment  that  went  up 

to  the  war  last  week.     But  I  do  not  think  he  wants 

to  be  a  soldier.    I  take  him  for  a  ride.    Now  it  is  time 

to  go  home.     Tell  me  where  thy  barracks  are  and  I 

will  set  thee  down.' 

'  Let  me  go.     I  can  go  to  the  barracks  alone.' 
^H  *  And  if  thou  runnest  away  who  will  say  it  is  not 
^Ly  fault!' 

^*    '  HoHl  run  back  to  his  dinner.     Where  has  he  to 
run  to  ? '  the  Englishman  asked. 

*  He  was  bom  in  the  land.  He  has  friends.  He 
goes  where  be  chooses.  He  is  a  ckaluk  gawai  (a  sharp 
chap).  It  needs  only  to  change  his  clothing,  and  in 
f  he  would  be  a  low-caste  Hindi  boy.' 


'  The  deace  he  would  I '  The  Eoglishnuui,  of  a 
«uddea,  looked  critically  at  the  boy  as  Mahbub 
headed  towards  the  barracks.  Tfim  ground  his  teeth. 
Mabbiib  was  betraying  him,  mercilessly  mocking  him 
the  while,  as  faithless  Afghans  will ;  for  he  went  on : 

'  They  will  send  him  to  a  school  and  put  heavy 
boots  on  his  feet  and  swaddle  him  in  these  clothes. 
Then  he  will  forget  all  he  knows.  Now  which  of  tha 
barracks  yonder  is  thine  ? '  H 

Kim  pointed  —  he  could  not  speak  —  to  Fatht^ 
Victor's  wing,  all  staring  white  across  the  plain.     H 
the  Englishman  had  not  come  he  might  have  pre- 
vailed upon  Mahbub  to  let  him  go.    Kow,  his  chance 
TraB  lost 

'  Perhaps  he  will  make  a  good  soldier,'  said  Mah- 
bub reflectively.  *  He  will  make  a  good  orderly  at 
least.  I  sent  hira  to  deliver  a  message  once  —  a  mes- 
sage to  this  town  —  from  Lahore.  A  message  con- 
cerning the  pedigree  of  a  white  stallion.' 

*  Ah,'  said  the  Englishman,  lazily  rubbing  his 
pony's  damp  withers  with  his  whip-butt.  '  Who  will 
make  the  boy  a  soldier  ? ' 

'  He  says  even  the  regiment  that  found  bim,  and 
especially  the  padre-sahib  of  that  regiment.* 

'  There  is  the  padre  1 '  Kim  pointed  to  the  bare- 
beaded  Father  Victor  sailing  down  apoH  them  from 
the  verandah. 

'  Powers  o'  Darkness  below,  O'Hara !     How  n 
[179] 


Howmai^H 


Kill 

more  mixed  frieads  do  jrou  keep  in  Aaia  i '  be  cried, 
u  Kim  slid  down  and  stood  helplessly  before  bim. 

'  Good  morning,  Padre,'  the  Colonel  said  cheerily. 
*  I  know  you  by  reputation  well  enough.  Meant  to 
have  come  over  and  called  before  thU.  I'm  Creighton.' 

'  Of  the  Ethnological  Survey  1 '  said  Father  Vic- 
tor. The  Colonel  nodded.  '  Faith,  I'm  glad  to  meet 
je  then;  an'  I  owe  you  some  thanks  for  bringing 
back  the  boy.' 

*  No  thanks  to  me,  Padre.  Besides,  the  boy  wasn't 
going  away.  You  don't  know  old  Mahbub  AU '  — 
the  horse-dealer  sat  impassive  in  the  sunlight.  *  You 
will  when  jon  have  been  in  the  station  a  month.  He 
sells  us  all  our  crocks.  He  seems  to  have  met  your 
boy  somewhere  up  country.  That  boy  is  rather  a 
cnriosi^.     Can  you  toll  me  anything  about  him  ? ' 

'  Can  I  tell  you  ? '  puffed  Father  Victor.  '  You'll 
be  the  one  man  that  could  help  me  in  my  quandaries. 
I'll  call  B  boy  to  hold  your  horse  if  ye  can  give  me 
your  attention  for  a  few  minutes.  Tell  you !  Powers 
o'  Darkness  I  I'm  bursting  to  tell  some  one  who 
knows  something  o'  the  native.' 

A  groom  came  round  the  comer.  Colonel  Creigh- 
ton raised  his  voice,  speaking  in  Urdu.  '  Very  good, 
3&hbab  Ali,  but  what  is  the  use  of  telling  me  all 
those  stories  about  the  pony.  Not  one  pie  more  than 
three  hundred  and  fifty  rupees  will  I  give.' 

*  The  Sahib  is  a  little  hot  and  angry  after  ridii 
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the  horse-dealer  returned,  with  the  leer  of  a  privi- 
leged jester.  '  Presently  he  will  see  the  horse's 
points  more  clearly.  We  will  Bay  four  hundred 
rupees  ?  No  i  Good.  I  will  wait  then  till  he  has 
finished  his  talk  with  the  padre.  I  will  wait  under 
that  tree,' 

'  Confound  you  I '  The  Colonel  laughed.  '  That 
comes  of  looking  at  one  of  Mahbub's  horses.  He's  a 
regular  old  leech,  Padre.  Wait  then,  if  thou  hast  so 
much  time  to  spare,  Mahbub.  Now  I'm  at  your  ser- 
vice, Padre,  Where  is  the  boy?  Oh,  he's  gone  off  to 
collogue  mtb  Mahbab.  Queer  sort  of  boy.  These 
native-bred  brats  always  prefer  to  jabber  with  Asiat- 
ics. Might  I  ask  you  to  send  my  mare  round  under 
cover!     She's  a  trifle  warm.' 

He  dropped  into  a  long  chair  which  commanded 
a  clear  view  of  Kim  and  Mahbub  Ali  in  conference 
beneath  the  tree.  The  groom,  who  would  have  given 
his  eyes  for  a  word  or  two  from  the  eminent  horse- 
dealer,  took  the  mare  away.  The  padre  went  indoors 
for  cheroots. 

Creighton  heard  "Kim  say  bitterly :  '  Trust  a  Brah- 
min before  a  snake,  and  a  snake  before  a  harlot,  and 
a  harlot  before  an  Afghan,  Mahbub  All.' 

'  That  is  all  one,'  the  great  red  beard  wagged  sol- 
emnly. '  Children  should  not  see  a  carpet  on  ths 
loom  till  the  pattern  io  made  plain.  Believe  me, 
I  Friend  of  all  the  World,  I  do  thee  great  service.  One 
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at  Isaat  is  sure.  They  will  not  make  a  soldier 
of  thee.' 

'  You  crafty  old  Binner,'  thonght  Creighton.  '  But 
you're  not  far  wrong.  That  boy  mustn't  be  wasted 
if  be  is  as  advertised.' 

'  Excuse  me  half  a  minute,'  cried  the  padre  from 
vitbin,  '  but  I'm  gettin'  the  documents  of  the  case.' 

'If  through  me  the  favour  of  this  great  and  wise 
Colonel  Sahib  comes  to  tbee  and,  after  a  while,  thou 
art  raised  to  honour,  what  thanks  wilt  thou  give 
Mahbub  Ali  when  thou  art  a  man  ? ' 

'Nay,  nay;  I  begged  thee  to  let  me  take  the  road 
Bgaiii)  where  I  should  have  been  safe;  and  thou  hast 
sold  me  bark  to  the  English.  What  price  will  they 
^ve  thee  for  blood  money  ? ' 

'  A  cheerful  sort  of  young  demon! '  The  Colonel 
bit  his  cigar,  and  turned  politely  to  Father  Victor, 

'  What  are  the  letters  that  the  fat  priest  is  waving 
before  the  Colonel?  Stand  behind  the  stallion  as 
tiiough  looking  at  ray  bridle ! '  said  Mahbub  Ali. 

'  A  letter  from  my  lama  which  he  wrote  from  Jag- 
adhir  Koad,  saying  that  he  will  pay  three  hundred 
rnpees  by  the  year  for  ray  schooling,' 

'  Oho  1  Is  the  red  lama  pf  that  sort?  At  which 
sebool ? ' 

*  God  knows.     I  think  it  Nucklao.' 

'  Tes,  There  is  a  big  school  there  for  the  sons  of 
and  half  Sahibs.     I  have  seen 
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sell  horsOB  there.     So  the  lama  also  loved  the  Friflsd 
of  aU  the  World?' 

'  Ay;  and  he  did  not  tell  lies,  or  return  m*  to 
captivity.' 

'  Small  wonder  (he  padre  does  not  know  hoi 
unrayel  the  thread.  How  fast  he  talks  to  the  Colo! 
Sahib.'  Mahbub  All  chuckled.  'By  Allah  I' — ^e 
keen  eyes  swept  the  verandah  for  an  instant  — '  tlqr 
lama  has  sent  what  to  me  looks  like  a  note  of  I 
I  have  had  some  small  experience  in  hoondist. 
Colonel  Sahib  is  looking  at  it.' 

*  What  good  is  all  this  to  me  ? '  said  Kim  t 
*  Thou  wilt  go  away,  and  they  will  return  me  to  tl 
empty  rooms  where  there  is  no  good  place  to  a 
and  where  the  boys  beat  me.' 

'  I  do  not  think  that     Have  patience,  child, 
Pathans  are  not  faithless  —  except  in  horsed6ah;V 

Five  —  ton  —  fifteen  minutes  passed,  Father  ^ 
tor  talking  energetically  or  asking  questionfl  ^ 
the  Colonel  answered. 

'  Now  I've  told  you  everything  that  I  knov  a 
the  boy  from  beginnin'  to  end;  and  it's  a  blee 
lief  to  me.     Did  ye  ever  hear  the  like  i 

'  At  any  rate,  the  old  man  has  sent  the  nun 
Gobind  Sahai's  notes  of  hand  are  good  from  hei 
China,'  said  the  Colonel.      '  The  more  one  ] 
about  natives  the  less  can  one  say  what  they  x 

tt't  do.' 
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'  That's  consolin'  —  from  the  head  of  the  Ethno- 
logical Suryej.  It  is  this  mixture  of  red  bulls  and 
rivera  of  healing  (poor  heathen,  God  help  him!)  an' 
notes  of  hand  and  Masonic  certificates.  Are  you  a 
2£aeon,  hy  any  chance  ? ' 

'  By  Jove,  I  am,  now  I  come  to  think  of  it.  That's 
an  additional  reaaon,'  said  the  Colonel  absently. 

'  I'm  glad  ye  see  a  reason  in  it.  Bat  as  I  said,  it's 
the  mixture  o'  things  that's  beyond  me.  An'  his 
prophesyin'  to  the  colonel  sitting  on  my  bed  with  hia 
little  shimmy  torn  open  showing  his  white  skin;  an' 
the  prophecy  comin'  true.  They'll  cure  aU  that  non- 
sense at  St.  Xavier's.' 

'  Sprinkle  him  with  holy  water  then,'  the  Colonel 
laughed. 

'  On  my  word,  I  fancy  I  ought  to  sometimes.  But 
I'm  hoping  he'll  be  brought  up  as  a  good  Catholic. 
All  that  troubles  me  is  what'll  happen  if  the  old  beg- 
gur  man' ' 

'  Lama,  lama,  my  dear  air;  and  some  of  them  are 
gentlemen  in  their  own  country.' 

'  The  lama  then,  fails  to  pay  next  year.  He's  a 
fine  business  head  to  plan  on  the  spur  of  the  moment, 
but  he's  bound  to  die  some  day.  An'  takin'  a  hea- 
then's money  to  give  a  chUd  a  Christian  educa- 
tion  ' 

*  But  he  said  explicitly  what  He  wanted-    Ao  Boon 


1  knew  the  boy  i 


;  white  he  aeeme  to  have 
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made  Lis  arrangemente  accordingly.  I'd  give  It 
month's  pay  to  hear  how  he  explained  it  all  at  the 
Tirthanker  Temple  at  Benares.  Look  here,  Padre,  I 
don't  pretend  to  know  much  about  natiyes,  but  if  ho 
saya  he'll  pay,  he'll  pay  —  dead  or  alive.  That's  to 
Bay,  he'll  pass  on  the  debt  to  some  one  else.  My  ad- 
Tice  to  you  is,  send  the  boy  down  to  Lucknow.  If 
your  Anglican  chaplain  thinks  you've  stolen  a  march 
on  him ' 

'  Bad  luck  to  Bennett  I    He  was  sent  to  the  froi 
instead  o'  me.    Doughty  certified  me  medically  unfit, 
I'll  excommunicate  Doughty  if  he  comes  home  alive. 
Surely  Bennett  ought  to  be  content  with ' 

'  Glory,  leaving  you  the  religion.  Quite  so  I  Aa 
a  matter  of  fact  I  don't  think  Bennett  will  mind. 
Pat  the  blame  on  me.  I  —  er  —  strongly  recom- 
mend sending  the  boy  to  St.  Xavier'e.  He  can  go 
down  on  pass  as  a  soldier's  orphan,  so  the  raflway 
fare  will  be  saved.  You  can  buy  him  an  outfit  from 
the  regimental  subscription.  The  lodge  will  be 
saved  the  expense  of  his  education,  and  that  will 
the  Lodge  in  a  good  temper.  It's  perfectly  ei 
Look  here.  I've  got  to  go  down  to  Lucknow 
week.  I'U  look  after  the  boy  on  the  way.  Put 
in  charge  of  my  servants  and  so  on.' 

'You're  a  good  man.' 

*  Not  in  the  least.     Don't  make  that  mistakft 
lama  has  sent  us  money  for  a  definite  end.      Vfi 
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can't  very  well  return  it.  We  shall  have  to  do  as  lie 
says.  Well,  that's  settled,  ian't  it?  Shall  we  aay 
that  on  Tuesday  next  you'll  hand  liim  over  to  lue  on 
the  night  train  south  1  That's  only  three  days.  He 
can't  do  much  harm  in  three  days.' 

'  It's  a  weight  off  my  mind,  but  —  thia  thing  here  ' 
—  he  waved  the  note  of  hand  — '  I  don't  know 
Gobind  Sahai :  an'  his  bank,  which  may  be  a  hole  in 
B  wall  in  a  bazar.' 

'  Tmt've  never  been  a  subaltern  in  debt.  I'll  cash 
t  if  you  like,  and  send  you  the  vouchers  in  proper 


'  But  with  all  your  own  work  too  1     It's  aokin'  I ' 

'  It's  not  the  least  trouble  indeed.     You  see,  as  an 

thnologist,  the  thing's  very  interesting  to  me.     I'd 

like  to  make  a  note  of  it  in  some  Government  work 

that  I'm  doing.     The  transformation  of  a  regimental 

badge  like  your  Red  Bull  into  a  sort  of  fetish  that  the 

boy  follows  ia  very  interesting.' 

'  But  I  can't  thank  you  enough.' 

'  There's  one  thing  you  can  do.     All  we  Etlmolog- 

ioftl  men  are  as  jealous  as  jackdaws  of  one  another's 

discoveries.     They're  of  no  interest  to  any  one  but 

ourselves,  of  course,  but  you  know  what  book-coUec- 

hke.    Well,  don't  say  a  word,  directly  or  in- 

■iiirectly,  about  the  Asiatic  side  of  the  boy's  character 

a  adventures  and  his  prophecy,  and  so  on.     I'll 

1  them  out  of  the  boy  Inter  on  and  —  you  see  i ' 
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•I  do.  Tell  make  a  wonderful  accoont  of 
Never  a  word  will  I  say  to  any  one  till  I  see  it 
print.' 

'  Thank  you.  That  goes  straight  to  an  etIinoIogiBt'a 
heart.  Well,  I  must  te  getting  back  to  my  break' 
fast.  Good  Heavens  I  Old  Mahbub  is  etill  here.' 
He  raised  Lis  voice,  and  the  horse-dealer  came  out" 
from  under  the  shadow  of  the  tree.  '  Well,  what  it 
it,  Mahbub  ? ' 

'  As  regards  that  young  horse,'  said  Mahbub,  join- 
ing  bis  hands  as  one  making  a  petition,  '  I  aay 
when  a  colt  is  bom  to  bo  a  polo-pony,  closely  foUoH^J 
ing  the  ball  without  teaching  —  when  such  a  colt 
knows  the  game  by  divination  —  then  I  eay  it  is  a 
great  wrong  to  break  that  colt  to  a  heavy  cart. 
Sahib!' 

'So  do  I  say  also,  Mahbub.  The  colt  will 
entered  for  polo  only.  These  fellows  think  of  not 
ing  in  tho  world  but  horses,  Padre.  I'll  see  you 
morrow,  Mahbub,  if  you've  anything  likely  for  sale.' 

The  dealer  saluted,  horseman  fashion,  with  e  bwi 
of  his  off  band.     '  Be  patient  a  little.  Friend  of  iQi 
the  World,'  he  whispered  to  the  agonised  Kim. 
fortune  is  made.      In  a  little  while  thou  gooet 
Luckuow,  and  —  here  is  something  to  pay  the  letter- 
writer.     I  shall  see  thee  again,  I  think,  many  times,' 
and  he  cantered  off  down  the  road. 

*  Listen  to  me,'  said  the  Colonel  from  the  venw: 
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dah,  speaking  in  the  vemAcular.  '  In  three  days  thoa 
wilt  go  with  me  to  Lucknow,  seeing  and  hearing  new 
tlungs  all  the  while.  Therefore  sit  still  for  three 
days  and  do  not  mn  away.  Thoa  wHt  go  to  school  at 
Xiucknow.* 

'  Shall  I  meet  the  Holy  One  at  Lncknow  t '  Eim 
whimpered. 

*  At  least  Luclcnow  is  nearer  to  Benares  than  Uni' 
balla.  It  may  be  thou  wilt  go  mider  my  protection. 
Mahbub  Ali  knows  this,  and  he  will  be  angry  if  thou 
retumest  to  the  road.  Remember  —  much  has  been 
told  me  which  I  do  not  forget.' 

'  I  will  wait  bere,  then,'  said  Kim,  '  but  the  boya 
will  be2(  me.* 

Xben  the  buglee  blew  for  dinner. 
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I/ato  whose  use  the  pregnant  buqs  are  poised 
With  idiot  moons  and  stars  retracting  stars  I 

Creep  thou  betweeue  —  thy  coming's  all  uniioised. 
Hoavon  hath  her  high  as  earth  her  baser  wars. 

Heir  to  these  tumults,  this  affright,  that  Craye 

(By  Adam's  fathers'  own  sin  bound  alway) ; 

Peer  up,  draw  out  thy  horoscope  and  say 
Which  planet  mends  thy  threadbare  fate  or  marst  J 
Bm  John  Christib, 

Ik  the  afternoon  the  red-faced  schoolmaster  1 
Kim  that  he  had  been  '  struck  off  the  strength,'', 
which  conveyed  no  meaning  to  him  till  be 
ordered  to  go  away  and  play.     Then  he  ran  to  tlljlig 
bazar,  and  found  the  young  letter-writer  to  whom  b 
owed  a  stamp. 

'  Now  I  pay,'  said  Tfim  royally,  '  and  now  I  wan^l 
another  letter  to  be  written,' 

'  Mr-bbub  Ali  is  in  Umballa,'  said  the  writer 
jauntily.  He  was,  by  virtue  of  his  office,  a  bureatt 
of  general  mis  inform  a  ti  on. 

*  This  is  not  to  Mahbub,  bnt  to  a  priert.     Talce  Hi^ 
pen  and  write  quickly.     To  Te^too  Lama,  ihe  i 
mtf^wm  Bhottyal  96«Hngfor  a  Rwer,  viho  is  novofi 
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tie  Temple  of  the  Tirthankera  at  Benarat.  Taka 
more  ink.  In  three  days  I  am  to  go  down  to  Nucidao 
to  the  school  at  NucHao.  Tfie  name  <^  the  school  is 
Xavier.  J  do  not  know  wliere  that  sc/tool  is,  InU  it  is 
at  Ifucklao.' 

'  But  I  know  Nucklao,'  the  writer  interrupted.  '  I 
know  the  school' 

'  Tell  Mm  where  it  is,  and  I  give  half  an  aima.' 

The  reed  pen  scratched  busily,  *  He  cannot  mis- 
take.* The  man  lifted  his  head.  '  Who  watches  ua 
acroas  the  street  1 ' 

Kim  looked  up  hurriedly  and  saw  Colonel  Creigh- 
ton  in  tennis  £annels. 

'  Oh,  that  is  some  Sahib  who  knows  the  fat  priest 
in  the  barracks.     He  is  beckoning  me.' 

What  doat  thou?'  said  the  Colonel,  when  Kim 

itted  up. 

I  —  I  am  not  running  away.  I  send  a  letter  to 
my  holy  one  at  Benares.' 

'I  had  not  thought  of  that.  Hast  thou  said  that 
I  take  thee  to  Lueknow  ? ' 

'  Nay,  I  have  not.  Eead  the  letter,  if  there  be  a 
doubt.' 

*  Then  why  hast  thou  left  out  my  name  m  WTiting 
to  that  holy  one  ? '  The  Colonel  smiled  a  queer  smile. 
Em  took  his  courage  in  both  hands. 

It  was  said  once  to  mp  that  it  is  inexpedient  ta 

lite  the  names  of  strangers  concerned  in  any  mat- 
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ter,  foecatue  hj  the  rmmjng  of  names  maiij  good 
plana  are  brought  to  confusion.' 

'  Thou  hast  been  well  taught,'  the  Colonel  replied, 
and  Kim  flushed.  '  I  have  left  taj  cheroot-case  in  tha 
Padre's  rerandah.     Bring  it  to  my  house  this  even.' 

'  Where  is  thy  bouse  i '  said  Kim.  His  quick  wit 
told  him  that  ho  was  being  tested  ia  some  faahioD  or 
another,  and  he  stood  on  guard. 

'  Ask  any  one  in  the  big  bazar.'  The  Colonel 
walked  on. 

'  Ha  has  forgotten  hb  cheroot-case,'  said  Kim,  re- 
turning to  the  letter-writer.  *  I  must  bring  it  to  hin^ 
this  evening.  That  is  all  my  letter  except,  thrice 
over,  Come  to  ma  I  Come  tome  I  Come  tOTne/  Now 
I  will  pay  for  a  stamp  and  put  it  in  the  poet.'  He 
rose  to  go,  and  as  an  after-thought  said:  '  Who  ii 
that  angry-faced  Sabib  who  lost  the  cheroot-case  ? ' 

'  Oh,  he  is  only  Creighton  Sahib  —  a  very  foolish 
Sahib,  who  is  a  Colonel  Sahib  without  a  regimeoL' 

*  What  is  his  business  ?  * 

*  God  knows.  He  is  always  buying  horses  which 
he  cannot  ride,  and  asking  questions  about  the  works 
of  God  —  suoh  as  plants  and  etonea  and  the  customs 
of  psople.  The  dealers  say  that  he  is  the  father  of 
fools,  because  he  is  so  easily  cheated  about  a  horse. 
Mahbub  Ali  says  he  is  madder  than  all  other  Sahibl,^ 

*  Oh  1  *  said  Kim,  and  departed.    His  training 
given  him  some  small  knowledge  of  character,  and 
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«r^ed  promptlj  that  if  Colonel  Creightoa  waa  a 
fool,  be  was  so  for  a  purpose.  Fools  are  not  given 
information  that  leads  to  calling  out  eight  thousand 
men  besides  guns.  The  Commander-in-Chief  of  all 
India  does  not  talk,  as  Kim  had  heard  him  talk,  to 
fools.  Nor,  and  thia  to  Kim  was  conclusive,  would 
Hahbub  Ali's  tone  have  changed,  as  it  did  every  time 
he  mentioned  the  Colonol's  name,  if  the  Colonel  had 
been  a  fool.  Consequently  —  and  this  set  Kim  to 
skipping  —  there  was  a  mystery  somewhere,  and 
Mabbub  Ali  evidently  spied  for  the  Colonel  much  as 
Kim  had  spied  for  Mahbub.  And,  like  the  horse- 
dealer,  the  Colonel  evidently  respected  people  who 
1  not  show  themselves  to  be  too  clever. 
He  rejoiced  that  he  had  not  betrayed  his  know- 
e  of  the  Colonel's  house;  and  when,  on  his  return 
I  barracks,  he  discovered  that  no  cheroot-case  had 
fen  left  behind,  he  beamed  with  delight.  Here  was 
E  man  after  his  own  heart  —  a  tortuous  and  indirect 
1  playing  a  hidden  game.  Well,  if  he  could  be 
I  fool,  80  could  Kim. 

He  showed  nothing  of  what  was  in  his  mind  when 
Father  Victor,  for  three  long  mornings,  discoureed 
to  him  of  an  entirely  new  set  of  gods  and  godlings  — 
notably  of  a  goddess  called  Ifary,  who,  he  gathered, 
waa  one  with  Bibi  Miriam  of  Mahbub  Ali's  theology. 
He  betrayed  no  emotion  when,  after  the  lecture, 
r  Victor  dragged  him  from  shop  to  shop  buying 
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articleB  of  outfit,  nor  when  envious  dnunmer-boja 
kicked  him  hecause  he  was  going  to  a  superior  school 
did  he  complain.  He  awaited  the  play  of  ciremn- 
8tance9  with  deep  rel^h.  Father  Victor,  good  man, 
took  him  to  the  station,  put  him  into  an  empt^ 
second-class  next  to  Colonel  Creigbton's  first, 
hade  him  farewell  with  genuine  feeling. 

'  They'll  make  a  man  o'  you,  O'Hara,  a 
Xavier'a  —  a  white  man,  an',  I  hope,  a  good  man. 
They  know  all  about  your  comin',  an'  the  Colonel  will 
flee  that  ye're  not  lost  or  mislaid  anywhere  on  the 
road.  I've  ^ven  you  a  notion  of  religious  matters, 
—  at  least  I  hope  so,  —  and  you'll  remember,  when 
they  ask  you  your  religion,  that  you're  a  Cath'lic, 
Better  aay  Boman  Cath'lic,  tho'  I'm  not  fond  of  the 
word.'  J 

Kim  lit  a  rank  cigarette  —  he  had  been  careful  tp 
buy  a  stock  in  the  bazar  —  and  lay  down  to  think. 
This  solitary  passage  was  very  different  from  that 
joyful  down-joumey  in  the  third-class  with  the  lama. 
*  Sahibs  get  little  pleasure  of  travel,'  he  reflected. 
'  Eai  mai!  I  go  from  one  place  to  another  as  I 
might  be  a  kick-balL  It  is  my  Kismet.  No  man  can 
escape  hb  Kismet.  But  I  em  to  pray  to  Bibi 
Miriam,  and  I  am  a  Sahib '  —  he  looked  at  his  boots 
ruefully,  *  No ;  I  am  Kim.  This  is  the  great  world, 
and  I  am  only  Kim.    Who  is  Kim  ? '    He  considered 

i  own  identi^r,  a  thing  he  had  never  done  before, 
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till  his  head  swam.  He  was  one  insignificaiit  person 
in  all  this  roaring  whirl  of  India,  going  southward 
to  he  knew  not  what  fate.  Till  he  saw  his  road  more 
clearlj  he  would  keep  all  his  lights  under  a  bushel; 
though  he  was  greatly  tempted  at  stations,  when  the 
fiweetmeat-aeller  came  along  with  his  wares,  to  ebafl 
him  in  the  vernacular,  and  to  be  rude  to  the  ticket- 
collector. 

Presently  the  Colonel  sent  for  him,  and  talked  for 
long  time.     So  far  as  Kim  could  gather,  be  was  to 

diligent  and  enter  the  Survey  of  India  as  a  chain- 
If  he  were  very  good,  and  passed  the  proper 
tions,  he  would  be  earning  thirty  rupees  a 
month  at  seventeen  years  old,  and  Colonel  Creighton 
would  see  that  he  found  eiutable  employment. 

Trim  understood  perhaps  one  word  in  three  of  this 
talk,  to  which  be  listened  politely,  an  eye  on  tha 
dusty  landscape  of  the  Northwest.  The  Colonel 
spoke  always  in  Urdu.  No  man  could  be  a  fool  who 
knew  the  language  bo  intimately,  who  moved  so 
gently  and  silently,  and  whose  eyes  were  so  different 
^Crom  the  dull  fat  eyes  of  other  Sahibs. 

'  Yes,  and  thou  must  learn  how  to  make  pictures 
of  roads  and  mountains  and  rivers  —  to  carry  these 
pictures  in  thy  eye  till  a  suitable  time  comes  to  set 
tiiem  upon  paper.  Perhaps  some  day,  when  thou  art 
a  chainman,  I  may  eay  to  thee  when  we  are  working 
iier:  "Go  across  those  bills  and  see  what  liea 
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beyond."    Then  one  will  say :  " 

tiTing  in  those  hilla  who  will  slay  the  cboinman  if  he 

be  seen  to  look  like  a  Sahib."    What  wouldst  tbou  da 

thenr 

Kim  thought.  Would  it  be  safe  to  return  the 
Colonel's  lead? 

'  I  would  tell  thee  what  that  other  man  had  said.* 

'  But  if  I  answered :  "  I  will  give  the©  a  hundred 
rupees  for  knowledge  of  what  is  behind  those  hills  — 
for  a  picture  of  a  river  and  a  little  news  of  what  the 
people  saj  in  the  villages  there  " 

'  How  can  I  tell  ?     I  am  only  a  boj.     Wait  till, 
am  a  man.'  Then,  seeing  the  Colonel's  brow  clouded^ 
he  went  on :  '  But  I  think  I  should  in  a  few  days 
earn  the  hundred  rupees.* 

'  By  what  road  ? ' 

Kim  shook  his  head  resolutely.     '  If  I  said  how  1 
r  would  earn  them,  another  man  might  hear  and  fore- 
It  is  no  good  to  sell  knowledge  for  nothing.' 

'  Tell  now,'  The  Colonel  held  up  a  rupee.  Kim' 
hand  half  reached  towards  it,  and  dropped. 

'  Nay,  Sahib ;  nay.  I  know  the  price  that  will 
paid  for  the  answer,  but  I  do  not  know  why  the  qi 
tion  is  asked.' 

*  Take  it  for  a  gpift,  then/  said  Creighton, 
h  over.  '  I  think  that  there  is  a  good  spirit  in  thee. 
Do  not  let  it  be  blunted  at  St.  Xavier's.  There  sra 
f  boys  there  who  despise  the  black  men. 
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f  Their  mothers  were  bazar-women,'  said  Kim. 
V  well  there  is  no  hatred  like  that  of  the  half- 
e  for  hia  brother-in-law, 

'  True ;  but  thou  art  a  Sahib  and  the  eon  of  a  Sahib. 
Therefore,  do  not  at  any  time  be  led  to  contemn  the 
black  men.  I  have  known  boys  newly  entered  into 
the  service  of  the  Government  who  feigned  not  to  un- 
derstand the  ta^k  or  the  customs  of  black  men.  Their 
pay  was  cut  for  ignorance.  There  is  no  sin  so  great 
as  ignorance.     Remember  this.' 

Several  times  in  the  course  of  the  long  twenty-four 
hours'  run  south  did  the  Colonel  send  for  Kim,  al- 
ways developing  this  latter  test. 

'  We  be  all  on  one  lead-rope,  then,'  said  Kim  to 
lelf,  '  the  Colonel,  Mahbub  Ali,  and  I  —  when  I 
become  a  chainman.  He  will  nse  me  as  Mahbub  Ali 
employed  me,  I  think.  That  is  good,  if  it  allows  me 
to  return  to  the  road  again.  This  clothing  grows  no 
easier  by  wear.' 

When  they  came  to  the  crowded  Lucknow  BtatJon 
there  was  no  sign  of  the  lama.  Kim  swallowed  his 
disappointment,  while  the  Colonel  bundled  him  into  a 
iieca-gharri  with  his  small  belongings  and  despatched 
bim  slone  to  St.  Xavier's. 

'  I  do  not  say  farewell,  because  we  shall  meet 
again,'  he  cried.  *  Again,  and  many  times,  if  thon 
art  one  of  good  spirit.     But  thou  art  not  yet  tried.' 

C[  brought  thee  '  —  Kim  actually  dared 
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to  aeo  the  turn  of  eqoals  — '  the  white  Btallion's  pedi 
gree  that  night  V 

'  Much  is  gained  by  forgetting,  little  brother,'  said 
the  Colonel,  with  a  look  that  pierced  through  Kim's 
sbouder-blades  as  be  scuttled  into  the  carriage. 

It  took  him  nearly  five  minutes  to  recover.  Then 
he  aniffed  the  new  air  appreciatively,  '  A  rich  city,' 
he  eaid.  '  Richer  than  Lahore.  How  good  the 
bazars  must  be.  Coachman,  drive  me  a  little  through 
the  bazars  here.' 

'My  order  is  to  take  thee  to  the  schooL'  The 
driver  used  the  '  thou,'  which  is  rudeness  when  ap- 
plied to  a  white  man.  In  the  clearest  and  most  fluent 
vernacular  Kira  pointed  out  his  error,  climbed  on  to 
the  box-seat,  and,  a  perfect  understanding  being  es- 
tablished, drove  for  a  couple  of  hours  up  and  doi 
estimating,  comparing,  and  enjoying.  There  is 
city  —  except  Bombay,  the  queen  of  all 
beautiful  in  her  garish  style  than  Liicknow,  whether 
you  see  her  from  the  bridge  over  the  river,  or  the  top 
of  the  Imambara  looking  down  on  the  gilt  umbrolhu 
of  the  Chutter  Munzil,  and  the  trees  tn  which  the 
town  is  bedded.  Kings  have  adorned  her  with  fan- 
tastic buildings,  endowed  her  with  charities,  crammed 
her  with  pensioners,  and  drenched  her  with  blood. 
She  is  the  centre  of  all  idleness,  intrigue,  and  luxury, 
and  shares  with  Delhi  the  claim  to  talk  the  only  pura 
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■  A  fair  city  —  a  beautiful  city.'  The  driver,  as  a 
IiDckaow  man,  was  pleased  with  the  compliment,  and 
bold  Kim  many  astounding  things  where  an  English 
lide  would  have  talked  of  the  Mutiny, 
'  Now  we  win  go  to  the  school,'  said  Kim  at  last. 
te  great  old  school  of  St.  Savier's  in  Partibua, 
t  on  block  of  low  white  buildings,  stands  in  vast 
vonds  over  against  the  Gumti  river,  at  some  dis- 
tance from  the  city. 

'  What  like  of  folk  are  they  within? '  said  Kim. 

.         '  Young  Sahibs  —  all  devils ;  but  to  speak  truth, 

■ifjUid  I  drive  many  of  them  to  and  fro  from  the  rail- 

P*way  station,  I  have  never  seen  one  that  had  in  him 

the  making  of  a  more  perfect  devil  than  thou  —  this 

young  Sahib  whom  I  am  now  driving.' 

Naturally,  for  he  had  never  been  trained  to  con- 
sider them  in  any  way  improper,  Kim  had  passed  the 
time  of  day  with  one  or  two  frivolous  ladies  at  upper 
Indows  in  a  certain  street,  and  naturally,  in  the  ex- 
Jige  of  compliments,  had  acquitted  himself  well. 
)  was  about  to  acknowledge  the  driver's  last  inso- 
ttice,  when  his  eye  —  it  was  growing  dusk  —  was 
r^nght  by  a  iigure  sitting  by  one  of  the  white  plaster 
gate-pillars  in  the  long  sweep  of  wall. 

'  Stop ! '  he  cried.     '  Stay  here.     I  do  not  go  to  the 
school  at  once.' 

'Bat  what  is  to  pay  me  for  this  coming  and  t^ 
ooming?'  said  the  driver  petulantly.     *  I»  the  boy 
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Biad  t   last  time  it  woa  a  dancing-giiL    This  tints  I 
JB  a.  prieet' 

Kim  was  in  the  road,  if  the  driver  could  trust  Itil'il 
6768,  patting  the  dua^  feet  beneath  the  dirty  yeOcnr  j 
Tobe. 

*  I  have  waited  here  a  day  and  a  half,'  the  lama's 
level  voice  began.  '  Nay,  I  had  a  disciple  with  me. 
He  that  was  my  friend  at  the  Temple  of  the  Tir- 
thankers  gave  me  a  chela  for  this  journey.  I  cam* 
from  Eeoarea  in  the  train,  when  thy  letter  was  given 
me.     Yes,  I  am  well  fed.     I  need  nothing.' 

'  But   why   didst  thou   not   stay   with   the   Kula 
woman,  O  Holy  One  (     In  what  way  didst  thou  | 
to  Benares?     My  heart  has  been   heavy  since  1 
parted.' 

'  The  woman  wearied  me  by  constant  flux  of  talk 
and  requiring  charms  for  children.  I  separated  my- 
Belf  from  that  company,  permitting  her  to  acquire 
merit  by  gifts.  She  is  at  least  a  woman  of  open 
hands,  and  X  miade  a  promise  to  return  to  her  house  if 
Deed  arose.  Then,  perceiving  myself  alone  in  this 
great  and  terrible  world,  I  bethought  me  of  the 
ie-rain  to  Benares,  where  I  knew  one  abode  in  the 
Tirthankera  Temple  who  was  a  Seeker,  even  as  L' 

'  Ah !  Thy  Hiver,'  said  Kim.  '  I  had  forgotten 
the  River.' 

'So  soon,  my  chela?     I  have  never  forgotten  i 
butwhen  I  had  left  thee  it  seemed  better  that  I  ehoi 
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go  to  the  temple  and  take  counsel,  for,  look  yoa,  India 
is  very  large,  and  it  may  be  that  wise  men  before  us, 
some  two  or  three,  have  left  a  record  of  the  place  of 
OUT  River.  There  is  debate  in  the  Temple  of  the 
Tirthankers  on  this  matter;  some  saving  one  thing, 
•nd  some  another.  They  are  courteous  folk.' 
■  *  So  be  it;  but  what  dost  thou  do  now ! ' 
P  '  I  acquire  merit  in  that  I  help  thee,  my  chela,  to 
msdom.  The  priest  of  that  body  of  men  who  serve 
the  Red  Bull  wrote  me  that  all  should  be  as  I  desired 
for  thee.  I  sent  the  money  to  suffice  for  one  year, 
and  then  I  came,  as  thou  seest  me,  to  watch  for  thee 
going  up  into  the  Gates  of  Learning.  A  day  and  a 
half  have  I  waited  —  not  because  I  was  led  by  any 
afiection  towards  thee  —  that  ia  no  part  of  the  Way 
—  but,  as  they  said  at  the  Tirthankers  Temple, 
because,  money  having  been  paid  for  learning,  it 
WBB  right  that  I  should  oversee  the  end  of  the  matter. 
They  resolved  my  doubts  most  clearly.  I  had  a  feat 
that,  perhaps,  I  came  because  I  wished  to  see  thee  — 
mieguided  by  the  red  mist  of  affection.  It  ia  not  so. 
.  .  .  Moreover,  I  am  troubled  by  a  dream.' 

But  surely,  Holy  One,  thou  hast  not  forgotten 

road  and  all  that  befell  on  it     Surely  it  was  a 

le  to  see  me  that  thou  didst  come  ? ' 

The  horses  are  cold,  and  it  Ls  past  their  feeding- 
time,'  whined  the  driver. 

Jehannum  and  abide  there  with  thy  repa 
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tationless  &unt/  Kim  snarled  over  bis  shoulder.  '  I 
am  all  alone  in  this  land;  I  know  not  where  I  go  not 
what  shall  befall  me.  My  heart  was  in  that  letter  I 
sent  thee.  Except  for  Mahbub  Ali,  and  he 
Fathan,  I  hare  no  friend  save  thee,  H0I7  One. 
not  altogether  go  away.' 

'  I  have  considered  that  also,'  the  lama  replied,  in 
a  shaking  voice.  '  It  is  manifest  that  from  time  to 
time  I  shall  acquire  merit  —  if  before  that  I  have 
not  found  my  River  —  by  assuring  myself  that  thy 
feet  are  set  on  the  Way.  What  they  will  teach  thee 
I  do  not  know,  but  the  priest  wrote  me  that  no  son  of 
I  Sahib  in  all  India  will  be  better  taught  than  thou. 
So  from  time  to  time,  therefore,  I  will  come  again. 
Maybe  thou  wilt  be  such  a  Sahib  as  he  who  gave  me 
these  spectacles '  —  the  lama  wiped  them  elaborately 
• — '  in  the  Wonder  House  at  Lahore.  That  is  my 
hope,  for  he  was  a  Fountain  of  Wisdom  — wiser  than 
many  abbots.  .  .  .  Again,  may  be  thou  wilt  forget 
me  and  our  meetings.' 

'  If  I  eat  thy  bread,'  cried  Kim  passionately, 
■haU  I  ever  forget  thee  ? ' 

'  "No  —  no.'  He  put  the  boy  aside.  '  I  mnst 
back  to  Benares.  From  time  to  time,  now  that  I 
know  the  customs  of  letter-writers  in  this  land,  I  wiH 
Bend  thee  «  letter,  and  from  time  to  time  I  will  come 
and  see  thee.* 

'  But  whither  shall  I  send  my  letters  i '  waUed 
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Sim,  clatohiog  at  the  robe,  all  forgetful  that  he  was 
«  Sahib. 

*  To  the  Temple  of  the  Tirthankers  at  Benarea. 
That  ifl  the  place  I  have  chosen  till  I  &id  mj  Kiver. 
Do  not  weep ;  for,  look  you,  all  desiro  is  illusloa  and 
a  new  binding  upon  the  WheeL  Go  up  to  the  Gate? 
of  Learning.  Let  me  see  thee  go.  .  .  ,  Doet  thou 
lore  me  ?  Then  go,  or  my  heart  cracks.  ...  I  will 
come  again.     Surely  I  will  come  again.' 

The  lama  watched  the  ticca-gharri  rumble  into  the 
compoimd,  and  strode  off,  anufling  between  each  long 
»tride. 

'  The  Gates  of  Learning '  shut  with  a  clang. 


The  coantiy  bom  and  bred  boy  has  his  own  mao- 
ners  and  customs,  which  do  not  resemble  those  of  any 
other  land;  and  his  teachers  approach  him  by  roads 
which  an  English  master  would  not  understand. 
Therefore,  you  would  scarcely  be  interested  in  Kim's 
experiences  as  a  St.  Xavier's  boy  among  two  or  three 
bondred  precocioua  youths,  most  of  whom  had  never 
Been  the  sea.  Tie  suffered  the  usual  penaltiea  for 
breaking  out  of  bounds  when  there  was  cholera  in  the 
ed^.  This  was  before  he  had  learned  to  write  fair 
English,  and  so  was  obliged  to  find  a  bazar  letter- 
writer.  He  was,  of  course,  indicted  for  smoking  and 
for  the  use  of  abuse  more  fiill-flavonred  than  even 

■  Xavier's  had  ever  heard.     He  learned  to  wash 
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phere  euited  bim,  and  be  throve  bj  incheB.  They  pai<>^ 
bim  into  a  white  drill  Buit  aa  the  weather  grew 
warmer,  and  he  rejoiced  in  the  new-found  bodily 
comforts  as  he  rejoiced  to  uae  his  sharpened  mind 
over  the  tasks  they  set  him.  His  qitickness  would 
have  amazed  an  English  master ;  but  at  St.  Xavier'i 
they  know  the  first  rush  of  minds  developed  by  sun 
and  surroundings,  as  they  know  the  half -collapse  that 
comes  at  twenty-two  or  twenty-three.  i^^H 

None  the  less  he  remembered  to  hold  himself  ^PV 
baod.  When  the  tales  were  told  of  hot  nights,  Kim 
did  not  sweep  the  board  with  bis  reminiscences ;  for 
St.  Xavier'a  looks  down  on  boys  who  *  go  native  alto- 
gether.' One  must  never  forget  that  one  is  a  Sahib, 
and  that  some  day,  when  examinations  are  passed,  one 
will  command  natives.  Kim  made  a  note  of  this. 
He  began  to  understand  what  examinations  led  to. 

Then  came  the  holidays  from  August  to  October 
■ — tho  long  holidays  imposed  by  the  heat  and  the 
rains.  Kim  was  informed  that  he  would  go  north  to 
some  station  in  the  hills  behind  Umballa, 
Father  Victor  would  arrange  for  bim. 

'  A  barrack  school  ? '  said  Kim,  who  had  asked 
questions. 

'  Yes,  I  suppose  so,'  said  the  master.  '  It  will  not 
do  you  any  harm  to  keep  you  out  of  mischief.  T«| 
can  go  up  with  young  He  Castro  as  far  as  Delhi' 

Kim  considered  it  in  every  possible  light    He  1| 
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been  diligent,  even  aa  the  Colonel  advjaed.  A  hofa 
holiday  waa  liis  own  property,  —  of  so  much  the  talk 
of  his  compamons  liad  advised  him,  —  and  a  barrack 
school  would  be  Jehannum  after  St.  Xavier's.  More- 
over —  this  was  magic  worth  anything  eiae  —  he 
could  write.  In  three  months  he  had  discovered  how 
men  can  speak  to  each  other  at  a  distance  at  the  cost 
of  half  an  anna  and  a  little  knowledge.  No  word 
h«d  coma  from  the  lama,  but  there  remained  Mahbub 
All  —  Mahbub  AH  and  the  road.  Kim  yearned  for 
the  feel  of  soft  mud  squishing  up  between  the  toes, 
ae  his  month  watered  for  mutton  stewed  with  butter 
and  eabbftges,  for  rice  speckled  with  strong-scented 
cardamoms,  for  the  saffron-tinted  rice,  garlic  and 
anions,  and  the  forbidden  greasy  sweetmeats  of  the 
bazars.  They  would  give  him  raw  beef  on  a  platter 
at  the  barrack  school,  and  he  must  smoke  by  stealth, 
Snt  again,  ho  was  a  Sahib  and  was  at  St.  Xavier's, 
and  that  pig  Mahbub  Ali  .  .  .  N^o,  he  would 
not  test  Mahbub's  hospitality  —  and  yet  .  .  . 
He  thought  it  out  alone  in  the  dormitory,  and 
eame  to  the  conclusion  he  had  been  unjust  to 
Mahbuh. 

The  school  was  empty ;  the  masters,  all  save  two, 
had  gone  away.  Colonel  Creigbton's  railway  pass 
waa  in  hia  hand,  and  Kim  pnffed  himself  that  he  had 
not  spent  Colonel  Creigbton's  or  Mahbub'a  money  in 
*ng.  He  was  still  lord  of  two  rupees  seven 
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tftuias.  JTJs  new  biiiiock-trunk,  marked  '  K.  O' 
aiid  bedding-roll  lay  in  the  empty  sleeping-room. 
'  Sithibs  are  always  tied  to  their  baggage,'  said  Kim, 
nodding  at  them.  '  You  will  stay  hero.'  Ho  went 
out  into  the  warm  rain,  smiling  tenderly,  and  sought 
a  cerinin  house  whose  outside  be  had  noted  down 
Bom-  *'jne  before. 

'  Arre,  Dost  thou  know  what  manner  of  women 
we  be  in  thia  quarter  3     0  shame ! ' 

'  Was  I  born  yesterday ! '  Kim  Bi|iuttod  native 
fashion  on  the  cushions  o£  that  upper  room.  'A  littlo 
dye-stuff  and  three  yards  of  cloth  to  help  out  a  jest- 
Is  it  much  to  ask  ? ' 

'  Who  is  she?     Thou  art  full  young,  as  Sahibs 
for  this  devilry.' 

'  Oh,  she  ?    She  is  the  daughter  of  a  certain  sch) 
master  of  a  regiment  in  the  cantonments.     He 
beaten  me  twice  because  I  went  over  their  wall  ij* 
these  clothes.     Now  I  would  go  as  a  gardener's  boy. 
Old  men  are  very  jealous.' 

'  That  is  true.     Hold  thy  face  still  while  I  dab 
the  juice.' 

'  Not  too  black,  JlaOcun.     I  would  not  appear^ 
her  as  a  Tiuhshi  (nigger).' 

*  Oh,  love  makes  naught  of  these  things.  And 
old  is  she  ? ' 

'  Twelve  years,  I  think,*  said  the  shameless 
t-Spread  it  alao  on  the  breast.     It  may  be  her  fa1 
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will  tour  my  cloUiea  off  me  and  if  I  am  piebald * 

lie  laughed. 

The  girl  worked  busily,  dabbing  a  twist  of  cloth 
into  a  little  saucer  of  brown  dye  that  holda  longer 
than  any  walnut  juice. 

'  ^Tow  send  out  and  get  me  a  loin-cloth,  and  a  cloth 
for  the  turban.  Woe  is  me,  my  head  is  all  unshaved. 
And  he  will  surely  knock  off  my  turban.' 

'  I  am  not  a  barber,  but  I  -will  make  shift.  Thou 
-wast  bom  to  b^  breaker  of  hearts !  All  this  disguise 
for  one  evening?  Remember,  the  stuff  does  not  wash 
away.'  She  shook  with  laughter  till  her  bracelets  and 
anklets  jingled.  '  But  who  is  to  pay  me  for  this  S ' 
Trust  in  the  gods,  my  sister,'  said  Kim  gravely, 
iwing  his  face  round  as  the  stain  dried.  '  Some 
*i3aya  a  feast,  and  some  days  a  famine.  Besides,  hast 
thou  ever  helped  lo  paint  a  Sahib  thus  before  ? ' 

*  Never  indeed.     But  a  jest  is  not  money.' 

*  It  is  worth  much  more.' 

'  Child,  thou  art  beyond  all  dispute  the  most 
shameless  son  of  Shaitan  that  I  have  ever  known  to 
take  up  a  poor  girl's  time  with  this  play,  and  then  to 
My :  "  Is  not  the  jest  enough  ?  "  Thou  wilt  go  very 
ir  in  this  world.'  She  gave  the  dancing-prls*  sala- 
ition  in  mockery. 
All  one.  Make  haste  and  roogh-cut  my  head.' 
shifted  from  foot  to  foot,  his  eyes  ablaze  with 
as  he  thought  of  the  fat  days  before  him.  H« 
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gave  the  girl  four  annaa,  and  went  down  the  stiun  la 
the  likeness  of  a  low-caste  Hindi  boy  —  perfect  in 
every  detail.  A  cookshop  was  his  next  point  of  call, 
where  he  feasted  with  more  delight  than  ever  did 
Haroun  al  Raschid. 

On  Lueknow  station  platform  he  watched  youngDe 
Castro,  all  covered  with  prickly  heat,  get  into  a  sec- 
ond-cla9B  compartment.  Kim  patronised  a  third,  and 
was  tlie  life  and  soul  of  it.  He  explained  to  the  com- 
pany that  he  was  assistant  to  a  juggler  who  had  left 
him  behind  sick  with  fever,  and  that  he  would  pick  np 
lib  master  at  Uraballa.  As  the  occupants  of  the  car- 
riage changed,  he  varied  the  tale,  or  adorned  it  with 
all  the  shoots  of  a  budding  fancy,  the  more  rampant 
for  being  held  off  native  speech  so  long.  In  all  India 
that  night  was  no  human  being  so  joyful  as  Kim.  At 
tJmbana  he  got  out  and  headed  eastward,  plashing 
over  the  sodden  fields  to  the  village  whers  the  old 
soldier  lived. 

About  this  time  Colonel  Creighton  at  Simla  wag 
advised  from  Lueknow  by  wire  that  young  O'Hart 
had  disappeared.  Mahbub  Ali  was  up  there  selling 
horses,  and  to  him  the  Colonel  confided  t^ie  affair  one 
morning  when  they  were  cantering  round  the  Annan- 
dale  race-course. 

'  Oh,  that  is  nothing,'  said  the  horse-dealer.    *  Men 

are  like  horses.     At  certain  times  they  need  salt,  and 

if  that  salt  is  not  in  the  mangers  they  will  lick  it  ap 
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from  the  earth.  He  hae  gone  back  to  the  road  agaio 
for  a  wbUe.  The  madrissah  wearied  him.  I  knew  it 
would.  Another  time,  I  will  take  him  upon  the  road 
myself.  Do  not  be  troBbled,  Creighton  Sahib.  I 
know  the  boy.  It  is  as  though  a  polo-pony,  breaking 
loose,  ran  out  to  learn  the  game  alone.' 

'  Then  he  is  not  dead,  think  you  ? ' 

'  Fever  might  kill  him.  I  do  not  fear  for  the  bey 
otherwise.     A  monkey  does  not  fall  among  trees.' 

T^ext  morning,  on  the  same  course,  Mahbub's  stal- 
lion ranged  alongside  the  Colonel. 

'It  is  as  I  bad  thought,'  said  the  horse^lealer. 
'  He  has  come  through  Umballa  at  least,  and  there 
be  has  written  a  lettor  to  me,  having  learned  in  the 
bazar  that  I  was  here.' 

'  Read,'  said  the  Colonel,  with  a  sigh  of  relief.     It 

was  absnrd  that  a  man  of  Ida  position  should  take  an 

interest  in  a  little  country-bred  vagabond;  but  the 

plosel  remembered  the  conversation  in  the  train, 

i  often  in  the  past  few  months  had  caught  himself 
ing  of  queer,  silent,  self-possessed  Kim.  His 
evarion,  of  course,  was  the  height  of  insolence,  but  it 
argued  unlimited  resource  and  nerve. 

Mahbub's  eyes  twinkled  as  he  reined  out  into  the 
eentre  of  the  cramped  little  course,  where  none  conid 
come  near  them  unseen. 

' "  77ie  Friend  of  the  Stars,  who  is  the  Friend  oj 

%ih6  World "' 
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*  What  is  this  ? ' 
'  A   name   we   give   him   in  Lahore  city.     "  The 

friend  of  all  the  World  lakes  leave  ta  go  to  }n«  ovm 
^fiace.  He  wUX  come  lack  upon  the  ajrpointed  day. 
Let  the  hote  and  the  hedding-roU  he  sent  for ;  and  if 
there  has  been  a  fault,  let  the  hand  offiiendship  tvm 
ttside  the  whip  of  cala/m/ity"  There  is  yet  a  Httle 
more,  but * 

'  No  matter,  read.' 

* "  Certain  ikmga  are  not  hnovm  to  those  who  4 
foith  forks.     It  is  better  to  eat  ipith  both  hands  fat 
while.     Speak  soft  words  to  those  trho  do  not  vnt 
stand  Uiis  that  the  return  may  he  propitious.''*     Xdw 
t)ie  manner  in  which  that  was  cast  is  of  course  the 
work  of  the  letter-writer,  but  see  how  wisely  the  I 
has  devised  the  matter  of  it  so  that  no  bint  ia  givi 
except  to  those  wbo  know,' 

'  Is  this  the  hand  of  friendship  to  avert  the  vMp 
of  calamity?'  laughed  the  Colonel. 

'  See  how  wise  ia  the  boy.     He  would  go  ba^  t 
the  road  again,   as  I  aaid.     Not  knowing  yet  i 
trade * 

'  I  am  not  quite  sure  of  that,'  the  Colonel  muttered. 

*  He  turns  to  me  to  make  a  peace  between  you.  Is 
he  not  wise  ?  lie  says  he  will  return.  He  is  but  per- 
fecting his  knowledge.  Think,  Sahib !  He  has  been 
throft  months  at  the  school.  Can  he  become  a  Sahib! 
For  my  part,  I  rejoice.     The  pony  learns  the  game.' 
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Ay,  but  aootlker  time  be  must  not  go  alone.' 
*  Why  i  He  went  alone  before  he  came  onder  tho 
Colonel  Sahib'a  protection.  When  he  comes  to  tho 
great  game  he  must  go  alone  —  alone,  and  at  peril  of 
his  head.  Then,  if  he  spits,  or  sneezes,  or  sits  down 
other  than  as  the  people  do  whom  he  watches,  he  may 
be  slain.  Why  hinder  him  now!  Kemember  how 
the  Persians  say.  7^  Jackal  that  Ivaea  in  M«  wUds 
of  MazcMideran  can  only  be  cauffhi  £}*  t^  kounda  of 
Masanderan^ 

'  True.  It  is  tme,  Mahbub  AIL  And  if  he  comes 
to  no  harm,  I  do  not  desire  anything  better.  But  it 
is  great  insolence  on  hia  part' 

'  He  does  not  tell  me,  even,  whither  he  goes,'  said 
Mahbub.  '  He  is  no  ciiild.  When  his  time  is  acoom- 
,|tIiBhed  he  will  come  to  me.  I  am  his  friend.' 
ThJB  prophecy  was  fulfilled  to  the  letter  a  month 
Mahbub  had  gone  down  to  Umballa  to  bring 
np  a  fresh  consignment  of  horses,  and  Kim  mot  him 
on  the  Kalka  road  at  dusk  riding  alone,  begged  an 
alms  of  him  and  was  sworn  at,  and  replied  in  Knglish 
There  was  nobody  within  earshot  to  hear  Mahbub's 
gaap  of  amazement. 

k  '  Obo  I     And  where  hast  thou  been  t ' 
K  *  Up  and  down  —  down  and  op,' 

'  Come  under  a  tree,  out  of  the  wet,  and  tell.' 
'I  stayed  for  a  while  with  an  old  man  near  TTm- 
anon  with  a  household  of  my  acquaintance  in 
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TTmballa.  With  one  of  these  I  went  as  far  as  Delhi 
to  the  southward.  That  is  a  wondrous  citj.  Then  I 
drove  a  hullock  for  a  teli  (an  oilman)  coining  north ; 
but  I  heard  of  a  great  feast  forward  in  Puttiala,  and 
thither  I  went  in  the  company  of  a  firework-malcer. 
It  was  a  great  feast '  (Kim  rubbed  bis  stomach).  '  I 
saw  Rajahs,  and  elephants  with  gold  and  ailver  trap- 
pings; and  they  !it  all  the  fireworks  at  once  whereby 
eleven  men  were  killed,  my  firework-maker  amon^ 
t1iem,and  I  was  blown  across  a  tent  but  took  no  hann. 
Then  I  came  back  to  the  line  with  a  Sikh  horseman, 
to  whom  I  was  groom  for  my  bread;  and  so  here.' 

'  Skahaah ! '  said  Mabbub  AU. 

'  But  what  does  the  Colonel  Sahib  say  ?  I  do  not 
wish  to  be  beaten.' 

'  The  hand  of  friendship  has  averted  the  whip  of 
calamity;  but  another  time,  when  thou  takest  the 
road  it  will  be  with  me.' 

'  Shabash ! '  said  T^im  in  his  turn.  '  I  have  learned 
to  read  and  to  write  English  a  little  ^t  the  madriasah. 
I  shall  soon  he  altogether  a  Sahib.' 

'  Hear  him  I '  laughed  Mahbub,  looking  at  the  little 
drenched  figure  dancing  in  the  wet.  '  Salaam  — 
Sahib,'  and  he  saluted  ironically.  '  Well,  art  thou 
tired  of  the  Road,  or  wilt  thou  come  on  to 
with  me  and  work  back  with  the  horaes ! ' 

*  I  come  with  thee,  Mahbub  Ali.' 
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CHAPTER  Vin 

Hnetliiiig  I  one  to  the  Boi)  that  grew  — 

More  lo  the  life  that  fed  — 
Ant  moat  to  AJlah  Who  gave  me  two 

Separal«  sides  to  my  head. 

3  would  go  without  shirte  or  shoei 
Friends,  tobacco,  or  bread, 

>r  titan  for  an  inBlaot  loee 
Either  side  of  my  bead. 

J'Tkek  in  God's  name  take  bine  for  red,'  aaii] 
ibbub,  alluding  to  the  Hindu  colour  of  Kim's  dis- 
toutflble  turboD. 

l£iia    countered  with    the    old    proverb,  'I  will 
B  my  faith  and  mj  bedding,  but  thou  must  pay 


liabbub  Ali  laughed  till  he  nearly  fell  from  his 
horse.  At  a  shop  on  the  outskirts  of  the  city  the 
change  was  made,  and  Kim  stood  up,  externally  at 
least,  a  Mohammedan. 

Mahbub  hired  a  room  over  against  the  railway  sta- 
tion, sent  for  a  cooked  raeal  of  the  finest  with  almond 
curried  sweetmeats  (balushai,  they  call  it)  and  fine- 
chopped  Lucknow  tobacco. 

'  This  is  better  than  some  other  meat  that  I  ate 

with  the  Sikh,'  said  Kim,  grinning  as  be  squatted. 
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*  and  assuredly  they  give  no  such  victnals  at 
madrissah.' 

*  I  have  a  desire  io  hear  of  that  same  madrissah,' 
Mahbub  stuffed  himself  with  great  boluses  of  spicbd 
mutton  fried  in  fat  with  cabbage  and  golden-brown 
onions.  '  But  tell  me  first,  altogether  and  truthfully, 
the  manner  of  thy  escape.  For,  O  Friend  of  all  the 
World,'  —  he  loosed  his  almost  cracking  belt,  — 
do  not  think  it  is  often  that  a  Sahib  and  the  son 
Sahib  runs  away  from  there.' 

'  How  should  they  ?  They  do  not  know  the  lam 
It  was  nothing,*  said  Kim,  and  began  his  tale.  Wlien 
be  came  to  the  disguisement  and  the  interview  with 
the  girl  in  the  bazar,  Malibub  All's  gravity  went  from 
liim.  He  laughed  aloud  and  beat  his  hand  on  hia 
thi^ 

' Shahash!  Shahaahf  Oh,  well  done,  little  ooel 
What  will  Lurgan  Sahib  say  to  thist  Take  my  pipe 
a  while,  for  where  there  is  no  eye  there  is  no  caste,  as 
the  Hindus  say.  Now,  slowly,  let  us  hear  what  befell 
afterwards  —  step  by  step,  omitting  nothing.* 

Step  by  step  then,  Kim  told  his  adventures  hoti 
<v>ugh8  as  the  full-flavoured  tobacco  caught  his  lui 

'  I  said,'  growled  Mahbub  Ali  to  himaelf.  '  I  satd 
It  was  the  pony  breaking  out  to  play  polo.  The  fruit 
18  ripe  already  —  except  that  he  must  learn  his  dis- 
tances and  his  pacings,  and  his  rods  and  bu 
eompasses  and  the  length  of  hla  chains. 
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Listen  now.  I  have  turned  aside  the  Colonel'a 
whip  from  thy  skin,  and  that  is  no  amall  service.' 

Traa'  Kim  puSed  serenely.  '  That  is  all 
true.' 

But  it  is  not  to  be  thought  that  this  running  back 
and  forth  of  thine  is  in  any  way  good.' 

It  was  my  holiday,  Hajji.  I  was  a  slave  for  many 
Teelu.  Why  should  I  not  nm  away  when  the  school 
shut  i  Look,  too,  how  I,  living  upon  my  friends 
or  working  for  my  bread,  as  I  did  with  the  Sikh,  have 
«aved  the  ffllonel  Sahih  a  great  expense.' 

Mabbub's  lips   twitched    under  bia  well-pnmed 
Mohammedan  moustache. 

What  are  a  few  rupees  '  —  the  Pathan  threw  out 
his  open  hand  carelesaiy  — '  to  the  Colonel  Sahib  i 
He  spends  them  for  a  purpose,  not  in  any  way  for 
love  of  thee.' 

That,'  said  Kim  slowly, '  I  knew  a  very  long  time 
ago.' 

Who  told  ? ' 

The  Colonel  Sabib  himself.  Not  in  those  very 
vords,  but  plainly  enough  for  one  who  is  not  alto- 
gether a  mud-head.  Tea,  he  told  roe  in  the  terrain 
^rfien  we  went  down  to  the  madrissah.' 

Be  it  BO.  Then  T  will  tell  thee  more,  Friend  of 
all  the  World,  though  in  the  telling  I  lend  thee  my 
tead.' 

It  was  forfeit  to  me,'  said  Kim,  with  deep  reliab, 
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'in    Umballa,  when  tbou  didst  pick  me  up  oa  i 
horse  when  the  drummer-bo^  beat  mc' 

'  Speak  a  little  plainer.  AH  the  world  may  tell  K 
save  thou  and  I.  For  equally  ia  thy  life  forfeit  J 
me  if  I  chose  to  raise  my  finger  here.' 

'  And  this  is  known  to  me  also,'  said  Kim, 
juBting  the  live  charcoal-ball  on  the  weed.  '  It  is  a 
very  sure  tie  between  us.  Indeed  thy  hold  ia  surer 
even  than  mine ;  for  who  would  miss  a  boy  beaten  to 
death,  or,  it  may  be,  thrown  into  a  well  by  the  road- 
side i  Many  people  here  and  in  Simla  and  across  the 
passes  behind  the  bills  ttouM,  on  the  other  hand,  say: 
■■  What  has  come  to  Uahbub  Ali,"  if  ho  were  found 
dead  among  hia  horses.  Surely  too  the  Colonel  Sahtb 
would  make  inquiries.  But  again,'  —  Kim's  face 
puckered  with  cunning,  —  *  he  would  not  make  over- 
long  inquiry,  lest  people  should  ask:  "  What  has  this 
Colonel  Sahib  to  do  with  that  horse-dealer  i "  But  L 
—  iflHved '  « 

'  As  thou  wouldst  surely  die '  ^M 

'  It  may  be,  but  I  say,  if  I  livpd,  I,  and  I  alone, 
would  know  that  one  came  by  night,  as  a  common 
thief  perhaps,  to  Mahbub  Ali's  bulkhead  in  the  serai, 
and  there  slew  him,  either  before  or  after  that  that 
thief  had  made  a  full  search  into  his  saddle-bags  and 
between  the  soles  of  his  slippers.  Is  that  news  to  tell 
to  the  C-olonel,  or  would  he  say  to  me  —  (I  have  not 
forgotten  when  he  sent  me  back  for  a  cigar-case  t 
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he  bad  not  lef "^  behind  him)  —  would  the    Colonel 
lay:  "  What  is  Mahbub  AH  to  me  T" 

ITp  went  a  gout  of  heavy  smoke.  There  was  a  long 
paiue.  Then  ilahbub  Ali  spoke  in  admiration ; '  And 
with  these  things  on  thy  mind,  doat  thou  lie  down 
lad  rise  again  among  all  the  Sahiba'  little  sons  at 
the  madriasah  and  meekly  take  inatruction  from  thy 
teacben  I ' 

*  It  IB  an  order,'  said  Kim  blandly.  '  Who  am  I 
0  dispute  an  order  i ' 

'  A  most  finished  son  of  Eblis,'  said  Mahbub  Ali. 

But  what  is  this  tale  of  the  thief  and  the  search  t ' 

'  That  which  I  aaw,'  said  Kim,  *  the  night  my  lama 

[hai  mai  I)  and  I  lay  next  thy  place  in  the  Kashmir 

The  door  was  left  unlocked,  which  I  tbink  is 

lot  thy  custom,  Mahbub.    He  came  in  as  one  assured 

that   thou  wouldst  not  soon   return.      My  eye  was 

igainst  a  knothole  in  the  plank.     He  searched  as  il 

Fere  for  something  —  not  a  rug,  not  stirrups,  nor  a 

ridle,  nor  brass  pots  —  something  little  and    moat 

arefully  hid.     Else  why  did  he  pick  with  an  iron 

lietween  the  soles  of  thy  slippers  ? ' 

'  Ha  1 '  Mahbub  Ali  smiled  gently.  *  And  seeing 
fatse  things,  what  tale  didst  thou  fashion  to  thyself, 
|?ell  of  the  Truth  ? ' 

'None.     I  put  my  hand  upon  ray  amulet,  which 
kes  always  nest  to  ray  skin,  and,  remembering  the 
pedigree  of  a  white  stallion  that  I  had  bitten  out  ol 
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a  piece  of  Mussalmani  bread,  I  we^t  away  to 
balla  perceiving  that  a  heavy  truat  was  laid  upon  me. 
At  that  hour,  had  I  chosen,  thy  head  was  forfeit.  It 
needed  only  to  say  to  any  man,  "  I  have  here  a  paper 
concerning  a  horse  which  I  cannot  read."  And 
then  ? '    Kim  peered  at  Muhbub  under  his  eyebrows. 

'  Then  thou  wouldst  have  drunk  water  twice  — 
perhaps  thrice,  afterwards.  I  do  not  think  more  than' 
thrice,'  said  Mahbub  simply. 

'  It  is  true.     I  thought  of  that  a  little,  but 
thought  that  I  loved  thee,  Malibub.      Therefore 
went  to  Umballa,  as  thou  knowest,  but  (and  this  thou 
doat  not  know)  I  lay  bid  in  the  garden  grass  waiti 
to  see  what  Colonel  Creighton  Sahib  might  do 
reading  the  white  stallion's  pedigree. 

'  And  what  did  he  ? '  for  Tfitn  had  bitten  off 
conversation, 

'  Boat  thou  give  news  for  love,  or  doat  thou 
it  i '  Kim  asked. 

'  T  sell  and  —  I  buy.'     Mahbub  took  a  four-i 
piece  out  of  his  belt  and  held  it  up. 

'  Eight,'  said    Kiin,  mechanically  following 
huckster  instinct  of  iho  East. 

Mahbub  laughed,  and  piit  away  the  coin, 
too  easy  to  deal  in  that   market,  Friend  of   all 
World.      Tell  me  for  love.      Our  lives  lie  in 
other's  hand.' 

'  Very  good.    I  saw  the  .Tang-i-Lat  Sahib  coi 
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pljtg  dinner.  '1  saw  Mm  in  Creighton  SahiVs  ofEoa. 
I  saw  the  ^«b  read  the  white  stallion's  pedigree.  I 
beard  the  very  orders   given    for  the  opening  of  a 


Hah ! '     Mahbiib  nodded  with  deepest  eyes  afire. 

^The  game  is  well  played.     That  war  is  done  now, 

id  til©  evil  nipped  before  the  flower  —  thanks  to  me 

and  thee.    And  what  didst  thou  do  later  ? ' 

'  I  made  the  news  as  it  were  a  book  to  catch  me 

rietual  and  honour  among  the  villagers  in  a  village 

whose  priest  drugged  my  lama.    But  I  bore  away  the 

aid  man's  purse,  and  the  Brahmin  found  nothing.    So 

next  morning  he  was  angry.     Ho !     Ho !    And  I  also 

nsed  the  news  when  I  fell  into  the  hands  of  that 

white  regiment  with  their  Bull  1 ' 

That  was  foolishness.'  Mahbub  scowled.  *  News 
not  meant  to  be  thrown  about  like  dung-cakes,  but 
sparingly  —  like  bhang.' 
So  I  think  now,  and  moreover,  it  did  me  no  sort 
of  good.  But  that  was  very  long  ago,'  ■ —  he  made  as 
to  brtiah  it  all  away  with  a  thin  brown  hand,  — '  and 
since  then,  and  especially  in  the  nights  under  the 
ah  at  the  madrissah,  I  have  thought  very 
;Uy.' 

Is  it  permitted  to  ask  whither  the  Heaven-bom's 
io\igfat  might  have  led  ? '  said   Mahbub,   with   i 
elaborate  sarcasm,  smoothinc  his  scarlet  h 
•  It  i«  permitted,'  said  Kim,  f 
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T«ry  tone.    '  Thej  say  at  the  madriesah  thai  no  Si 
must  tell  a  black  man  that  he  has  made  s  fault.' 

Mahbub's  hand  shot  into  his  bosom,  for  to  call  a 
Pathan  a  '  black  man  '  (kala  admi)  is  a  blood  insult. 
Then  he  remembered  and  luughed.  '  Speak,  Sahib, 
thy  black  man  hears,' 

'  But,'  said  Kim,  '  I  am  not  a  SaMb,  and  I  aay  I 
made  a  fault  when  I  cursed  thee,  Mahbub  Ali,  on  the 
day  at  Umballa  I  thought  I  was  betrayed  by  a 
Pathan.  I  was  senseless ;  for  I  was  but  newly  caugbl, 
and  I  wished  to  kill  that  low-caste  drummer-boy.  J 
say  now,  Hajji,  that  it  was  well  done;  and  I  see  my 
road  all  clear  before  me.  I  will  stay  in  the  mad- 
riesah,  and  I  will  learn  their  teaching  till  I  am  ripe.' 

'  Well  said.  Especially  are  distances  and  numbers 
and  the  manner  of  using  compasses  to  be  learned  — 
in  that  game  one  waits  in  the  halls  above  to  show 
thee.' 

'I  will  learn  their  teaching  upon  a  condition  — 
that  my  time  is  given  to  me  without  question  when 
the  madrissah  is  shut.  Ask  that  for  me  of  the 
Colonel.' 

'  But  wby  not  ask  the  Colonel  in  the  Sahib's 
tongue?' 

*  The  Colonel  is  the   servant  of   the    Sirkar  (the 

Government).    He  is  sent  hither  and  yon  at  a  word, 

and  must  consider  hia  own  advancement     (See  how 

much   I  have  already  learned   at  the 
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Moreorer,  the  Colooel  I  know  since  three  mouths 
I  have  known  one  Mahbub  Ali  for  aix  years. 
To  the  madrissah  I  will  go.  At  the  madrissah  I 
will  leam.  In  the  madrissah  I  will  he  a  Sahib.  But 
when  the  madrissah  is  shut,  then  must  I  be  free  and 
go  among  my  people.     Otherwise  I  die  I ' 

*  And  who  are  thy  people,  O  Friend  of  all  the 
World  1 ' 

'  This  great  and  beautiful  land,'  said  Kim,  waving 
his  hand  round  the  little  cldy-walled  room  where  the 
oil-lamp  in  its  niche  burned  heavily  through  the 
tobftcco-amoke,  '  And,  further,  I  would  see  my  lama 
again.    And  further,  I  need  money.' 

'  That  is  the  need  of  every  one/  said  Mahbub  rue- 
fully. '  I  will  give  thee  eight  annas,  for  much  money 
ia  not  picked  out  of  horses'  hooves,  and  that  must 
suffice  thee  for  many  days.  As  to  all  the  rest,  I  am 
well  pleased,  and  no  further  talk  is  needed.  Hake 
baste  to  learn,  and  in  tliree  years,  or  it  may  be  leas, 
thou  wilt  be  an  aid  —  even  to  me.' 

'  Have  I  been  such  a  hindrance  till  now ) '  said 
Kim,  with  a  boy's  giggle. 

*  Do  aot  give  answers,'  Mahbub  grunted.  '  Thou 
art  now  my  horae-boy.  Go  and  bed  among  my  men. 
They  are  near  the  north  end  of  the  station,  with  the 

Lfcorses.' 

I     '  They  will  heat  me  to  the  south  end  of  the  station 

P|f  I  oome  without  authority.' 
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Mabbub  felt  in  his  bosom,  wetted  bis  thumb  on  a 
cake  of  Chinese  lok,  and  dabbed  the  impression  on  a 
piece  of  soft  native  paper.  From  Baikh  to  Bombay 
men  know  that  rough-ridged  print  with  the  old  scar 
running  diagonally  across  it. 

'  That  13  enough  for  thee  to  show  my  headman.    X  _ 
come  in  the  morning.' 

'  By  which  road  t '  said  Kim. 

'  By  the  road  from  the  city.  There  is  but  one,  and 
then  we  return  to  Creighton  Sahib.  I  have  saved 
thee  a  beating.' 

'  Allah !  What  is  a  beating  when  the  rery  head  ] 
loose  on  the  shoulders  ? ' 

Kim  slid  out  quietly  into  the  night,  walked    ht] 
round    the  house,    keeping    close  to  the  walls, 
headed  away  from  the  station  for  a  mile  or  so.    Then, 
fetching  a  wide  compass,  he  worked  back  at  lei 
for  he  needed  time  to  invent  a  story  if  any  of  Mah- 
bub's  retainers  asked  questions. 

They  were  camped  on  a  piece  of  waste  groun^ 
beside  the  railway,  and,  being  natives,  bad  not,  of 
course,  unloaded  the  two  trucks  in  which  Mahbub's 
nnimals  stood  amonc*  a  consipnmeiit  of  country-breda _ 
bought  by  the  Bombay  tram-company.     The  bei 
mat),   a  broken-down,   consumptive-looking  Mohi 
medan,  promptly  challenged  Kim,  hut  waa  pacified 
at  sight  of  Mahbub's  sign-manual. 

*  The  Hajji  has  of  hia  favour  given  mo  Bervio^', 
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laid  Kim  testily.  '  If  this  be  doubted,  wait  till  bs 
comes  in  tbe  moroing.  Meantime,  give  me  place  by 
the  £re.' 

Followed  the  usual  aimless  babble  tbat  every  low- 
caste  native  must  raise  on  every  occasion.  It  died 
down,  and  Kim  lay  out  behind  the  little  knot  of  Mah- 
bub'a  followers,  almost  under  the  wheels  of  a  horse- 
truck,  a  borrowed  blanket  for  covering.  Now  a  bed 
among  brickbats  and  ballast-refuse  on  a  damp  night, 
between  overcrowded  horses  and  unwashen  Baltis, 
■would  not  appeal  to  many  white  boys;  but  Kim  waa 
utterly  happy.  Change  of  scene,  service,  and  sur- 
roundings were  the  breath  of  his  little  nostrils,  and 
thinking  of  the  neat  white  cots  of  St.  Xavier's  all 
arow  under  (he  punkah  gave  him  joy  as  keen  as  the 
repetition  of  the  multiplication  table  in  English. 

*  I  am  very  old,'  bo  thought  sleepily.  '  Every 
month  I  become  a  year  more  old.  I  was  very  young, 
nnd  a  fool  to  boot,  when  I  took  Mahbub's  message  to 
tJmballa.  Even  when  I  was  with  that  white  regi- 
ment I  was  very  young  and  small  and  bad  no  wiadonu 
But  now  I  learn  every  day,  and  in  three  years  the 
Colonel  will  take  me  out  of  the  madrissah  and  let  mo 
go  npon  the  road  with  Mahbnb  hunting  for  horses' 
ppdigrces,  or  maybe  T  shall  go  by  myself;  or  maybe  I 
shall  find  the  lama  and  go  with  him.  Yes;  tbat  la 
beet.  To  walk  affoin  as  a  ehaJa  with  my  Tama  when 
lie  comes  back  to  Benares,'    The  thonghts  came  more 
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slowly  and  diBCOimectedly.  He  was  plu&^ng 
beautiful  dreamland  when  his  ears  caught  a  whisper, 
thin  and  sharp,  above  the  monotonous  babble  round 
tbe  fire.  It  seemed  to  come  from  beneath  the  iron- 
skinned  horse-truck. 

'  He  is  not  here  then  ? ' 

'  Where  should  be  be  but  roystering  in  the  cityl 
Who  looks  for  a  rat  in  a  frog-pond  J  Come  away. 
He  is  not  the  man/ 

'  He  must  not  go  back  beiyond  the  paseee  a  seocmd 
time.    It  is  the  order.' 

'  Then  get  some  woman  to  drug  him.     It  is  a 
rupees  only,  and  there  is  no  evidence.' 

'  Except  the  woman.    It  must  be  a  more  sure 
ter;  and  remember  the  price  iipon  his  head.' 

'  Ay,  but  the  Sirkar's  police  have  a  long  arm,  and 
w©  are  far  from  the  border.    If  it  were  in  PeahaTmr 
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'  Yea  —  in  Peshawur,'  the  second  voice  snee 

'  Peshawur,  full  of  his  blood-kin  —  full  of  bolt-hi 

and  women  behind  whose  clothes  he  will  hide.    T^ 

Peshawur  or  Jehannum  would  suit  us  equally  i 

'  Then  what  is  the  plan  ? ' 

'  O  fool,  have  I  not  told  it  a  hundred  times  i    Wait 

I  he  comes  to  lie  down,  and  then  one  sure  shot. 

le  trucks  are  between  us  and  pursuit     We  hare 

t  to  run  back  over  the  lines  and  go  our  way.     They 

'  will  not  see  whence  the  shot  came.    Wait  here  at  leasl 
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ahiver  at  a  little  watching  ? ' 

'  Oho ! '  thought  Kim,  behind  dos&^hut  eyes. 
*  Once  again  it  ia  Mahbub.  Indeed  a  white  stallion's 
pedigree  ie  not  a  good  thing  to  peddle  to  Sahibs  [  Or 
may  be  Mahbub  baa  been  selling  other  news.  Now 
what  ia  to  do,  Kim  ?  I  know  not  where  Mahbub 
bouses,  and  if  he  conies  here  before  the  dawn  they 
kvill  shoot  him.  That  would  be  no  profit  for  thee, 
And  this  is  not  a  matter  for  the  police.  That 
old  be  no  profit  for  Mahbub.  They  should  hare 
1  the  matter  over  to  a  woman  for  a  few  rupees. 
lUt  they  have  not,  and  here  is  Kim  and  yonder  are 
they,  rirst  then,  Kim  must  wake  and  go  away,  so 
that  they  shall  not  suspect.     A  bad  dream  wakes  ■ 

man  —  thus ' 

He  threw  the  blanket  off  his  face,  and  raised  him- 
self suddenly  with  the  terrible,  bubbling,  meaning- 
less yell  of  an  Asiatic  roused  by  nightmare. 

'  Urr^nrr-urr-urr!     Ya-la-la-la-Ia !     Narain!     The 
miAurel!    The  chureU' 

I  A  chuTel  is  the  peculiarly  malignant  ghost  of  a 
woman  who  has  died  in  childlied  and  haunts  lonely 
roads.  Iler  feet  are  turned  backwards  on  the  anklea, 
and  she  leads  men  to  torment. 

Louder  rose  Kim's  quavering  howl,  till  at  last  he 
leaped  to  his  feet  and  staggered  off  sleepily,  while  the 
»  cursed  him  for  waking  them.     Some  twenty 
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L^ards  farther  up  the  line  he  laj  down  again,  taking 

Feare  that  the  whispereri  should  hear  hia  grunts  and 

groans  as    be  recomposed    himself.      After    a    few 

minutes  he  rolled  towards  the  road  and  stole  away 

into  the  thick  darkness. 

He  paddled  along  awif tlj  till  he  came  to  a  culvert, 
and  dropped  hehind  it^  his  chin  on  a  level  with  the 
coping-stone.  Here  he  could  command  aU  the  night- 
traffic,  himself  unseen. 

Two  or  three  eklcas  passed,  jingling  out  to  the 
suburbs;  a  coughing  policeman,  a  hurrying  foot-pa*^ 
senger  or  two  who  sang  to  keep  off  evil  spirits.  Then 
rapped  the  shod  feet  of  a  horse. 

'  Ah  1   This  is  more  like  Mahbub,'  thought  Kin 
the  beast  shied  at  the  little  head  above  the  culvert 

'  Ohe,  Mahbub  All,'  he  whispered,  '  have  a  cara* 

The  horse  was  reined  back  almost  on  its  haunchee 
and  forced  towards  the  culvert. 

'  Never  again,'  said  Mahbub,  '  will  I  take  a  shod 
horse  for  night-work.    They  pick  up  all  the  bones  and 
nails  in  the  city.'    He  stooped  to  lift  its  fore-foot  4 
that  brought  his  head  within  a  foot  of  Kim's.   ' 
—  keep  down,'  he  muttered.     '  The  night  is  full  ( 
eyes.' 

'  Two  men   wait   thy  coming  behind   the   hoi! 
trucks.    They  will  shoot  thee  at  thy  lying  <i 
cause  there  is  fl  price  on  thy  head.    I  heard  alee 
near  the  horses.* 
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*  Didst  thou  Bee  them  I   .    .    .   Hold  etil],  Sire  of  ^ 
Devils  I '    TbiB  furiously  to  the  horse. 

'No.' 
^    •  Was  one  dressed  belike  as  a  faqvirt ' 
ft     '  I  did  not  see,  but  one  said  to  the  other,  "  What 
tnaaner  of  a  faquir  art  thou,    to   shiver  at   a   little 
watching ! " ' 

'  Good.  Go  back  to  the  camp  and  lie  down.  I  do 
not  die  to-mght.' 

Mahbub  wheeled  his  horse  and  vanished,  Kim 
tore  back  down  the  ditch  till  he  reached  a  point  oppo- 
tite  his  second  resting-place,  slipped  across  the  road 
like  a  weasd,  and  re-coiled  himself  in  the  blanket 

'  At  least  Mahbub  knows,'  he  thought  contentedly. 
*  And  certainly  he  spoke  as  one  expecting  it  I  do 
not  think  those  two  men  will  profit  by  to-night's 
watch.' 

An  hour  passed,  and  Kim,  with  the  best  will  in  the 
world  to  keep  awake  all  nigbt,  slept  deeply.  Now 
and  ngain  a  ni^ht  train  roared  along  the  metals  within 
twenty  feet  of  hlni ;  but  he  had  all  the  Oriental's  in- 
difference to  mere  noise,  and  it  did  not  even  weave  a 
dream  through  his  slumber.  Mahbub  was  anything 
but  asleep.  Tt  nnnoyed  hira  vehemently  that  people 
OTitside  his  trilie  and  unaffected  by  his  casual  amours 
he  life.    His  first  and  natural 
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rammaTily  ala;  theau  Here,  he  reflected  with 
row,  another  liranch  of  the  Govemmeot,  lotallj  un- 
counecieJ  with  Colonel  Creigbton,  might  demauU 
Gxplanationa  which  would  be  hard  to  supply ;  anii  he 
knew  that  south  the  border  a  perfectly  ridiculous 
fuss  is  made  al>out  a  corpse  or  so.  He  had  not  been 
troubled  in  this  way  since  he  sent  Kim  to  UmhalU 
with  the  message,  and  hoped  that  Buspicion  had 
finally  diverted. 

Then  a  moat  brilliant  notion  struck  him, 

'  The  English  do  eternally  tell  the  truth,'  he 
'therefore  we  of  this  country  are  eternally  made 
foolish.  By  Allah,  I  will  tell  the  truth  to  an  English- 
man [  Of  what  use  is  the  Sirkar's  police  if  a  poor 
KabuH  is  robbed  of  his  horses  in  their  very  trucks. 
This  is  as  bad  as  Peshawurl  I  should  lay  a  com- 
plaint at  the  Thanah.  Better  still,  some  young  Sahib 
•D  the  Kailway.  They  are  zealous,  and  if  they  catch 
thieres  it  is  remembered  to  their  honour.' 

He  tied  up  his  horse  outside  the  station,  and  strode 
•n  to  the  platform. 

'Hullo,  Mahbub  Ali,'  said  a  young  Assistant 
trict  Trafhti  Superintendent  who  was  waiting  to 
down  the  line  —  a  tall,  tow-haired,  horsey  youth  in 
dingy  while  linen.  '  What  are  you  doing  here  i  Sell- 
ing crocks,  eh  \  * 

'  No ;  I  am  not  troubled  for  my  horses.    I  come  to 
look  for  Lutuff  iniah.     I  have  a  truck-1 
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Uoe.    Could  any  one  take  them  out  without  the  Rati- 
way's  knowledge  i ' 

'  Shouldn't  think  so,  Mahbub.  You  can  claim 
agaioet  us  if  they  do.' 

'  I  have  seen  two  men  crouching  under  the  wheek 
>.>f  ouc  of  the  trucks  nearly  all  the  night.  Faquira  do 
not  steal  horses,  so  I  gave  them  no  more  thought  1 
would  iind  Lutuf  ITllah,  my  partner.' 

'  The  deuce  you  did !  And  you  didn't  bother  your 
bead  about  it  ?  'Pon  my  word,  it's  just  almost  as  well 
that  I  met  you.     What  were  they  like,  eh  ? ' 

'  They  were  only  faquirs.    They  will  no  more  than 

take  a  little  grain  perhaps  from  one  of  the  trucks. 

There  are  many  up  the  line.     The  Sirkar  will  never 

miss  the  dola.     I  came  here  seeking  for  my  partner, 

,ltituf  Ullah ' 

'  Never    mind    your  partner.     Where    are    your 
e-trucks  1 ' 
'A  little  to  this  aide  of  the  farthest  place  where 
ley  make  lamps  for  the  trains.' 

*  The  signal-box.    Yea.' 

*  And  upon  the  rail  nearest  to  the  road  upon  the 
Ignt-hand  side  —  looking  up  the  tine  thus.  But  as 
^ards  Lutuf  LTlah  —  a  tall  man  with  a  broken  dok, 

Eimd  a  Persian  greyhound  —  Aie ! ' 

The  boy  had  hurried  off  to  wake  up  a  young  and 
enthusiastic  policeman;  for,  as  he  said,  the  rail- 
nty  bad  Buffered  much  from  depredations  in  the 
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goods-yard.      Mahbub    All    chuckled    in    his    djed 
beard. 

'  They  will  walk  in  their  boots,  making  a  noise, 
and  then  thej  will  wonder  why  there  are  no  faquirs. 
They  are  veiy  clerer  boys  — •  Barton  Sahib  and 
Toung  Sahib.' 

He  waited  idly  for  a  few  minutea,  expecting  to  see 
them  hurry  up  the  line  girt  for  action.  A  light  engine 
slid  through  the  etation,  and  he  caught  a  glimpse  of 
young  Barton  in  the  cab. 

*  I  did  that  child  an  injustice.  He  is  not  altogether 
a  fool/  eaid  Mahbub  All.  '  To  take  a  fire  carriage 
for  a  thief  ia  a  new  game.* 

When  Mahbub  AU  came  to  his  camp  in  the  dawn^ 
no  one  thought  it  worth  while  to  tell  him  any  newg  of 
the  night.  No  one,  at  least,  but  one  small  horse-boy, 
newly  advanced  to  the  great  man's  service,  whom  Mah* 
bub  called  to  his  tiny  tent  to  assist  in  some  packin^i 

'It  is  all  known  to  me,'  whispered  Kim,  bent 
above  saddle-baga,  '  Two  Sahibs  come  up  mi 
te-rain.  I  was  running  to  and  fro  in  the  dark  on  thia 
side  of  the  trucks  as  the  ie-ram  moved  up  and  down 
slowly.  They  fell  upon  two  men  sitting  under  this 
truck  —  Hajji,  what  shall  I  do  with  this  lump  of 
tobacco  ?  Wrap  it  in  paper  and  put  it  under  the 
salt-bag  ?  Yes  —  and  struck  them  down.  But  one 
man  struck  at  a  Sahib  with  a  faquir's  buck's  honi ' 
^Kim  meant  the  conjoined  black  buck  b(HT)a,  which 
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»re  a  faquir's  sole  temporal  weapon)  — '  the  blood 
came.  So  the  other  Sahib,  first  smiting  his  own  man 
senseleiiB,  emote  the  stabber  with  a  abort  gun  which 
had  rolled  from  the  first  man's  hand.  They  all  raged 
BB  though  mad  together.' 

Hahbub  smiled  with  heavenly  resignation.     '  No  ] 

tXhat  ia  not  so  much  dewanee  (madness,  or  a  case  for 
Um  caTil  court  —  the  word  can  be  punned  upon  both 
bays)  as  nigamut  (a  criminal  case).  A  gun  sayest 
■out  (hat  is  good  ten  years  in  jail.' 
•  '  Then  they  both  lay  still,  but  I  think  they  were 
nearly  dead  when  they  were  put  on  the  teTain.  Their 
heads  moved  thus.     And  there  is  much  blood  on  the 

^,line.• 
*  I  would  not  b&Te  tliem  dead.  Jail  is  the  sure 
place  —  and  assuredly  they  will  give  false  names, 
and  assuredly  no  man  will  see  them  for  a  long  time. 
A  Pathan  would  scarcely  have  done  better.  They 
weae  unfriends  of  mine.  Now  quickly  with  the  sad- 
dle-bags and  the  cooking-platter.  We  will  take  out 
the  horses  and  away  to  Simla.' 

Swiftly,  —  as  Orientals  understand  speed,  —  with 
long  explanations,  with  abuse  and  windy  talk,  care- 
lessly, amid  a  hundred  checks  for  little  things  for- 
gotten, the  untidy  camp  broke  up  and  led  the 
half-dozen  stiff  and  fretful  horses  along  the  Kalka 
road  in  the  fresh  of  the  rain-swept  dawn.  Kim,  re- 
^^^crded  as  Mahbub  Ali's  favourite  by  all  who  wished 
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to  stand  well  with  the  PatLan,  was  not  called  u^KNl 
to  work.  They  strolled  on  by  the  easiest  of  stages, 
halting  every  few  houra  at  a  wayside  shelter.  Very 
many  Sahiba  travel  along  the  Kalka  road;  and,  as 
Kahbub  AU  says,  every  young  Sahib  must  needs 
esteem  hiiusflf  a  judge  of  a  horse,  and,  though  he  be 
up  to  his  teeth  in  debt  to  the  money-lender,  must 
make  as  if  to  buy.  That  was  the  reason  that  Sahib 
after  Sahib,  rolling  along  in  a  stage-carriage,  would 
stop  and  open  talk.  Some  would  even  descend  from 
the  dak-garriea  and  feel  the  horses'  legs ;  asking  inane 
questions,  or,  through  sheer  ignorance  of  the  vernac- 
ular, grossly  insulting  the  imperturbable  trader. 

'  When  first  I  dealt  with  Sahibs,  and  that  was  when 
Colonel  Soady  Sahib  was  Governor  of  Fort  Abazai 
and  flooded  the  commissioners'  camping-ground  for 
spite,'  Mahbub  confided  to  Kira  as  the  boy  filled  hie 
l)ipe  under  a  tree,  '  I  did  not  know  how  greatly  they 

were  fools,  and  this  made  mo  wroth.     As  thus * 

and  he  told  Kim  a  tale  of  an  expression,  misused  ia 
all  innocence,  that  doubled  Kim  up  with 
'Now  I  see,  however,'  —  he  exhaled  smoke  slow 
—  '  that  it  is  with  them  as  with  aU  men  —  in  certain  -^ 
matters  they  are  wise,  and  in  others  most  foolish. 
Very  foolish  it  is  to  use  the  wrong  word  to  a  stranger  \ 
for  though  the  heart  may  be  clean  of  offence,  1 
the  stranger  to  know  that  ?  He  is  more  like  to  » 
truth  with  a  dagger.' 
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'  True.  True  talk,'  said  Kim  solemnly.  *  One 
who  speaks  of  a  cat  when  a  woman  13  brought  to  bed, 
for  inetanca     I  have  beard  that.' 

*  Therefore,  iu  one  situate  as  thou  art,  it  particu- 
larly behoves  thee  to  remember  this  with  both  kinds 
of  faoee.  Among  Sahibs,  never  forgetting  thou  art  a 
Sahib;  among  the  folk  of  Hind,  always  rememberiug 
tboQ  art '  he  paused,  with  a  puzzled  smil& 

*  What  am  I }  Mussalmao,  Hindu,  Jaiu,  or  Bud- 
dhist t    That  is  a  hard  nut'    Kim  smiled. 

'  Thou  art  beyond  question  an  unbeliever,  and 
therefore  thou  wilt  be  damned.  So  says  the  Canoon 
of  my  Law  —  or  I  think  it  does.  But  thou  art  alao 
my  Little  Friend  of  all  the  World,  and  I  love  thee. 
So  says  my  heart.  This  matter  of  creeda  is  like 
horseflesh.  The  wise  man  knows  horses  aro  good  — 
that  there  is  a  profit  to  he  made  from  all ;  and  for 
myself,  bet  that  I  am  a  good  Sunni  and  hate  the  men 
of  Tirah.  I  could  believe  the  same  of  all  the  faiths. 
Now  manifestly  a  Kattiawar  mare  taken  from  the 
■ands  of  her  birthplace  and  removed  to  the  west  of 
Sengal  becomes  lame  —  nor  is  even  a  Balkh  stallion 
(end  there  are  no  better  horses  than  those  of  Balkh, 
vere  they  not  so  heavy  in  the  shoulder)  of  any  ac- 
ootmt  in  the  great  Nortliern  deserts  beside  the  snow- 
camels  I  have  seen.  Therefore  I  say  in  my  heart  the 
faithfl  are  like  the  horses.    Each  has  merit  In  its  own 
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*Now  my  lama  Baid  altogether  a  different  thing.' 

'  Oh,  he  18  ui  oM  dreamer  o£  dreama  from  Ehoti- 
yal.     My  heart  is  a  little  angry,  Friend  of  all    tia 
World,  that  thou  shonldet  see  such  worth  in 
90  little  known.' 

'  True.    It  is  true,  Hajji,  but  that  worth  do  I 
«nd  to  him  my  heart  is  drawn.' 

'  And  hia  to  thine.  Hearts  are  like  horses, 
wime  and  they  go  against  bit  or  spur.  Shout  to  Gul 
Sher  Khan  yonder  to  drive  in  that  bay  stallion's 
pickets  more  firmly.  We  do  not  want  a  horge-fight  at 
every  reating-stage,  and  the  dun  and  the  black 
will  be  locked  in  a  little.  .  .  .  Now  hear 
la  it  necessary  to  the  comfort  of  thy  heart 
flee  that  lama  i ' 

'  It  is  one  part  of  my  bond,'  said  Kim,  '  If  I  d* 
not  see  him,  and  if  he  ia  taken  from  me,  I  will  go  out 
of  that  madrissah  in  Nucklao  and,  and  —  once  gone, 
who  is  to  find  me  again  ? ' 

'  It  is  true.  Never  was  colt  held  on  a  lighter  heel- 
roi>e  than  thou.'     Mahhub  nodded  his  head. 

'  Do  not  be  afraid.'    Kim  spoke  as  though  be  could 
have  evanished  on  the  moment.     'My  lama  has 
that  be  will  come  to  see  me  at  the  madrissah  — 

'  A  begear  and  his  bowl  in  the  presence  of 
young  Sa ' 

'  Krranis.'  Kim  cut  in  with  a  snort.     *  Their  eyes 

are  blned  and  their  nails  are  blackened  with  low-caste 
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Mood  many  of  them.     Sons  of  mehceranees  —  broth* 
era-in-law  of  the  bhungi  (sweeper).' 

We  need  not  follow  the  rest  of  the  pedigree ;  but 
Kim  made  his  little  point  clearly  and  without  heat, 
chewing  a  piece  of  Bugar-oane  tbe  while, 

'  Friend  of  all  the  World,'  said  Mahbub,  pushiog 
over  the  pipe  for  the  boy  to  clean,  '  I  have  met  many 
men,  women,  and  boys,  and  not  a  few  Sahibs.  I 
hare  never  in  all  my  days  met  such  an  imp  aa  thou 
art.' 

'And  why?     When  I  always  tell  thee  the  trntb.* 

'  That  ia  perhaps  the  very  reason,  for  this  is  a 
world  of  danger  to  honest  niPii.'  Mahbub  AH  hauled 
himself  off  the  ground,  girt  in  his  belt,  and  went  over 
to  the  horses. 

'  Or  sell  it  "i ' 

There  was  that  in  the  tone  that  made  Mahbub  halt 
and  torn.     '  What  new  devilry  ? ' 

Eight  annas,  and  I  will  tell,'  said  Kim,  grinning. 
It  touches  thy  peace.' 

O  Sultans ! '     Mahbub  gave  the  money. 

'  Rememberest  thou  the  little  business  of  th? 
thieves  in  the  dark,  down  yonder  at  Fmbnlla  !  ' 

■  '  Seeing  they  sought  my  life,  I  have  not  altogethe. 
fci^tten.     Why?' 

I    *  Remcraberest  thou  the  Kashmir  Serai  ? ' 
W   '  I  wiU  trust  thy  ears  in  a  moment.' 

■  *  No  need,  Pathan.   Only,  the  second  faquir,  whom 
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ibo  SahibB  beat  seoeeless,  was  the  man  wbo  came  1^ 
wiirch  tli;  bulkhead  at  Lahore.    X  saw  his  face   as 
Uiey  helped  him  on  the  engine.    The  verj  same  man.' 

'  Why  didst  thou  not  tell,  Shaitan  3 ' 

'  Oh,  he  would  go  to  jail  and  be  safe  for  some 
^ais.  There  ia  no  need  to  tell  more  than  is  necessary 
at  an;  time.  Besides,  I  did  not  then  need  money  for 
sweetmeats.' 

'  Allab  kerien ! '  said  Mahbub  Ali, '  wilt  thou  eom« 
day  sell  my  head  for  a  few  sweetmeata  then  If  the  fit 
takes  thee } '  _| 


Etm  will  remember  till  he  dies  that  long,  la^' 
journey  from  TJmballa,  tlirough  Kalka  and  the  Pin- 
jore  gardens  near  by,  up  to  Simla.  A  sudden  spate 
in  the  Gugger  River  swept  down  one  horse  (the  most 
valuable,  be  sure),  and  nearly  drowned  Kim  among 
the  dancing  boulders.  Farther  up  the  road  the 
horses  were  stampeded  by  a  Government  elephant 
and  being  in  high  condition  of  grass  food,  it  onet  a 
day  and  a  half  to  get  them  together  again.  Then 
they  met  Sikander  Kban  coming  down  with  a  few 
unsaleable  crocks,  —  remnants  of  his  string,  —  and 
Mahbub,  wlio  had  more  of  horae-coping  in  his  little 
finger-nail  than  Sikander  Khan  in  all  his  tents,  must 
t  buy  two  of  the  worst,  and  that  meant  ei^t 
ionrs'  laborious  diplomacy  and  untold  tobacco.  But 
K  was  all  pure  delight  —  tbr;  wandering  ruad,  clitnV 
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ing,  dipping,  and  sweeping  about  tbe  growing  spure ; 
the  flush  of  the  morning  laid  along  the  distant  snowe ; 
the  branched  cacti;  tier  upun  tier  the  stony  hillsiiltis; 
the  Toicea  of  a  thousand  water-channels;  the  chutter 
of  the  monkeys;  the  solcma  deodars,  climhing  one 
after  another  witli  down-rlrooped  branches  j  the  vieta 
of  the  plains  roDed  out  far  beneath  them ;  tbe  inces- 
Kint  twanging  of  the  touga-homs  and  the  wild  rush 
of  the  led  horses  when  a  tonga  swung  round  a  curve ; 
the  haita  for  prayers  (Mahbub  was  very  religious  in 
drj-washings  and  bellowings  when  time  did  not 
presa) ;  the  evening  conferences  by  the  halting-place*, 
irlien  camels  and  bullocks  chewed  solemnly  together 
and  the  stolid  drivers  told  the  news  of  the  road  —  all 
tfaeee  things  lifted  Kim's  heart  to  song  within  him. 

'Bat,  vrnen  the  singing  and  dancing  is  done,' 
said  Mahhuh  Ali,  '  comes  the  Colonel  Sahib's,  and 
&it  is  not  BO  sweet.' 

A  fair  land  —  a  most  beautiful  land  is  this  of 
id  —  and  the  land  of  the  Five  Rivers  Ja  fairer 
than  all,'  Kim  half  chanted.     '  Into  it  I  will  go  again 
if  Mahhuh  Ali  or  the  Colonel  lift  hand  or  foot  against 
Once  gone,  who  shall  find  me!    Look,  Hajji,  is 
ider  the  city  of  Simla  pakar.    Allah,  what  a  city ! ' 
My  father's  brother,  and  be  was  an  old  man  when 
Uackeraon  Sahib's  well  was  new  at  Peshawur,  could 
cecal]  when  there  were  but  two  houses  in  it' 

le  horses  below  the  main  road  into  the 
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lower  Simla  bazar  —  the  crowded  rabbit-warren  t 
climba  up  from  the  valley  to  the  Town  Hall  at    ao 
angle  of  forty-five.    A  man  who  knows  bis  way  tbare 
can  defy  all  the  irolice  of  Indiana  summer  capital 
cunningly  does  verandah  communicat*  with  veH 
dab,    alley-wav  with    alley-way,  and  bolt-hole 
bolt-hole.      Here    live    those   who    minister 
wants  of  the  city  —  jhampania  who  pull  the  pre 
ladies'  rickshaws  by  night  and  gamble  till  the  dav 
grocers,  oil-sellera,  curio-vendors,   fire-wood  deal 
priests,  pickpockets,    and  native    employees  of 
Government ;  liere  are  discussed  hy  courtesana  all  .■ 
things  which  are  supposed  to  bo  profoi 
of  the  India  Council ;  and  here  gather  all  the  t 
snb-agents   of  half  the   native'  States.      Here, 
Mahbub    Ali  rented    a  room,  much  more    Beeur< 
locked  than  his  bulkhead  at  Lahore,  in  the  house  4 
a  Mohammedan    cattlenJealer.      It  was    a  place  * 
miracles,  too,  for  there    went  into  it  at  twiligbfca 
Mohammedan    horse-boy,    and    there   came   out   , 
hour  later,   when   all    5^imla   waa   wrapped   in   soft 
rain-mist,    a    Eurasian    lad  —  for    the    Lucknov 
srirl's  dye  was  of  the  beat  sort  —  in    badly    fitfc 
shop-clothes. 

'  I  have  spoken  with  Creighton  Sahib,*  quoth  1 
I)  All,  *  and  a  second  time  has  the  band  of  frienJ- 
t  averted  the  whip  of  calamity.     He  savB  thai 
a  bast  altogether  wasted  sixty  days  upon  the  r 
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aTiH  it  is  too  late,  therefore,  to  send  thee  to  any 
hill-school.' 

*I  have  sMd  that  my  holidays  are  my  own.  I  do 
not  go  to  school  twice  over.  That  is  one  part  of  my 
bond.' 

"The  Colonel  Sahib  is  not  yet  aware  of  the  con- 
tract. Thou  art  to  lodge  in  Lui^an  Sahib's  house  till 
it  is  time  to  go  again  to  Nucklao.' 

'I  had  sooner  lodge  with  thee,  Mahbub.' 

'Thou  dost  not  know  the  honour.  Lurgan  Sahib 
himself  asked  for  thee.  Thou  wilt  go  up  the  hill  and 
along  the  road  atop,  and  there  thou  must  forget  for 
a  while  that  thou  hast  ever  seen  or  spoken  to  me, 
Mahbub  Ali,  who  sells  horses  to  Creighton  Sahib, 
whom  thou  dost  not  know.    Remember  this  order.' 

Kim  nodded.  'Good,'  said  he,  'and  who  is  Lurgan 
Sahib?  Nay  —  '  he  caught  Mahbub "s  sword-keen 
glance  —  'indeed  I  have  never  heard  his  name.  Is 
he  by  chance'  —  he  lowered  his  voice  —  'one  of  us?' 

'What  talk  is  this  of  us.  Sahib?'  Mahbub  Ali 
returned,  in  the  tone  he  used  towards  Europeans.  '  I 
am  a  Pathan;  thou  art  a  Sahib  and  the  son  of  a  Sahib. 
Lui^gan  Sahib  has  a  shop  among  the  European  shops. 
All  Simla  knows  it.  Ask  there  .  .  .  and,  Friend  of 
all  the  World,  he  is  a  Sahib  to  be  obeyed  to  the  last 
wink  of  his  eye-lashes.  Men  say  he  does  magic,  but 
that  should  not  touch  thee.  Go  up  the  hill  and  aak. 
.flere  begins  the  great  game.' 


CHAPTER    rX 

S'dottks  was  eon  of  Yelth  the  wise— 

Chief  of  the  Eaven  clan, 
Itewoot  the  Bear  had  hun  m  care 

To  make  him  a  medicine-maa. 

He  was  quick  aad  quicker  to  leam— 

Bold  and  bolder  to  dare  : 
He  danced  the  dread  Kloo-Kwallie  I 

To  tickle  Itswoot  the  Bear  I 

OragcnL 

1  Km  flung  himBelf  whole-heartedly  upon  the  ned 

a  of  the  wheel.     He  would  be  a  Sahib  again  for  ^ 
while.     In  that  idea,  an  soon  as  he  had  reached  the 
broad  road  undor  Simla  town-hall,  he  cast  about  for 
one  to  impress.     A  Hindu  child,  some  ten  years  oU 
squatted  under  a  lamp-post. 

'  Where  Ls  Mr,  Lurgan's  house  ? '  demanded  tntn, 

'  I  do  not  understand  English,'  was  the  answer, 
and  Kim  shifted  his  speech  accordingly. 

'  I  will  show.' 

Together  they  set  off  through  the  myBterions  dul 

full  of  the  noises  of  a  city  below  the  hillside,  and  the 

breath   of   a   cool   wind   in   deodar-crowned   Jalcko, 

ehouldering  the  stars.     The  b 
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•D  every  level,  made,  as  it  were,  a  double  firmtiment. 
Some  were  &sed,  others  belonged  to  tlie  rickshaws  oi 
careless,  open-spoken  English  folk,  going  out  to  din- 
ner, 

'  It  is  here,*  said  Kim's  guide,  and  halted  in  a 
verandah  flush  with  the  main  road.  No  door  stayed 
them,  but  a  curtain  of  beaded  reeds  that  split  up  the 
lamp-light  beyoud. 

*  He  ia  come,'  said  the  boy,  in  a  voice  little  louder 

than  B  sigh,  and  vanished.     Kim  felt  sure  that  the 

boy  had  been  posted  to  guide  him  from  the  first,  but 

putting  «  bold  face  on  it,  parted  the  curtain.      A 

black-bearded  man  with  a  green  shade  over  hia  eyes, 

sat  at  a  table,  and,  one  by  one,  with  short,  white 

hands,  picked  up  globulea  of  light  from  a  tray  before 

him,  threaded  them  on  a  glancing  silken  string  and 

hammed  to  himself  the  while.     Kim  was  conscious 

that  beyond  the  circle  of  light  the  room  was  full  of 

things  that  smett  like  all  the  temples  of  all  the  East 

A  whiff  of  musk,  a  puff  of  sandal-wood,  and  a  breath 

of  sickly  jessamine-oil  caught  hb  opened  nostrils. 

'  I  am  here,'  eaid  Kim  at  last,  speaking  in  the  ver- 

^^jkcular  —  for  the  smells  made  him  forget  that  ho 

Hhu  going  to  be  a  Sahib  henceforward. 

^P  'Seventy-nine,  eighty,  eighty-one,'  the  man  counted 

to  himself,  stringing  pearl  after  pearl  so  quickly  that 

Kim  could  scarcely  follow  hia  fingers.     He  slid  off 

green  shade   and  looked   intently  at  Kim   for 


KIM 

a  full  half-minute.  The  pupils  of  the  eye  dilated 
and  closed  to  pin-pricks,  as  if  at  will.  There  was  a 
ftupttT  by  the  Taksali  Gate  who  had  just  this  gift  and 
made  money  by  it,  especially  when  cursing  HoUy 
women.  Kim  stared  intently.  His  disreputable 
friend  could  further  twitch  his  ears,  almost  like  a 
goat,  and  Kim  was  disappointed  that  this  new  man 
did  not  imitate  him.  ^^ 

'  Do  not  be  afraid,'  said  Mr.  Lurgan  suddenly.     ^M 
'  Why  should  I  fear? '  ^| 

'Thou  wilt  sleep  here  to-night,  and  stay  with  me 
till  it  is  time  to  go  again  to  Nucklao.    It  is  an  order.' 
'It  is  an  order,'  Kim  repeated.    'But  where  shall  I 
sleep?' 

'Here  in  this  room.'    Lurgan  Sahib  waved  his 
hand  towards  the  darkness  behind  him.  ^1 

'So  be  it,'  said  Kim  composedly.    'Now?'  ^| 

He  nodded  and  held  the  lamp  above  bis  hcEid.  Aa 
the  light  swept  them,  there  leaped  out  from  the  walls 
a  collection  of  Tibetan  devil-dance  masks,  hang- 
ing above  the  fiend-embroideried  draperies  of  those 
ghastly  functions  —  homed  masks,  scowling  masks, 
and  masks  of  idiotic  terror.  In  a  comer,  a  Japanese 
warrior,  mailed  and  plumed,  menaced  him  with  a 
halberd,  and  a  score  of  lances  and  kkandag  and  kut- 
toTs  gave  back  the  unsteady  gleam.  But  what  inter- 
ested Kim  more  than  all  these  things  —  he  bad  seeo 
::e  masks  at  the  Lahore  Museum  — v 
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!  of  the  soft-eyed  Hindu  child  who  had  left 

1  in  the  doorway,  sitting  cross-legged  under  the 

e  of  pearls  with  a  little  smile  on  his  scarlet  lips. 

'.  think  that  Lurgan  Sahib  wishes  to  make  me 

id.    And  I  am  sure  that  the  devil's  brat  below 

e  table  wishes  to  see  me  afraid.    This  place/  he  said 

Bloud,  'is  like  a  wonder-house.    Where  is  my  bed?' 

Lurgan  Sahib  pointed  to  a  native  quilt  in  a  com^ 

Illy  the  loathsome  masks,  picked  up  the  lamp,  and  left 

Ide  room  in  black  darkness. 

'Was  that  Lurgan  Sahib?'  Kim  asked  as  he  cud- 
Idled  down.  No  answer.  He  could  hear  the  Hindu 
Iboy  breathing,  however,  and,  guided  by  the  sound, 
■crawled  across  the  floor,  and  cuifed  into  the  darkness, 
ing:  'Give  answer,  devil.  Is  this  the  way  to  lie 
1  Sahib?' 

i>om  the  darkness  he  fancied  he  could  hear  the 

:ho  of  a  chuckle.    It  could  not  be  his  soft-fleshed 

mpanion,  because  he  was  weeping.    So  Kim  lifted 

I  his  voice  and  called  aloud;  'Lurgan  Sahib,  O 

Sahib!    Is  it  an   order  that  thy  servant 

B  not  apeak  to  me?' 

t  is  an  order.'    The  voice  came  from  behind  him 
jid  he  started. 
'Very  good.    But  remember,'  he  muttered,  as  he 
wught  the  quilt,  '  I  will  beat  thee  in  the  morning. 
3  not  like  Hindus.' 

t  was  no  cheerfiil  night;  the  room  being  over- 
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toi  of  ToiceB  add  mosic  Kim  was  vaked  twice  bf 
Bome  one  calling  his  name.  The  second  time  he  set 
out  in  eearcb,  and  ended  hy  bruising  his  nose  against 
a  box  that  certainly  spoke  with  a  human  tongue,  but 
in  no  sort  of  human  accent.  It  seemed  to  end  in  a 
tin  trumpet  and  to  be  joined  by  wires  to  a  smaller 
box  on  tb©  floor  —  bo  far,  at  least,  as  he  could 
judge  by  touch.  And  the  voice,  very  hard  and  whii^ 
ring,  came  out  of  the  trumpet,  singing,  *  Taza  ha 
nao  henao*  Kim  rubbed  his  nose  and  grew  fui 
linking,  as  usual,  in  Hindi 

'  This  with  a  beggar  from  the  bazar  might  be  good 
but  —  I  am  a  Sahib  and  the  son  of  a  Sahib 
which  is  twice  as  much  more  beside,  a  studentj 
ZiUcknao.      Yess '  (here  be  turned  to  EngUsh), 
boy  of  St.  Savier's.    Damn  Mr.  Lurgan's  eyes! 
is  some  sort  of  machinery  like  a  sewing-machine.  Oh, 
it  is  great  cheek  of  him  —  we  are  not  frightened  that 
way   in   Lucknow — No.'     Then    in   Hindi:    'But 
what  does  he  gain !     He  is  only  a  trader  —  I  am  in 
his  shop.     But  Creighton  Sahib  is  a  Colonel  —  and  I 
think  Creighton  Sahib  gave  orders  that  it  should  bo 
done.     How  I  will  beat  that  Hindu  bastard  in 
morning.     What  is  this  ? ' 

The  trumpet-box  was  pouring  out  a  string  of 
I  most  elaborate  abuse  that  even  Kira  liad  ever  heard, 
L  in  a  level  uninterested  voice,  that  for  a  moment  lifted 
the  short  hairs  in  his  neck.     When  the  vile 
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f  breath,  Kim  W43  reassured  b^  the  soft,  sewing- 
tnacbine-like  whirr. 

*  ChUp! '  (be  still)  be  cried,  and  again  he  beard  a 
chuckle,  that  decided  him.  '  CkUp  —  or  I  break 
jroDr  head.* 

The  box  took  uo  heed.     Eim  wrenched  at  the  tin 

tnunpet  and  something  lifted  with  a  click.     He  had 

evidently  raised  a  lid.     If  there  were  a  devil  inside, 

now  was  its  time  for  —  he  sniffed  —  thus  did  the 

sewing-machines  of  the  bazar  smelL    lie  would  clean 

^^}iat  thaitan.     He  slipped  off  his  jacket,  and  plunged 

■ft  into  the  box's  mouth.    Something  long  and  round 

BbeBt  under  the  pressure,  there  was  a  whirr  and  the 

Toice  stopped  —  as  voices  must  if  you  ram  a  thrico- 

donbled  coat  on  to  the  wax  cylinder  and  into  tho 

works  of  an  expensive  phonograph.     Eim  finished 

Us  slumbers  with  a  serene  mind. 

In  the  morning  he  was  aware  of  Lurgan  Sahib 
looking  down  on  htm. 

'  Oah  I '  said  Kim,  firmly  resolved  to  cling  to  his 

Sahib-dom.     *  There  was  a  box  in  the  night  that 

gave  me  gali.     So  I  stopped  it     Waa  it  your  boxl ' 

The  man  held  out  hia  hand. 

^^  '  Shake  hands,  O'Hara,'  he  said.     '  Yes,  it  was  ray 

^^Bx.     I  keep  such  things  because  my  friends  the 

^Jujahs  like  them.     That  one  is  broken,  but  it  was 

^^fteap  at  the  price.     Yes,  my  friends,  the  Kings,  are 

^H^-  foud  of  toys  —  and  so  am  I  nometimes.' 


KIM 


Kim  looked  at  him  out  of  the  comers  of  his 
He  was  a  Sahib  in  that  he  wore  Sahib's  clotim; 
accent  of  his  Urdu,  the  mtonation  of  his 
allowed  that  he  was  anything  but  a  Sahib, 
seemed  to  understand  what  moved  in  Kim's  noind  ere 
the  boy  opened  his  mouth,  and  he  took  no  pains  to 
explain  himself  as  Father  Victor  or  the  Lucknow 
masters  did.  Sweetest  of  all  ^  sweeter  than  the 
pilau  —  he  treated  Kim  as  an  equal  on  the 
ude. 

'  I  am  sorry  you  cannot  beat  my  boy  this  tut 
He  says  he  will  kill  you  with  a  knife  or  poison.  He 
is  jealous,  so  I  have  put  him  in  the  comer  and  I  shall 
not  speak  to  him  to-day.  He  has  just  tried  to  kill 
me.  You  must  help  me  with  the  jewels.  He  is 
almost  too  jealous  to  trust,  just  now.' 

Now  a  genuine  imported   Sahib   from  England 
would  have  made  a  great  to  do  over  this  tale.    Lur- 
gan  Sahib  stated  it  as  simply  as  Mahbub  Ali  recordi 
his  httle  doings  in  the  North. 

The  black  verandah  of  the  shop  was  built  out 
the  sheer  hillside,  and  they  looked  down  into  their 
neighbours'  chimney-pots,  as  is  the  custom  of  Simla. 
But  even  more  than  the  purely  Persian  meal  cooked 
by  Lurgan  Sahib  with  his  own  hands,  the  shop  fasci- 
nated Kim.  The  Lahore  Museum  was  larger,  but  hwe 
were  more  wonders  —  ghost-daggers  and  prayer- 
wheels  from  Tibet;  turquoise  and  raw  amber  neck- 
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lacee;  green  jade  bangles;  curiously  packed  iuceuBe* 
sticks  in  jars  crofited  over  with  raw  gameta;  the 
dfiTil-maska  of  overnight  and  a  wall  fuU  of  peacock- 
Hue  draperies;  gilt  figures  of  Buddha,  and  little 
portable  altars  of  lacquer;  Hussian  samovars  with 
turquoises  on  the  hd;  egg-shell  cbina  seta  in  quaint 
octagonal  cane  boxes ;  yellow  ivory  crucifixes  —  from 
Japan  of  all  places  in  the  world,  so  Lurgan  Sahib 
said;  carpets  in  dusty  bales,  smelling  atrociously, 
pushed  back  behind  torn  and  rotten  screens  of  geo- 
metrical work  ;  Persian  water-jugs  for  the  hands  after 
meals;  dull  copper  incense-burners  neither  Chinese 
nor  Persian,  with  friezes  of  fantastic  devils  riuming 
round  them;  tarnished  sUver  belts  that  knotted  like 
xaw  hide;  hair-pins  of  jade,  ivory,  and  plasniii;  arms 
of  all  sorts  and  kinds,  and  a  thousand  other  oddments 
were  cased  or  piled,  or  merely  thrown  into  the  room, 
leaving  a  clear  space  only  round  the  rickety  deal 
table,  where  Lurgan  Sahib  worked. 

Thoee  things  are  nothing,'  said  his  host,  watching 
Kim's  admiring  eye.  '  I  buy  them  because  they  are 
pretty,  and  sometimes  I  sell  —  if  I  like  the  buyer's 
look.     My  work  is  on  the  table  —  some  of  it.' 

It  blazed  in  the  morning  light  —  all  red  and  blue 
and  green  flashes,  picked  out  with  the  vicious  blue- 
white  spurt  of  a  diamond  here  and  there.  Kim 
opened  his  eyes. 

'  0\  they  are  quite  well,  those  stones.     It  will  not 
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hnrt  them  to  see  the  sun.     Besides,  they  are  chi 
But  with  aick  stonea  it  is  very  different.'     He 
Ki>u'>  pUto  anew.     '  There  is  no  one  but  me 
doctor  a  sick  pearl  and  re-blue  turquoises.     I 
yott  opals  —  any  fool  can  cure  an  opal  —  but  for  a 
Muk  rcwl  tliore  is  only  me.     Suppose  I  were  to  die  I 
Then  there  would  be  no  one.  ...  Oh  no  1     Ti 
cannot  do  anything  with  jewels.     It  will  be  qi 
enough  if  you  understand  a  little  about  turquoises 
•otuo  day.* 

Ho  moved  to  the  end  of  the  verandah  to  refill 
hoavy,  porous  clay  water-jug  from  the  lilter. 

'  Do  you  want  drinlt ! ' 

Kim  nodded.     Lurgan  Sahib,  fifteen  feet  away, 
laid  one  hand  on  the  jar.     Next  instant  it  stood  at 
Kim's  elbow,  fuU  to  within  half  an  inch  of  the  bi 
—  the  white  cloth  only  showing,  by  a  small  wri 
that  it  had  slid  into  its  place. 

'  Wah  1 '  said  Kjm  in  most  utter  amazement 
•  That  is  magic'  Lurgan  Sahib's  smile  showed  that 
the  compliment  had  gone  home. 

'  Throw  it  back.' 

'  It  will  break.' 

'  I  say,  throw  it  back.' 

Kim  grasped  it  by  the  neck  and  pitched  it  at 
dom.      It  fell  short  and  crashed  into  fifty  piece!; 
wliile  the  water  dripped  through  the  rough  verandali 
boarding. 
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*I  Baid  it  would  break.' 

'  AH  one.     Look  at  it.     Look  at  the  largest  piece.' 

That  lay  with  a  sparkle  of  water  in  its  curve,  aa  it 

were  a  star  on  the  floor.     Kim  looked  intently;  Lur- 

gan  Sahib  laid  one  hand  gently  on  the  nape  of  his 

neck,   stroked   it   twice   or   thrice,   and   whispered: 

'  Look.     It  shall  come  to  life  again,  piece  by  piece. 

First  the  big  piece  shall  join  itself  to  two  others  op 

'  the  right  and  the  left  —  oa  the  right  and  the  left. 

f  lAokl* 

To  save  his  life,  'Kiny  oould  not  have  turned  his 
I  bead.  The  light  touch  held  him  as  in  a  vice,  and  his 
[blood  tingled  pleasantly  through  hira.  There  was 
[one  large  piece  of  the  jar  where  there  had  been  three, 
I  \nd  above  them  the  shadowy  outline  of  the  entire 
[  veeseL  He  could  see  the  verandah  through  it,  but  it 
I  was  thickening  and  darkening  with  each  beat  of  his 
I  pulse.  Yet  the  jar  —  how  slowly  the  thoughts  came ! 
w —  the  jar  had  been  smashed  before  his  eyes.  An- 
1  other  wave  of  prickling  fire  raced  down  hb  neck,  as 
T.argan  Sahib  moved  his  hand. 

'Look !   It  is  coming  into  shape,'  saidLurgan  Sahib. 

So  far  Kim  bad  been  thinking  in  Hindi,  but  a 

I  tremor  came  on  him,  and  with  an  effort  like  that  of  a 

L  swimmer  before  sharks,  who  hurls  himself  half  out 

of  the  water,  his  mind  leaped  up  from  a  darkness 

that  was  swallowing  it  and  took  refuge  in  —  the  mnl 

tipUcation  table  in  English! 

r943] 


£IM 

*  Look  I  It  ia  coming  into  shape,'  whispered  Ln 
g«n  Sahib. 

The  jap  had  been  Bmashed  —  yees,  smashed  —  n 
the  native  word,  he  would  not  think  of  that  —  bn 
smashed  —  into  fifty  pieces,  and  twice  three  waa  s 
and  thrice  three  was  nine,  and  four  times  three  ■v 
twelve.    He  clung  desperately  to  the  repetition.  ' 
shadow-outline  of  the  jar  cleared  like  a  nust  afto 
rubbing  eyes.     There  were  the  broken  shards^  thei 
was  the  spilt  water  drying  in  the  sun,  and  through  th 
cracks  of  the  verandah  showed,  all  ribbed,  the  whi 
house-wall  below  —  and  thrice  twelve  was  thirty-six 

'Look!  Is  it  coming  into  shape?'  asked  Lurgai 
Sahib. 

'But  it  IS  smashed  —  smashed,'  he  gasped — Ln* 
gan  Sahib  bad  been  muttering  softly  for  the  last  haU 
minute.  Kim  wrenched  his  head  aside.  '  Look 
Dekko!    It  is  there  as  it  was  there.* 

'It  is  there  as  it  was  there,'  said  Lnrgan,  watcb 
ing  Kim  closely  while  the  boy  rubbed  his  neck.  ' 
yon  are  the  first  of  a  many  who  have  ever  seen  it  so.^ 
He  wiped  his  broad  forehead, 

'  Was  that  more  ma^c  ? '  KJm  asked  suapicioualy. 
The  tingle  had  gone  from  his  blood ;  he  felt  unus\uQ| 
wide  awake. 

'  No,  that  was  not  ma^c.    It  was  only  to  see  I 
there  was  a  flaw  in  a  jewel.     Kemomber  when  ai 
man  aaks  you  to  look  close  at  anything  and  waves  I 
[944] 


I 


KIM 

id  —  90 1  —  joa  must  oot  do  it-    But  *  ■ —  he  went 
to  himself  —  *  it  is  very  curious  that  he  should 
ive  saved  himself.     Tell  me,  did  you  see  the  shape 
cf  the  pot  ? ' 

'  For  a  little  time.  It  began  to  grow  like  a  flower 
from  the  ground.' 

*  And  then  what  did  you  do?  I  mean,  how  did 
you  think  t ' 

*  Oah !  I  knew  it  was  broken,  and  so  I  think  that 
Inu  what  I  thought  —  and  it  vfoa  broken.* 

'  Wm  I  Has  any  one  ever  done  that  same  sort  of 
mag^c  to  you  before  ? ' 

'  If  it  was,'  said  Kim,  '  do  you  think  I  should  let 
it  again  t    I  should  run  away.' 

*  And  now  you  are  not  afraid  —  eh  f ' 
No.' 

Lurgan  Sahib  looked  at  him  more  closely  than 

I  shall  ask  Mahbub  Ali  —  not  now,  but  some 

day  later,'  he  muttered.    '  I  am  pleased  with  you  — 

■;  and  I  am  pleased  with  you  —  no.    You  are  the 

it  that  ever  saved  himself.     I  wish  I  knew  what  it 

that  you  began  to  think.  .    .    .    But  yon  are 

;ht.     You  should  not  tell  that  —  not  even  to  me.' 

He  turned  into  the  dusky  gloom  of  the  shop,  and 

ut  down  at  the  table  rubbing  his  hands  softly.     A 

small,  husky  sob  came  from  behind  a  pile  of  carpets. 

It  was  the  Hindu  child  obediently  facing  towards  th« 

His  slim  shoulders  worked  with  grief. 
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t  have  made  me  ill,  child,  and  tbea  a  etran^r 

I  liBTe  guarded  the  jewels.     Come  I ' 

a  «bild,  heavy-ejcd  with  much  weeping,  crept 

prom  behind  the  bale  and  flung  himself  passion- 

y  at  Lnrgan  Sahib's  foet,  with  an  extravagance  of 

J  that  impressed  even  Kim. 
[  will  look  into  the  ink-poota  —  I  will  faithfully 
I  the  jewels.      Oh,  my  father  and  my  mother, 
1  Aim  away.'    He  Indicated  Kim  with  a  backward 
:  of  his  bare  heeL 

t  yet  —  not  yet.     In  a  little  while  he  will  go 
igain.     But  now  he  is  at  school  —  at  a  new 
\drissah  —  and  thou  ehalt  be  his  teacher.  Play  the 
lay  of  the  jewels  against  him.     I  will  keep  tally.' 
(  The  child  dried  his  tears  at  once,  and  dashed  to 
B  bock  of  the  shop,  whence  he  returned  with  a  cop- 
',  per  tray. 

'  Give  me  1 '  he  said  to  Lurgan  Sahib.  '  Let  them 
come  from  thy  hand,  for  he  may  say  that  I  knew 
them  before.* 

'  Gently  —  gently,'  the  man  replied,  and  from  a 
drawer  under  the  table  dealt  a  half  handful  of  clat- 
tering  trifles  into  the  tray. 
*Now,'  said  the  child,  waving  an  old  copy  of  a 
»er.     *  Look  on  them  as  long  as  thou  wilt,  stranger, 
nt  and,  if  need  be,  handle.     One  look  is  enough 
■  me.'     He  turned  his  back  proudly. 
''  But  what  is  the  game  i '  Kim  asked. 
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'When  thou  bast  counted  and  handled  and  i 
sure  that  thou  canst  remember  tbem  sill,  I  cover  them 
with  this  paper,  and  thou  must  tell  over  the  tally  to 
Ijurgan  Sahib.    /  will  write  mine.' 

'Oahr    The  instinct  of  competition  waked  in  I 
breast.  He  bent  over  the  tray.  There  were  but  fifte^^ 
stones  on  it.     'That  is  easy,'  he  said  after  a  minute. 
The  child  slipped  the  paper  over  the  winking  jew: 
and  scribbled  in  a  limp-backed  native  account-b 

'There  are  under  that  paper  five  blue  stones^ 
one  big,  one  smaller,  and  three  small,'  s^d  Kim,  all 
in  haste.  '  There  are  four  green  stones,  and  one  with 
a  hole  in  it;  there  is  one  yellow  stone  that  I  can  see 
through,  and  one  like  a  pipe-stem.  There  are  two 
red  stones,  and  —  and  —  I  made  the  count  fifteen 
but  two  I  have  forgotten.  No!  Give  me  time.  One 
was  of  ivory,  little  and  brownish;  and  —  and  —  give 
me  time    .    .  ^H 

'One  —  two'  —  Lurgan   Sahib  counted   him  <^H 
up  to  ten.     Kim  shook  his  head.  ^H 

'Hear  my  count,'  the  child  burst  in,  thrilling  with 
laughter.  '  First,  are  two  flawed  sapphires  —  one  of 
two  ruttees  and  one  of  four  as  I  should  judge.  The 
four-ruttee  sapphire  is  chipped  at  the  edge.  There  is 
one  Turkestan  turquoise,  plain  with  green  veins,  and 
there  are  two  inscribed  —  one  with  a  Name  of  God 
in  gilt,  and  the  other  being  cracked  across,  for  it 
came  out  of  an  old  rmg,  I  cannot  read.  We  have  n 
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five  blue  stones.    Four  flawed  emeralds  tUere  are, 
but  one  is  drilled  in  two  places,  and  one  is  a  little 

«arven * 

_  '  llieir  weight  ? '  said  Lurgan  Saliib  impassively. 
\  '  Three  —  five  —  five  and  four  ruttees  &a  I  judge 
It  There  is  one  piece  of  old  greenish  amber,  and  a 
cheap  cut  topaz  from  Europe.  There  is  one  ruby  of 
Burmsj  of  two  nitteea,  without  a  flaw,  and  tliere  is  a 
hsllaa  ruby,  flawed,  of  two  ruttees.  There  is  a  carved 
ivory  from  China  representing  a  rat  sucking  an  egg ; 
and  there  is  last  —  ah  ha  I  —  a  ball  of  crystal  as  big 
as  a  bean  set  in  a  gold  leaf,' 

He  clapped  Lis  hands  at  the  close, 

*  He  ia  thy  master,'  said  Lurgan  Sahib,  smiling. 
Huh  I     He  knew  the  names  of  the  stones,'  said 
!,  flushing.     '  Try  again !     With  common  things 
such  as  he  and  I  both  know.' 

They  heaped  the  tray  again  with  odds  and  ends 
^thered  from  the  shop,  and  even  the  kitchen,  and 
every  time  the  boy  won,  till  "Kim  marvelled. 

'  Bind  my  eyes  —  let  me  feel  once  with  my  fingers, 
and  even  then  I  will  leave  thee  open-eyed  behind,'  he 
challenged. 

Kim  stamped  with  vexation  when  the  lad  made  his 
boast  good. 

'  If  it  were  men  —  or  horses,'  he  said,  *  I  could  do 
better.  This  playing  with  tweezers  and  knives  and 
scissors  is  too  little.' 
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'Learn  first — teach   later,'   said   LnrgauH 
*  Is  he  thy  master ) ' 

'  Truly.     But  how  is  it  done  i ' 

'  By  doing  it  many  times  over  till  it  is  c 
fectly  —  for  it  is  worth  doing.' 

The  Hindu  boy  in  highest  feather  actually  patted 
Kim  on  the  back. 

*  Do  not  despair,'  he  said.  '  I  myself  will  teach 
thee.' 

'  And  I  will  see  that  thou  art  well  taught,*  said 
Lurgan  Sahib,  still  speaking  in  the  vernacular,  '  for 
except  my  boy  here  —  it  was  foolish  of  thee  to  boy 
BO  much  white  arsenic  when,  if  thou  hadst  asked,  1 
could  have  given  it  to  thee  —  except  my  boy  here  I 
iave  not  in  a  long  time  met  with  one  better  worth 
teaching.  And  there  are  ten  days  more  ere  thou 
canst  return  to  Lucknso  —  where  they  teach  nothing 
at  a  long  price.     We  shall,  I  think,  be  friends.' 

They  were  a  most  mad  ten  days,  but  Kim  enjoyed 
himself  too  much  to  reflect  on  their  craziness.  In  the 
morning  they  played  the  '  jewel  game '  —  sometimes 
with  veritable  atones,  sometimes  with  piles  of  swords 
and  daggers,  sometimes  with  photographs  (in  this 
event  Kim  won).  Through  the  afternoons  he  and  the 
Hindu  boy  would  mount  guard  in  the  shop,  sitting 
dumb  behind  a  carpet  bale  or  a  screen  and  watching 
the  many  and  very  eurioua  visitors  who  came  to  bay 
ciirioBitie&  There  were  small  Kajahe,  their  e 
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oooghing  in  the  verandah,  who  came  to  buy  corioa- 
ties —  phonographa  and  French  mechanical  toys. 
There  were  ladies  in  search  of  necklaceB,  and  men,  it 
seemed  to  Kim  —  but  hia  mind  may  have  been  viti- 
ated by  early  training  —  in  search  of  the  ladies ;  na- 
tives from  independent  and  feudatory  courts  whose 
ostensible  business  was  the  repair  of  broken  necklaces 
■ —  rivers  of  light  poured  out  upon  the  table  —  but 
whose  real  end  seemed  to  be  to  raise  money  for  angry 
Uaharanees  or  young  Rajahs.  There  were  Babus  to 
whom  Lui^an  Sahib  talked  with  austerity  and  author- 
ity, but  at  the  end  of  each  interview  he  gave  them 
mon^  in  coined  silver  and  cTirrcncy  notes.  There 
were  occasional  gatherings  of  long-coated  theatrical 
natives  who  talked  metaphysics  in  English  and  Ben- 
gali, to  Mr,  Lurgan's  great  edification.  He  was  al- 
ways interested  in  religion.  At  the  end  of  the  day, 
Kim  and  the  Hindu  boy — whose  name  varied  at  Lur 
gan's  pleasure  —  were  expected  to  give  a  detailed  ac- 
count of  all  that  they  had  seen  and  heard — theirviuw 
of  each  man's  character,  as  shown  in  his  face,  talk, 
and  manner,  and  their  notions  of  his  real  business. 
After  dinner,  Lurgan  Sahib's  fancy  turned  more  to 
,what  might  be  called  dressing-up,  in  which  gsme  he 
»k  the  moat  informing  interest.  He  could  paint 
f*ces  to  a  marvel ;  with  a  bnah-dab  here  and  a  line 
there  changing  them  past  recognition.  The  shop  was 
full  of  all  manner  of  dresses  and  turbans,  and  Kim 
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'"WSB  apparelled  rariously  as  a  young  Mohammedao 
of  good  family,  an  oilman,  and  once  —  whicli  waa  a 
joyous  evening  —  as  the  son  of  an  Oudh  landholder 
in  the  fullest  of  full  dress.  Lurgan  Sahib  had  a 
hawk's  eye  to  detQct  the  least  flaw  in  the  make-up; 
and  lying  on  a  worn  teak-wood  couch,  would  expla 
by  the  half  hour  together  how  such  and  such  a  c 
talked,  or  walked,  or  coughed,  or  spat,  or  sneej 
and  since  '  hows '  matter  little  in  this  world, 
'  why  '  of  everything.  The  Hindu  boy  played  I 
game  clumsily.  The  little  mind,  keen  as  an  icicle 
where  tally  of  jewels  was  concerned,  could  not  temper 
itself  to  enter  into  another's  soul ;  but  there  was  that 
in  Kim  which  woke  up  and  sang  with  joy  as  he  put 
on  the  changing  dresses,  and  changed  his  speech  and 
gesture  therewith. 

Carried  away  by  enthusiasm,  he  volunteered  to 
show  Lurgan  Sahib  one  evening  bow  the  disciples  of 
a  certain  caste  of  faquir,  old  Lahore  aequaintancee, 
begged  doles  by  the  roadside,  and  what  sort  of  lan- 
guage he  would  use  to  an  Englishman,  to  a  Punjabi 
farmer  going  to  a  fair,  and  to  a  woman  without  a 
veil.  Lurgan  Sahib  Laughed  immensely,  and  begged 
Kim  to  stay  as  he  was,  immobile  for  half  an  hour  — 
cross-logged,  ash-smeared,  and  wild-eyed,  in  the  back 
room.  At  the  end  of  that  time  entered  a  hulking, 
obese  Babu  whose  stockinged  legs  shook  with  fat,  and 
Kim  hailed  hun  with  a  shower  of  wnysid 
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Ln^^n  Sahib  —  this  annoyed  Kim  —  watched  the 
Itabn  and  not  the  play. 

'  I  think,'  said  the  Babu  heavily,  lighting  a  cig- 
arette, 'I  am  of  opeenion  that  it  is  mOBt  extraor- 
dinary and  effeecient  performance.  Except  that  you 
had  told  me  I  should  have  opined  that  —  that  you 
WBre  pulling  my  legs.  How  soon  can  he  become 
approximately  effeecient  chainman  ?  Because  then 
I  shall  indent  for  him.' 

'  That  is  what  he  must  learn  at  Lucltnow.' 

'  Then  order  him  to  be  jolly  dam  quick.  Good- 
night, Lurgan.'  The  Bahu  swung  out  with  the  gait 
of  a  bagged  cow. 

When  they  were  telling  over  the  day's  list  of  visit- 
cm,  Lnrgan  Sahib  asked  Kim  who  he  thought  the 
Paha  might  be. 

'  God  knows,'  said  Kim  cheerily.  The  tone  might 
almost  have  deceived  Uahbub  AH,  but  it  failed 
entirely  with  the  healer  of  sick  pearls. 

*  That  is  true,  God,  He  knows ;  but  I  wish  to 
know  what  you  think.' 

Kim  glanced  sideways  at  his  companion,  whose 
eye  had  a  way  of  compelling  truth. 

'I  —  I  think  he  will  want  me  when  I  oome 
from  the  school,  but '  —  confidentially,  as  Lurgan 

ihib  nodded  approval  — '  I  do  not  understand  how 
can  wear  many  dresses  and  talk  many  tongues.' 

'  Thon  wilt  understand  many  things  later.     He  if 
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IHT  a(  taim  ioe  a  cerUin  CoIoneL  "Sis  hoaoia 
^  ijj  aalj  in  Simla,  and  it  19  noticeable  thst  lie 
kw  ■•  iwinr.  bat  onlv  a  number  and  a  letter  —  that 

*  Attiil  »  tlttire  a  price  upon  his  head  too  —  as  upon 
lA  tW  ««h(>n  f  * 

'  Xot  v«t;  bat  if  a  boy  rose  up  who  is  now  sitti] 
Wh«  «Bd  w«nt  —  look,  the  door  ia  open  —  as  far 
«h4^  bou»o  with  a  red-painted  verandah,  behii 
tJhtt  irtiioh  was  the  old  theatre  in  the  Lower  Bai 
MdA  whimpered  through  the  shutters :  "  Hurree  Chon- 
J»r  Uookerjee  bore  the  bad  news  of  last  month,"  tbat 
^X^  might  take  away  a  belt  full  of  sUver.' 

'  How  many  1 '  said  Kim  promptly. 

"  Kve  hundred  —  a  thousand  —  as  many 
might  ask  for.' 

'  Good.    And  how  long  might  such  a  boy  live  al 
the  news  was  told  ? '     He  smiled  merrily  at  Li 
Suhib's  very  beard. 

*  Ah !    That  IB  to  be  well  thought  of.    Perhapa 
he  were  very  clever,  he  might  live  out  the  day 
sot  the  night.     By  no  means  the  night.' 

'  Then  what  ia  the  Babu's  pay  for  his  work  if 
much  is  put  upon  his  life  ? ' 

'Eighty  —  perhaps  a  hundred  —  perhaps  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  rupees ;  but  the  pay  is  the  least  part  of 
the  work.     From  time  to  time,  God  causes  men  to  bfl 
bom  —  and  thou  art  one  of  them  —  who 
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to  go  abroad  at  the  rifik  of  their  Uvee  and  discover 

-  to-day  it  may  be  of  far-off  tilings,  to-morrow 

t  some  hidden  mountain,  and  the  next  day  of  some 

r-by  man  who  ha3  done  a  foolishness  against  the 

These  men  are  very  few;  and  of  these  few, 

t  more  than  ten  are  of  the  beat.     Among  these  ten 

sount  the  Babu,  and  that  is  curious.     How  great 

ferefore   and   desirable   must   be   a   business   that 

inges  the  heart  of  a  Bengali.' 

'  True.    But  the  days  go  slowly  for  me.    I  am  yet 

a  boy,  and  it  ia  only  within  two  months  I  learned  to 

write  Angrezi.    Even  now  I  cannot  read  it  well.  And 

there  are  yet  years  and  years  and  long  years  before  I 

can  bo  even  a  chainman.' 

'  Have  patience,  Friend  of  all  the  World,'  —  Kim 
started  at  the  title.  '  I  would  I  had  a  few  of  the 
years  that  bo  irk  thee,  I  have  proved  thee  in 
several  small  ways.  This  will  not  be  forgotten 
when  I  make  my  report  to  the  Colonel  Sahib.' 
Then,  changing  suddenly  into  English  with  a 
deep  Iflugh — 

'  By  Jove  I  O'Hara,  I  think  there  is  a  great  deal 
in  you;  but  you  must  not  become  proud  and  you  must 
not  talk.  You  must  go  back  to  Lucfcnow  and  be  a 
good  little  boy  and  mind  your  book,  as  the  English 
eay,  and  perliaps,  next  holidaj's  if  you  care,  you  can 
come  back  to  me  1  '  Kim'a  face  fell.  '  Oh,  I  mean  if 
joa  like.  I  know  where  you  want  to  go.' 
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Four  days  later  a  Beat  was  booked  for  "Kirn  and 
email  trunk,  at  the  rear  of  a  KaUca  tonga.  His  com- 
panion  was  Uie  whale-like  Eabu,  who,  with  a  fringed 
shawl  wrapped  round  his  head,  and  hia  fat  O] 
worked  stockinged  left  leg  tucked  under 
shivered  and  gnmted  In  the  morning  chilL 

'  How  comes  it  that  this  man  is  one  of  us  ?  '  thol 
Kim,  considering  the  jelly-back  as  they  jolted  d< 
the  road;  and  the  reflection  threw  lijm  into  most 
pleasant  day-dreams.  Lurgan  SaMb  had  given  him 
five  rupees  —  an  enormous  sum  —  aa  well  as  the 
assurance  of  his  protection  if  he  worked.  The  indoor 
life  (and  never  did  a  visitor  see  less  of  Simla  in  a 
ten  days'  visit)  had  preyed  upon  him,  and  he  yearned 
for  the  open  road.  If  only,  like  the  Babu,  he  could 
enjoy  the  dignity  of  a  letter  and  a  number  —  and  a 
price  upon  his  head !  Some  day  he  would  be  all  that 
and  more.  Some  day  he  might  be  almost  as  great  as 
Mahbub  Ali !  The  housetops  of  his  search  should  be 
half  India;  he  would  follow  kings  and  ministers,  aa 
in  the  old  days  he  had  followed  vakils  and  lawyers' 
touts  across  Lahore  city  for  Mahbub  Ali's  sake. 
Meantime,  there  was  the  present,  and  not  at  all  un- 
pleasant, fact  of  St.  Xavier's  immediately  before 
him.  There  would  he  new  boys  to  condescend  to,  and 
there  would  be  tales  of  holiday  adventures  to  hear. 
Young  Martin,  the  son  of  a  toa-planter  at  ManipUTt 
had  boasted  that  he  would  go  to  war,  with  a 
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Bgusst  tbG  head-bimters.  That  might  he,  but  it  wsm 
certain  jodng  Martin  had  not  been  blown  half  across 
the  forecourt  of  a  Patiala  palace  by  an  explosion  of 
fireworks;  nor  had  he.  .  .  .  TTirn  fell  to  telling 
himself  the  story  of  hia  own  adventures  through  the 
last  three  mouths.  He  could  paralyse  8t,  Xavier'a 
— ■  even  the  biggest  boys  who  shaved  —  with  the  re- 
cital, were  that  permitted.  But  it  was,  of  course,  out 
of  the  question.  There  would  be  a  price  upon  his 
head  in  good  time,  as  Lurgan  Sahib  had  assured  him; 
but  if  he  told  stories  now,  not  only  would  that  price 
never  be  set,  but  Colonel  Creighton  would  cast  him 
off  —  and  he  would  be  left  to  the  wrath  of  Lurgan 
^iSahib  and  Mahbub  Ali  —  for  the  short  space  of  life 
lat  would  remain  to  him. 

'  So  I  should  lose  Delhi  for  the  sake  of  a  fish,'  was 
I  proverbial  philosophy.  It  behoved  him  to  forget 
I  holidays  (there  would  always  remain  the  fun  of 
renting  imaginary  adventures),  and,  as  Lurgan 
nib  bad  said,  to  work.    As  if  any  one  but  a  fool  of 

iiib  would  show  his  method ! 

Of  all  the  boys  hurryiog  back  to  St.  Savier's,  from 

HP  in  the  sands  to  Galle  beneath  the  palms,  none 

•was  60  filled  with  virtue  as  Kimball  O'Hara,  jigetting 

down   to   Umballa   behind   Hurree    Ch under   Moo- 

P'klBTJBe,  whose  name  on  the  books  of  one  section  of  the 

inologieal  Survey  was  R.17. 

^nd  if  additional  spur  were   naedtd,  tha   Baba 
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supplied  it.  After  a  huge  meal  at  Kalka,  he  epoka  ifl 
a  stranger.  Wes  Kini  going  to  school  ?  Then  h^  an 
M.A.  of  Calcutta  University,  would  explain  the 
advantages  of  ediication.  There  were  marks  to  he 
gained  by  duo  attention  to  Latin  and  Wordsworth's 
h'xcursion  (all  this  was  Greek  to  Kim).  Also  a  man 
might  go  far,  as  he  himself  bad  done,  by  strict  atten- 
tion to  plays  celled  Lmr  and  Julius  Caesar,  both 
much  in  demand  by  examiners  on  the  Bengal  side. 
Lear  was  not  so  full  of  historical  allusions  as  JvXius 
Caesar;  the  book  cost  four  annas,  but  could  be  bought 
Bccond-hand  in  Bow  Bazar  for  two.  No  one  ehould 
waste  his  money  on  new  books.  Still,  more  impor- 
tant than  Wordsworth,  or  the  eminent  authors,  Borke 
and  Hare,  was  the  art  and  science  of  mensuration 
which  included  trigonometry  and  the  survey  of  land. 
A  boy  who  had  passed  his  examination  in  these 
branches  — -  for  which,  by  the  way,  there  were  no 
cram-books  —  could,  by  merely  marching  over  a 
country  with  a  compass  and  a  level  and  a.straight  eye, 
carrj'  away  a  picture  of  that  country  which  might  ha 
sold  for  large  sums  in  coined  silver.  But  as  it  was 
occasionally  inexpedient  to  carry  about  racasuring- 
ehains,  a  boy  would  do  well  to  know  the  precise  length 
of  his  own  foot-pace,  so  that  when  he  was  depriver) 
of  what  Hurree  Chunder  called  '  adventitious  aid.'' ' 
he  might  still  tread  his  distances.  To  keep  count  o( 
fhousands  of  paces,  Hurree  Chiinder's  < 
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bad  shown  bim  nothing  more  valuable  than  a  rosary 
<rf  eighty-one  or  a  hundred  and  eight  beads,  for  '  it 
Was  divisible  and  sub-diviaible  into  many  multiples 
ttnd  Bub-mnltiples.'  Through  the  volleying  drifts  ot 
£aglish,  Kim  caught  the  general  trend  of  the  talk, 
and  it  interested  him  '  a  very  much.'  Here  was  g 
new  craft  that  a  man  could  carry  in  hia  head;  and  bj 
the  look  of  the  large  ivide  world  unfolding  itself 
before  him,  it  seemed  that  the  more  a  man  knew  thfl 
better  for  him. 

Said  the  Babu  when  he  had  talked  for  an  hour  and 
half,  *  I  hope  some  day  to  enjoy  your  oflFeecial  ae- 
quaintance.     Ad  interim,  if  I  may  be  pardoned  that 
ireesion,  I  shall  give  you  this  hetel-boi  which*  is 
lighly  valuable  article  and  cost  me  two  rupees  only 
iour  years  ago.'     It  was  a  cheap,  heart-shaped  brass 
box  with  three  compartments  for  carrying  the  eternal 
betel-DUt,  lime  and  pan-leaf;  but  it  was  filled  with 
Jittle  tabloid  bottles.     *  That  is  reward  of  merit  for 
your  performance  in  character  of  that  holy  man- 
Ton  aee,  you  are  so  young  you  think  you  will  last 
lor  ever  and  not  take  care  of  your  body.     It  is  great 
,nee  to  go  sick  in  the  middle  of  business.     I  am 
■rree  fond  of  drugs  myself,  and  they  are  handy  to 
ipress  poor  people  too.     I  give  it  you  for  souvenir. 
JTow  good-bye.     I  have  urgent  private  businesa  here 
the  roadside.' 

ippcd  out  noiselessly  as  a  cat,  on  the  TTm- 
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balla  road,  hailed  a  passing  ekka  and  jingled  away, 
while  Kim,  tongue-tied,  twiddled  the  hrass  betel- 
bos  in  bis  hands. 


The  record  of  a  boy's  education  interests  few  save 
his  parents,  and,  as  jou  know,  Kim  was  an  orphan. 
It  is  written  in  the  books  of  St  Xa^ier  in  Fartibua 
that  a  report  of  Kim's  progress  was  forwarded  at 
the  end  of  each  term  to  Colonel  Creighton  and  to 
Father  Victor,  from  whose  hand  duly  came  tbe 
money  for  his  schooling.  It  is  further  recorded  in 
the  same  books  that  he  showed  a  great  aptitude  for 
mathematical  studies  as  well  as  map-making,  and 
carried  away  a  prize  [Tlte  Life  {yf  Lord  Latorence, 
tree  calf,  two  vols.,  nine  rupees,  eight  annae)  for 
proficiency  therein;  and  the  same  term  played  in  St. 
Xarier's  eleven  against  the  Allyghur  Mohammedan 
College,  bis  age  being  fourteen  years  and  ten  months. 
He  was  also  vaccinated  (from  which  we  may  aaaums 
that  there  had  been  another  epidemic  of  small-pox  at 
Lucknow)  about  the  same  time.  Pencil  notes  on  the 
edge  of  an  old  muster-roll  record  that  he  was  pun- 
ished several  times  for  '  conversing  with  improper 
persons,'  and  the  principal  knows  that  he  waa  one© 
sentenced  to  heavy  pains  for  '  absenting  himself  for  a 
day  in  the  company  of  a  street  beggar.'  That  was 
when  he  got  over  the  gate  and  he  pleaded  witb  tha 
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hms  down  the  banka  of  theGoomte  to  accotnpanjbua 
on  the  road  next  holidnya  —  for  one  month  —  for  a 
little  week;  and  the  lama  set  his  face  as  a  flint  against 
it,  saying  that  the  time  had  not  jet  come.  Kim's 
busineBa,  said  the  old  man  as  they  ate  cakes  together, 
was  to  get  all  the  wisdom  of  the  Sahibs  and  then  he 
vould  flee.  The  hand  of  friomlship  must  have  in 
some  way  averted  the  whip  of  calamity,  for  six  weeks 
later  T\im  seems  to  have  passed  an  examination  in 
elementary  surve^'ing  *  ivith  great  credit,'  his  age 
being  fifteen  years  and  four  months.  From  this  date 
the  record  ia  silent.  Hie  name  does  not  appear  in  the 
year's  batch  of  those  who  entered  for  the  subordinate 
Biirvey  of  India,  but  against  it  stands  the  words  '  re- 
moved on  appointment.' 

Several  times  in  those  three  years,  cast  up  at  the 
Temple  of  the  Ttrthankera  in  Benares  the  lama,  a 
litile  thinner  and  a  shade  yellower,  if  that  were  pos- 

able,  hut  still  burning  with  his  inextinguishable 
Sometimes  it  was  from  the  South  that  he 
-  from  south  of  Tuticorin  —  whence  the  won* 
derful  fire-boats  go  to  Ceylon  and  the  priests  who 
know  Pali ;  aoraetimes  it  was  from  the  wet  green 
West  and  the  thousand  cotton-factory  chimneys  that 
ring  Bombay;  and  once  from  the  North,  where  he  had 

doubled  bank  eight  hundred  miles  to  talk  a  day  with 
the  Keeper  of  the  Images  in  the  Wonder  House.    He 


B  Keeper  o 
nWOtild  go  to  Iiis  cell  in  the  cool,  cut  marble  —  for  the 
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priests  of  the  Temple  were  good  to  the  old  man-*^ 
wash  off  the  dust  of  travel,  make  prayer,  and  depart 
for  Lucknow,  well  accustomed  now  to  the  ways  of  the 
rail,  in  a  third-class  carriage.  Returning,  it  was 
noticeable,  as  his  friend  the  Seeker  pointed  out  to  the 
head  priest,  that  he  ceased  for  a  while  to  mourn  the 
loea  of  hia  Kiver,  or  to  draw  wondrous  pictures  of 
the  Wheel  of  Life,  and  preferred  to  talk  of  the  beauty 
and  wisdom  of  a  certain  mysterious  chda  whom  no 
man  of  the  temple  had  ever  seen.  Yea,  he  had  fol- 
lowed the  traces  of  the  Blessed  Feet  throughout  all 
India  (the  curator  has  still  in  bis  possession  a  moat 
marvellous  account  of  hia  wanderings  and  medita- 
tions) ;  there  remained  nothing  more  in  life  but  to 
find  the  River  of  Healing.  Yet  it  seemed  to  him  that 
it  was  a  matter  not  to  be  undertaken  with  any  hope 
of  success  unless  the  Seeker  took  with  Iiim  the  one 
chela  appointed  to  bring  the  event  to  a  happy  issue, 
and  versed  in  great  wisdom  —  such  wisdom  as  white- 
haired  Keepers  of  Images  possessed.  Por  example 
(here  came  out  the  snuff-gourd,  and  the  kindly  Ji 
priests  made  haste  to  be  silent). 

'  Long  and  long  ago,  when  Devadatta  was  King 
Benares — let  all  listen  to  the  Jataka!  —  an  elephant 
was  captured  for  a  time  by  the  king's  hunters,  and 
ere  he  broke  free,  ringed  with  a  grievous  leg-iron. 
This  he  strove  to  remove  with  hate  and  frenzy  in  hia 
lirart,  and  hurrying  up  and  down  thfl  forest, 
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eong&t  his  brother  elephants  to  wrench  it  asunder. 
One  by  one  thpy  tried  with  their  strong  trunks  and 
failed.  At  the  last  they  gave  it  as  their  opinion  that 
the  ring  waa  not  to  bo  broken  by  any  bestinl  power. 
And  in  a  thicket,  new-born^  wet  with  the  moisture  of 
birth,  lay  a  day-old  calf  of  the  herd  whose  mother 
had  died.  The  fettered  elephant,  forgetting  his  own 
agony,  said :  "  If  I  do  not  help  this  suckling  it  will 
perish  under  our  feet."  So  he  stood  above  the  young 
thing,  making  his  legs  buttresaes  against  the  uneasily 
moving  herd ;  and  he  begged  milk  of  a  virtuous  cow, 
and  the  calf  throve,  and  the  ringed  elephant  waa 
the  calf'a  guide  and  defence.  Now  the  days  of 
an  elephant  —  let  all  listen  to  the  JSiaka  - —  are 
thirty-five  years  to  his  full  strength,  and  through 
thirty-five  rains  the  ringed  elephant  befriended  the 
yoonger,  and  all  the  while  the  fetter  ate  into  the 


Then  one  day  the  young  elephant  saw  the  half- 

liuried  coil,  and  turning  to  the  elder  said :  "  What  is 

this ! "     "  It  is  even  my  sorrow,"  said  he  who  had 

befriended  him.     Then  that  other  put  out  his  trunk 

id  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye-lash  abolished  the  ring, 

lying :  "  The  appointed  time  has  come."     So  the 

:uous  elephant  who  had  waited  temperately  and 

.e  kind  acfc^  was  relieved,  at  the  appointed  time, 

the  very  calf  whom  he  had  turned  aside  to  cherish 

let  all  listen  to  the  JStal'a  —  for  the  e 
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I,  ud  the  calf  that  broke  the  ring  ^ 
an  The  Lord  himaelf.  .  .  .' 
j^^  he  would  shake  bis  bead  benignly,  and  over 
A»  tTer<Iicking  rosary  point  out  how  free  that  ele- 
jjyt  ttli  vas  from  the  Bin  of  pride.  He  waa  as 
L^U«  as  a  chela  who,  seeing  his  master  sitting  in 
1^  iast  outside  the  gates  of  learning,  overleapt  the 
gUfie  (though  they  were  locked)  and  took  bis  master 
If  Us  heart  in  the  presence  of  the  proud-stomached 
(**.  Rich  would  be  the  reward  of  such  a  master  and 
y^  a  chela  when  the  time  came  for  them  to 
fteedom  together. 

So  did  the  lama  speak,  coming  and  going  aci 
Jodia  as  softly  as  a  bat.  A  sharp-tongued  old  woman 
in  a  bouse  among  the  fruit-trees  behind  Sahanmpore 
honoured  them  as  the  woman  honoured  the  prophet, 
but  his  chamber  was  by  no  means  upon  the  walL  In 
an  apartment  of  the  forecourt  overlooked  by  cooing 
doves  be  would  sit,  while  she  kid  aside  her  useless 
,  yeil  and  chattered  of  spirits  and  fiends  of  Kubi,  of 
indchildr  en  unborn,  and  the  free-tongued  brat  who 
i  talked  to  her  in  the  reating-place.  Once,  too,  he 
i  alone  from  the  Grand  Trunk  road  below  CTm* 
Jla  to  the  very  village  whose  priest  had  tried  to 
;  him;  but  the  kind  heaven  that  guards  lamas 
mt  him  at  twilight  through  the  crops,  clicking  his 
jsary,  to  the  resaaldar's  door.  Here  was  like  to 
^bve  been  a  grave  misunderstanding,  for 


r  the  old  leUM 


dier  ssked  him  whj  the  Friend  of  the  Stara  had  gone 
that  way  only  eix  days  before. 

'  That  may  not  be,'  said  the  lama.  '  He  has  gone 
back  to  his  own  people.' 

'  He  sat  in  that  comer  tilling  a  hundred  merry 
tales  five  nights  ago,'  his  host  insisted  '  True,  he 
vanished  somewhat  suddenly  in  the  dawn  after 
foolish  talk  with  my  grand-daughter.  He  growa 
apace,  but  he  is  the  same  Friend  of  the  Stars  as 
brought  me  true  word  of  the  war.  Hare  ye  parted 
then!* 

'  Yei  —  and  No,'  the  lama  replied.     '  We  —  WB 
have  not  altogether  parted,  but  the  time  is  not  ripe 
^Ubat  we  should  take  the  road  together.     He  acquires 
^EinBdom  in  another  place.     We  must  wait' 

'  All  one  —  but  if  it  were  not  the  boy  how  did  he 
eome  to  speak  so  continually  of  thee  ? ' 

'  And  what  said  he ! '  asked  the  lama  eagerly. 
*  Bweet  words  —  an  hundred  thousand  —  that 
1  art  his  father  and  mother  and  such  all.  Pity 
IBt  he  does  not  take  the  Queen's  service.' 
This  news  amazed  the  lama,  who  then  did  not 
r  how  religiously  Kim  kept  to  the  contract  made 
with  Mahbub  Ali,  and  perforce  ratified  by  Colonel 
Oreighton.  '  There  is  no  holding  the  young  pony 
from  the  game,'  aaid  the  horse-dealer  when  the 
Colonel  pointed  out  that  vagabonding  over  India  in 
I  faoliday  time  was  absurd.     '  If  permission  be  refused 
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to  go  and  come  as  he  chooseSy  he  will  make  light  of 
the  refusal.  Then  who  is  to  catch  him!  Colonel 
ggliihj  only  once  in  a  thousand  years  is  a  horse  bom 
go  well  fitted  for  the  game  as  this  our  colt' 
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r  tiercel's  too  Ions'  ^^  bnc'-^  Sire.     He's  no  ejaas 
But  a  passage-hawk  that  footed  ere  we  caught  hico, 
Dangerously  free  o'  the  olr.     Faith  I  wore  he  mine 
(As  nine's  the  glove  he  binds  to  for  his  tiriugs) 
I'd  Sy  him  with  a  make-hawk.     He's  in  jarak 
Plumed  to  the  very  point  —  ao  manned  bo  weathered  . 
Qive  him  the  firmament  God  made  him  for, 
I  And  what  shall  take  the  air  of  liim  ? —  Old  Play, 


■  LuBOAN   Sahib    did  not  tise  as  direct  speech,  bnt 

■  advice  tallied  with  Mah bob's;  and  the  upshot  was 

•  Kim.     He  knew  better  now  than  to  leave 

lao  city  in  native  garb,  and  if  Mahbub  were 

e  within  reach  of  a  letter,  it  was  to  Mahbub's 

!  headed,  and  made  his  change  under  the 

tt'B  wary  eye.     If  the  little  tin  paint-box  that 

I  for  map-tinting  in  term  time  could  have 

i  a  tongue  to  tell  of  holiday  doings,  he  might 

been   expelled-     Once   Mahbub  and  he  went 

r  as  far  as  the  beautiful  city  of  Bombay,  witlt 

3  truck-loads  of  tram-horaes,  and  Mahbub  nearly 

1  when  Kim  proposed  a  sail  in  a  dhow  across 

^Indian  Ocean  to  boy  Gulf  Arabs,  which  he  undcr- 
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!  from  a  hanger-on  of  the  great  Abdul 
"hpd  better  prices  than  mere  Kabulis, 

Ho  dipped  his  hand  into  the  dish  with  that  great 
trndor  wlien  Mahbub,  and  a  few  co-religionists,  was 
Invited  to  a  big  Haj  dinner.  They  came  back  by  way 
of  Karachi  by  sea,  when  Kim  took  his  first  experiei 
of  sea-sickness  sitting  on  the  fore-hatch  of  a  coaal 
eteamer,  well  persuaded  he  had  been  poisoned. 
Babu's  famous  drug-box  proved  useless,  though  Kim 
liad  restocked  it  at  Bombay.  Mahbub  had  businefiS 
at  Quetta,  and  Kim,  as  Mahbub  admitted,  earned  hie 
keep,  and  perhaps  a  little  over,  by  spending  four 
amr^iug  days  as  scullion  in  the  house  of  a  fat  com- 
missariat sergeant,  from  whose  office-box,  in  an 
auspicious  moment,  he  removed  a  little  veUum  ledger 
which  he  copied  out  —  it  seemed  to  deal  entirely  with 
cattle  and  camel  sales  —  by  moonlight,  lying  behind 
an  outhouse,  all  through  one  hot  night  Than  he 
returned  the  ledger  to  its  place,  and,  at  Mahbuh'a 
word,  left  that  service,  rejoining  him  six  miles  dovn, 
the  road,  the  clean  copy  in  his  bosom. 

'  That  soldier  is  a  small  fish,'  Mahbub  Ali 
plained,  '  but  in  time  we  shall  catch  the  larger  one. 
He  only  sells  oxen  at  two  prices  —  one  for  himself 
and  one  for  the  Government —  which  I  do  not  think 


'  But  why  could  not  I  take  away  th»  little  1 
and  bo  done  with  itt' 
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t*  Then  Be  would  have  been  frightened,  and  he 

lid  have  told  his  master  —  then  we  should  miss, 

lrliaps,a  great  number  of  new  rifles  which  seek  their 

k  m;  up  from  Quetta  to  tbo  north.     The  game  is  so 

laige  that  one  sees  but  a  little  at  a  time.' 

'  Oho  1 '  said  ICim,  and  held  his  tongue.  That  was 
in  the  monsoon  holidavs,  after  he  had  taken  the  prize 
for  mathematics.  The  Christmas  holidays  he  spent 
—  deducting  ten  days  for  private  amusements  — 
with  turgan  Sahib,  where  he  sat  for  the  most  part  in 
front  of  a.  roaring  wood-fire  —  Jakko  road  was  four 
feet  deep  in  snow  that  year  —  and  —  the  small 
Hindu  had  gone  away  to  be  married  —  helped  Lur- 
gan  to  thread  pearls.  He  made  Kim  learn  whole 
chapters  of  the  Koran  by  heart,  till  he  could  deliver 
them  with  the  very  roll  and  cadence  of  a  mullah. 
Moreover,  he  told  Kijn  the  names  and  properties  of 
many  native  drugs,  as  well  as  the  formulsB  proper  to 
recite  when  you  administer  them.  And  in  the  even- 
ings he  wrote  charms  on  parchment  —  elaborate 
pentagrams  crowned  with  the  names  of  devils  — 
Hurra  and  Awan,  the  Companion  of  Kings  —  all 
fantastically  written  in  the  comers.  What  was  more 
to  the  point,  he  advised  Kim  as  to  the  care  of  his  own 
body,  the  cure  of  fever-fits,  and  simple  remedies  of 
the  road.  A  week  before  it  was  time  to  go  down, 
Colonel  Creighton  Sahib  —  this  was  unfair  —  sent 
Kim  a  written  examinatioQ  paper  that  concerned 
[360] 
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Itself  solely  witli  rods  and  chains  and  liaJm  and 
angles. 

"Next  boUdajs  he  was  out  with  Mahbub,  and  here, 
by  the  way,  he  nearly  died  of  thirst,  plodding  through 
the  sand  on  a  camel  to  the  mysterious  city  of  Bika- 
neer,  where  the  wells  are  four  hundred  feet  deep,  and 
lined  throughout  with  camel-bone.  It  was  not  an 
amusing  trip  from  Kim's  point  of  view,  because  —  in 
defiance  of  the  oontract  —  the  Colonel  ordered  him  to 
make  a  map  of  that  wild,  walled  city;  and  since 
Mohammedan  horse-boys  and  pipe-tenders  are  not 
expected  to  drag  survey-chains  round  the  capital  of 
an  independent  native  state,  Kiin  was  forced  to  pace 
all  his  distances  by  means  of  a  bead  rosary.  He  used 
the  compass  for  bearings  as  occasion  served  —  after 
dark  chiefly,  when  the  camels  had  been  fed  —  and  by 
the  help  of  bis  little  survey  paint-box  of  six  colour- 
cakes  and  three  brushes,  he  achieved  something  not 
remotely  unlike  the  city  of  Jeyaalmir.  Mahbub 
laughed  a  great  deal,  and  advised  bim  to  make  up  a 
written  report  as  well,  and  in  the  back  of  the  big 
sccount-book  that  lay  under  the  flap  of  Mahbub's  pet 
saddle  Kim  fell  to  work. 

'It  must  hold  everything  that  thou  hast 
I  touched  or  considered.     Write  as  though  the  Ji 
flat  Sahib  himself  had  come  by  stealth  with 
[  army  outaettiug  to  war.' 
'  How  great  an  army  t ' 
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'  Ofa,  half  a  kkb  of  men.' 

'  FoUy  1  Remember  how  few  and  bad  were  tlia 
wells  in  the  pest.  Not  a.  thousand  thirsty  men  could 
come  near  by  here.' 

*  Then  write  that  down  —  also  all  the  old  breaches 
in  the  walls  —  and  whence  the  firewood  is  cut  — 
and  what  is  the  temper  and  disposition  of  the  king. 
I  stay  here  till  all  my  horses  are  sold.  I  will  go  hire 
ItToom  by  the  gateway,  and  thon  shall  be  ray  acconnt- 
There  is  a  good  lock  to  the  door,' 

The  report  in  its  nnmistakabJe  St.  Xavier's  run- 

f  hand,  and  the  brown,  yellow,  and  lake  daubed 

Mp  was  on  band  a  few  years  ago  (a  careless  clerk 

i  it  with  the  rough  notes  of  E.23's  second  Seistan 

Tey),  but  by  now  the  pencil  characters  must  be 
atmoet  illegible.  Kim  translated  it,  sweating  under 
the  light  of  an  oil  lamp,  to  Mahbub,  the  second  day 
of  their  return  journey.  The  Pathan  rose  and 
stooped  over  the  dappled  saddle-bags. 

'  I  knew  it  would  be  worthy  a  dress  of  honour,  and 
so  I  made  one  ready,'  he  said  snuling.  '  Were  I  the 
Amir  of  Afghanistan  (and  some  day  we  may  see 
him),  I  would  fill  thy  mouth  with  gold.'  He  laid  the 
garments  formally  at  Kim's  feet.  There  was  a  gold- 
embroidered  Peahawur  turban  cap,  rising  to  a  cone, 
and  a  big  turban  cloth  ending  in  a  broad  fringe  of 
gold.  There  was  a  Delhi  cmbroidere<J  -raistcoat  tti 
*Hp  over  a  milky  white  shirt,  fastening  to  the  riglit, 
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ample  and  flowing;  green  pyjamas  with  twisted 
waist-string;  and  that  nothing  might  be  lacking,  nis- 
sia  leather  slippere,  smelling  divinely,  with  urrogantlj 
curled  tips. 

*  Upon  a  Wednesday,  and  in  the  morning,  to  put 
on  new  clothes  is  auspicious,'  said  Mahbuh  solemjilv. 

*  But  we  must  not  forget  there  are  wicked  folk  in  the 
world.     So  I ' 

He  capped  all  the  splendour,  that  was  taking 
Kim's  delighted  breath  away,  by  a  mother-of-pearl, 
nickel-plated,  self-extracting  ,450  revolver. 

'  I  had  thought  of  a  smaller  bore,  but  reflected  that 
this  takes  Government  bullets.     A  man  can  alwi 
come  by  those  —  especially  across  the  border, 
up  and  let  me  look.'  He  clapjied  KJm  on  the  ehoult 

*  May  you  never  be  tired,  Pathan  I  Oh,  the  hearts 
to  be  broken  1  Oh,  the  eyes  under  the  eyelashes, 
looking  sideways ! ' 

Kim  turned  about,  pointed  his  toes,  stretched,  and 
felt  mechanically  for  the  moustache  that  waa  joat 
beginning.  Then  he  stooped  towards  Habbub'a  feet 
to  make  proper  acknowledgment  with  fluttering, 
qnick-patting  hands;  his  heart  too  full  for  words. 
ITahbub  forestalled  and  embraced  him. 

'  My  son,'  said  he,  '  what  need  of  words  between 
us  ?    But  is  not  the  little  gun  a  delight  i    AU  six  car- 
tridges come  out  at  one  twist.     It  is  borne  in  the 
bosom  next  the  skin,  which,  as  it  were,  keeps  it  oi 
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'  ITever  put  it  elsewhere,  and  please  God,  thou  ehalt 
Bome  day  kill  a  man  with  it.' 

'  Hai  mai! '  eaid  ICim  ruefully.    '  If  a  Sahib  kills 
i  man  he  is  hung  in  the  jail.' 

'  True :  but  one  pace  bejond  the  border,  men  are 
wiser.     Put  it  away;  but  fill  it  first.    Of  what  use  is 
a  gun  unfed  t ' 
J  '  When  I  go  back  to  the  madriasah  I  must  return 

tit.  They  do  not  allow  little  guns.  Thou  wilt  keep  it 
'; 
tak< 
ralj 
Itaa 
wril 


'  Son,  I  am  wearied  of  that  madrissah,  where  they 

take  the  best  years  of  a  man  to  teach  him  what  he  can 

L  mily  learn  upon  the  road.    But  the  folly  of  the  Sahiba 

■ItBs  neither  top  nor  bottom.     No  matter.    Ma;ybe  thy 

P written  report  shall  save  thee  further  bondage;  and 

God  Ho  knows  we  need  men  more  and  more  in  the 

Game,' 

They  marched,  jaw-bound  against  blowing  Band, 
tcross  the  salt  desert  to  Jidhporc,  where  Mahbub  and 
his  handsome  nephew  Habib-AUah  did  much  trad- 
and  then  sorrowfully,  in  European  clothes, 
trhich  he  was  fast  outgrowing,  Kim  went  second-class 
i  St.  Xavier'a.  Three  weeks  later.  Colonel  Creigb- 
RtoD,  pricing  Tibetan  ghost-daggers  at  Lurgan'a  shop, 
Ekced  Mahbub  Ali  openly  mutinous.  Lurgan  Sahib 
Mrated  as  support  in  reserve. 
*  The  pony  is  made  —  finished  —  mouthed  and 
kI,  Sahib.  From  now  on,  day  by  day.  be  will  lose 
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his  mannerB  if  he  u  kept  at  tricks.    Looee  the  rein  oo 
his  back  and  let  go,'  said  the  horse-dealer.    '  We  need 

'Bat  he  is  so  young,  Mahbuh — not  more  than 
sixteen  —  is  he  ? ' 

'  When  I  was  fifteen,  I  had  shot  my  man  and 
my  man,  Sahib.' 

'  Tou  impertinent  old  heathen.'  Creigbtoi 
to  Lurgan.  The  black  beard  nodded  assent 
wisdom  of  the  Afghan's  dyed  scarlet. 

'  /  should  have  used  him  long  ago,'  said  Lurgan. 
'  The  younger  the  better.  That  is  why  I  always  have 
my  really  valuable  jewels  watched  by  a  child.  YoB 
Bent  him  to  me  to  try,  I  tried  him  in  every  way :  he 
is  the  only  boy  I  could  not  make  to  see  things.' 

'  In  the  crystal  —  in   the  ink-pool 
Mahbub. 

'  No.     Under  my  band,  as  I  told  you.     That  wa* 
quite  unique.     I  was  annoyed.    With  an  older  man 
to  guide  him  on  the  road,  he  would  have  been  fit 
work  then.     And  that  is  three  years  ago.     I 
taught  him  a  good  deal  since,  Colonel  Creighto 
think  you  waste  him  now.' 

*  Hpim !    Maybe  you're  right.    But,  as  you  knt 
there  Is  no  survey  work  for  him  at  present. 

'  Let  him  out  —  let  him  go,'  ilalibub  interru] 
'  Who  expects  any  colt  to  carry  heavy 
first?      Let   him   run   with    the   caravans   like 
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hite  camel-cults  —  for  luck.     I  would  take  him  ray- 
but ' 

There  is  a  little  buainess  in  which  he  would  ho 
Lost   useful  —  in   the    South,'    said   Lurgan,    with 
•uliar  auarity,  dropping  hia  heavy  blued  eyelida. 
E.23  has  that  in  baud,'  said  Crelghton  quickly. 
!e  must  not  go  down  there.    Besides,  he  knows  no 


'  Only  tell  him  the  shape  and  the  smell  of  the  let- 

ra  we  want  and  he  will  bring  them  back,'  Lurgan 

rieted. 

*  No.     That  is  a  man's  job,'  said  Creighton. 

It  was  a  little  matter  of  unauthorised  and  incen- 
correspondence  between  a  person  who  clainie*' 
I  be  the  ultimate  authority  in  all  matters  of  the 
[ohammedan  religion  throughout  the  world,  and  a 
>unger  member  of  a  royal  house  who  had  been 
rought  to  book  for  kidnappingwomen  within  British 
iritory.  The  Moslem  Archbishop  had  been  em- 
etic and  over-arrogant;  the  young  prince  was 
erely  sulky  at  the  curtailment  of  his  prinlegea,  but 
lere  was  no  need  he  should  continue  a  correspond- 
ice  which  might  some  day  compromise  hira.  One 
itter  indeed  had  been  procured,  but  the  finder  was 
iter  found  dead  by  the  roadside  in  the  habit  of  an 
.rab  trader,  as  E.23,  taking  up  the  work,  duly  re- 
orted. 

These  facts,  and  a  few  others  not  to  be  published, 
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nudu    both    Mahbub    and    Creigbton    sbake    tbi 
boadf. 

'  Lot  bim  go  out  with  bis  red  lama,'  said 
horse-dealer  witb  visible  effort.  *  He  is  fond 
the  old  man.  He  can  learn  bis  paces  by  the 
nry.' 

'  I  have  bad  some  dealings  witb  tbe  old  man  — 
letter,'  said  Colonel  Creigbton,  smiling  to  himself 
*  Whither  goes  he  if ' 

*TJp  and  down  the  land,  as  he  has  these  three  years 
He  seeks   a   river  of  healing,      God's   curse   uponJ 

all '  Mahbuh  checked  himself.    '  lie  beds  do' 

at  the  Temple  of  the  Tirthankers  and  at  Buddb-Gayi 
when  be  is  in  from  the  road.    Then  be  goes  to  see  the 
boy  at  the  madrissah  as  we  know,  for  the  boy  was 
punished  for  it  twice  or  thrice.    He  is  quite  mad, 
a  peaceful  man.     I  have  met  him.     Tbe  Babu 
has  had  dealings  with  him.     We  have  watched 
for  three  years.     Red  lamas  are  not  bo  common 
Hind  that  one  loses  track.' 

'  Babus  are  very  curious,'  said  Lurgan  medita- 
tively. '  Do  you  know  what  Hurree  Babu  really 
wants  ?  He  wants  to  be  made  a  member  of  the  Boyal 
Society  by  taking  Ethnological  notes.  I  tell  you,  I 
tell  bim  about  the  lama  everything  that  Mahbub  and 
the  boy  have  told  me.  Hurree  Babu  goes  down 
Benares  —  at  his  own  expense,  I  think.' 

'I  don't,'  said  Creigbton  briefly.     He 
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Unrree'B  traTeUiug  expenses,  bat  of  a  most  Urely 
necessity  to  learn  what  the  lama  might  be. 

'  And  he  applies  to  the  lama  for  information  on 
Lamaism,  and  devil  dances,  and  spells  and  charms, 
several  times  in  these  few  years.  Holy  Virgin  1  I 
could  have  told  him  all  that  yee-ars  ago.  I  think 
Hiirree  Babu  is  getting  too  old  for  the  road.  He  likea 
better  to  collect  manners  and  customs  information. 
Yes,  he  wants  to  be  an  F.R.S.' 

'  Hurree  thinks  well  of  the  boy,  doesn't  he  ? ' 

'  Oh,  very  indeed  —  we  have  had  some  pleasant 
evenings  at  my  little  place  —  but  I  think  it  would  be 
waste  to  throw  him  away  with  Hurree  on  the  Ethno- 
logical side,* 

'  Not  for  a  first  experience.  How  does  that  strike 
you,  Mahbub?  Let  the  boy  nm  with  the  lama  for 
six  months.     He  will  get  experience  and  knowledge 

—  of  a  sort.' 

'  He  has  it  already.  Sahib  —  as  a  fiah  controls  the 
water  he  s^vims  in ;  but  for  every  reason  it  will  b* 
well  to  loose  him  from  the  achooL' 

'  Very  good,  then,'  said  Creighton,  half  to  himself. 
'  He  can  go  with  the  lama,  and  if  Hurree  Babu  cares 
to  go  with  them  so  much  the  better.  He  won't  lead 
the  boy  into  any  de\'ilry  as  Mahbub  would.    Curioua 

—  his  wish  to  be  an  F.R.S.  Very  human,  too,  Hs 
it  best  on  the  Ethnological  side  —  Hurree.' 

^HfcETo  money  and  no  preferment  vmold  have  drawm 
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Creigbton  from  his  work  on  the  Intelligence,  bEt 
ijectp  ill  his  heart  also  lay  the  ambition  to  write 
"  r.It.S."  after  his  name.  Honours  of  a  sort  he 
knew  could  be  obtained  by  ingenuity  and  the  help  of 
friends,  but,  to  the  best  of  his  belief,  nothing  save 
work  —  papers  representing  a  life  of  it  —  took  a 
man  into  the  Society  which  he  had  bombarded  for 
years  with  monographs  on  strange  Asiatic  cults  anJ 
unknown  customs.  Nine  men  out  of  ten  would  flee 
from  a  Royal  Society  soiree  in  extremity  of  boredom; 
but  Creighton  was  the  tenth,  and  at  times  his 
yearned  for  the  crowded  rooms  in  easy  London 
silver-haired,  bald-headed  gentlemen  who  know 
ing  of  the  Army  move  among  spectroscopic  experi- 
ments, the  lesser  plants  of  the  frozen  tundras,  electric 
flight-measuring  machines,  and  apparatus  for  slicing 
into  fractional  millimetres  the  left  eye  of  the  fe- 
male mosquito.  By  all  right  and  reason,  it  was  the 
Eoyal  Geographical  that  should  have  appealed  to 
him,  but  men  are  aa  chancy  as  children  in  I 
choice  of  playthings.  So  Creighton  smiled, 
thought  the  better  of  Hurree  Babn,  moved  by 
desire. 

He  dropped  the  ghost-dagger  and  looked  up 
Mahbub. 

'  How  soon  can  we  get  the  colt  from  the  stal 
eaid  the  horse-dealer,  reading  his  eyes. 

'  Hmm.    If  I  withdraw  him  by  order  now 
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1  he  do,  think  you  ?    I  have  never  before  assisted 

the  teaching  o£  such  an  one.' 

'  He  will  come  to  me,'  said  Hahbub  promptly.  '  I 
will  prepare  him  for  the  road.  And  the  rest  I  can 
•versee.' 

'  So  be  it,  then.  For  six  months  he  shall  run  at  his 
choice ;  but  who  will  be  his  sponsor  ? ' 

Lurgan  slightly  inclined  his  head,  '  He  will  not 
tell  anything,  if  that  is  what  you  are  afraid  of. 
Colonel  Creighton.' 

'  It'a  only  a  boy,  after  all.' 

'  Te-es ;  but  first,  he  has  nothing  to  tell ;  and  sec- 
ondly, he  knows  what  would  happen.  Also,  he  ia  very 
fond  of  Mahbub,  and  of  me  a  little.' 

'  Does  he  draw  pay ! '  demanded  the  practical 
horse-dealer. 

'  Food  and  water  allowance  only.  Twenty  rupees 
8  month.' 

One  advantage  of  the  Secret  Service  is  that  it 
has  no  worrying  audit.  The  service  is  ludicrously 
starved,  of  course,  but  the  funds  are  administered  by 
a  few  men  who  do  not  call  for  vouchers  or  present 
itemised  accounts.  Mahbub's  eyes  lighted  with  almost 

« Sikh's  love  of  money.     Even  Lurgan's  impassive 
Be  changed.  He  considered  the  years  to  come  when 
im  would  have  been  entered  and  made  to  the  Great 
Game  that  never  ceases  day  and  night,  throughout 
foresaw  honour  and  credit  in  the  mouthn 
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of  a  choaen  few,  coming  to  him  from  his  pupil, 
gan  Sahib  had  luatle  E.23  what  E.23  was,  out  of"" 
a   bewildered,   impertinent,   lying,   little  ITortbwest 
Province  man. 

But  the  joy  of  theae  masters  was  pale  and  smok/ 
beside  the  joy  of  Kim  when  Sl  Xavier's  Head  called 
him  aside,  with  word  that  Colonel  Creighton  bad 
Bent  for  him. 

'  I  understand,  O'Hara,  that  he  has  found  yon  R 
place  as  an  assistant  cbaimnan  in  the  Canal  Depart- 
ment :  that  comes  of  taking  up  mathematics.     It  ta 
great  luck  for  you,  for  jou  are  only  seventeen ;  but  0 
course  yon  understand  that  you  do  not  become  puJ 
(permanent)  till  you  have  passed  the  autumn  t 
nation.    So  you  must  not  think  you  are  going  out  i 
the  world  to  enjoy  yourself,  or  that  your  fortune  i 
made.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  hard  work  before  you. 
Only,  if  you  succeed  in  becoming  pukka,  you  can  rise, 
you  know,  to  450  a  month.'    Whereat  the  Primcipatvl 
gave  him  much  good  advice  as  to  his  conduct,  and  II 
manners,  and  his  morals ;  and  others,  his  elders,  wlu 
had  not  been  wefted  into  billets,   talked,   as  on] 
Anglo-Indian  lads  can,  of  favouritism  and  corrupti 
Indeed,  young  Cazalet,  whose  father  was  a  pensioi 
at  Chunar,  hinted  very  broadly  that  Colonel  Creig 
ton  B  interest  in   Kim   was  directly   paternal ;   and  ■ 
Kim,  instead  of  retaliating,  did  not  even  use  lan- 
guage. He  was  thinking  of  the  immenss  fun  to  coma^ 
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Mahbnb'a  letter  of  the  day  before,  aU  neatly  writ* 
in  EDglisli,  making  appointment  for  that  after- 
Q  in  a  house  the  very  namo  of  which  would  have 
id  the  Principal's  hair  with  horror,  .  .  . 
id  Kira  to  Mahbub  at  the  railway  station  that 
[•ag,  above  the  luggage  scales  — '  I  feared  leat, 
at  the  last,  the  roof  would  fall  upon  me  and  cheat  me. 
Is  it  indeed  all  finished,  O  my  father  ? ' 
^L     Mahbnb  snapped  his  fingers  to  show  the  uttemess 
^n{  that  end,  and  bis  eyes  blazed  like  red  coals, 
^k*  '  Then   where    is    the    pistol    that    I    may    wear 

Kt- 

R  '  Softly  I  a  half-year,  to  run  without  heel-ropes,  I 
begged  that  much  from  Colonel  Creighton  Sahib.  At 
twenty  rupees  a  month.  Old  Ked  Hat  knows  that 
thou  art  coming,' 

'  I  will  pay  thee  dustoorit  (commission)  on  my  pay 
for  three  months,'  said  Kim  gravely.  '  Yea,  two 
rupees  a  month.  But  firet  we  must  get  rid  of  these,' 
He  plucked  his  thin  linen  trousers  and  dragged  at  bis 
collar,  '  I  have  brought  with  me  all  that  I  need  on 
the  road.     Sly  trunk  has  gone  up  to  Lurgan  Sahib's.' 

*  Who  sends  his  salaams  to  thee  —  Sahib.' 

*  Lurgan  Sahib  ia  a  very  clever  man.  But  what 
dost  thou  do  ? ' 

'  I  go  north  again,  upon  the  Great  Game.  What 
elset  Is  thy  mind  still  set  on  following  old  Red 
Hat?' 
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'  Do  not  forget  he  made  me  that  I  am  —  thouj 


he  did  not  know  it.  Year  by  year,  he  sent  the  money 
that  taught  me.' 

'  I  would  have  done  as  mnch  —  had  it  struck 
thick  head,'  Mahbub  growled.     *  Come  away, 
lamps  are  lit  now,  and  none  will  mark  thee  in 
bazar.     We  go  to  H\ineefa's  house.' 

On  the  way  thither,  ilahbub  gave  him  much 
same  sort  of  advice  as  his  mother  gave  to  Lemuel, 
and  curiously  enough,  Ilahbub  was  exact  to  point  out 
how  Huneefa  and  her  likes  destroyed  kings. 

'  And  I  remember,'  he  quoted  maKcionsly, 
who  said,  "  Trust  a  snake  before  a  harlot  and  a  harlt 
before  a  Pathan,  Mahbub  Ali,"  Now,  excepting  as 
to  Pathans,  of  whom  I  am  one,  all  that  is  true.  Host 
true  is  it  in  the  Great  Game,  for  it  is  by  means  of 
women  that  all  plans  come  to  ruin  and  we  lie  out  in 
dawning  with  our  throats  cut.  So  it  happened  to 
such  a  one,'  —  he  gave  the  fullest  particulars. 

'  Then   why '   Kim   paused   before   a   filthy 

staircase  that  climbed  to  the  warm  darkness  of  an 
upper  chamber,  in  the  ward  that  is  behind  Azim 
tTlah's  tobacco  shop.  Those  who  know  it  call  it  the 
Bird-cage  —  it  is  so  full  of  whisperings  and  whis- 
tlings and  chimipings. 

The  room,  with  its  dirty  cushions  and  half-smoked 
hookahs,  smelt  abominably  of  stale  tobacco.    In  one 
comer  lay  a  huge  and  shapeless  woman  clad  in 
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1  gauzes,  aad  decked,  brow,  nose,  ear,  neck,  wrist, 
arm,  waiet,  and  ankle  with  heavy  native  jewellery. 
When  8he  turned  it  was  like  the  clashing  of  copper 
pots.  A  lean  cat  in  the  balcony  outside  the  vrindow 
mewed  hungrUy.  Kim  checked,  bewildered,  at  the 
door-curtain. 
k|  '  la  that  the  new  stuff,  Mahbub  ? '  said  Huneef a 
^hnly,  scarce  troubling  to  remove  the  mouthpiece 
from  her  lips.  '  O  Buktanoos  I '  —  like  most  of  her 
kind,  she  swore  by  the  Djinns  — '  O  Buktanoos  1  He 
ia  very  good  to  look  upon.' 

'  That  ifl  part  of  the  selling  of  the  horse,'  Mahbub 
explained  to  Kim,  who  laughed. 

'I  have  heard  that  talk  since  my  Sixth  Day,'  he 
iplied,  squatting  by  the  light.     '  Whither  doea  it 

Mdi' 

*  To  protection.     To-night  we  change  thy  colour. 

i  sleeping  under  roofa  has  blanched  thee  like  an 

mood.    But  Huneefa  has  the  secret  of  a  colour  that 

No  painting  of  a  day  or  two.     Also,  we 

ify  thee  against  the  chances  of  the  road.     That  ia 

)f  gift  to  thee.     Take  out  all  metal  on  thee  and  lay 

i^mem  here.     Make  ready,  Huneefa.' 

Kjm  dragged  forth  his  compass.  Survey  paints-box, 
and   the   new-filled   medicine   box.      They   had   all 
iompauied  hia  travels,  and  boy-like  he  valued  theni 
menaely. 

s  woman  rose  slowly  and  moved  with  her  hands 
[283] 


KIU 


t  d^ 

ttban 
;or  I 

strao^ 


a  little  spread  before  her.     Tlien  Kim  eaw  that  a 
was  blind.     '  No,  no,'  she  muttered,  '  the  Patban 
Bpeaks  truth  —  my  colour  does  not  go  in  a  week  or  i 
month,  and  those  whom  I  protect  aro  under  str 
guard.' 

'  When  one  is  far  off  and  alone,  it  would  not  l*"" 
well  to  grow  blotched  and  leprous  of  a  sudden,'  said 
Mahbub.  '  When  thou  wast  with  me  I  could  oversee 
the  matter.  Besides,  a  Pathan  is  a  fair-skin.  Strip 
to  the  waist  now  and  look  how  tbou  art  whitened.' 
Huneefa  felt  her  way  back  from  an  inner  room,  '  It 
ia  no  matter,  she  cannot  see.'  He  took  a.  powt^r  bowl 
from  her  ringed  hand. 

The  dye-stuff  showed  blue  and  gummy.  Kim  ^ 
perimented  ou  the  back  of  his  wrist,  with  a  dab  J 
cotton-wool;  but  Himeefa  heard  him. 

'  No,  no,'  she  cried,  '  the  thing  is  not  done  thus, 
but  with  the  proper  ceremonies.     The  colouriog.jb 
the  least  part  of  the  spelL     I  give  tbee  the  full  [ 
tection  of  the  Road.' 

'Jadoof  (magic),  said  Kim,  with  a  half  start. 
He  did  not  like  the  white,  sightless  eyes,  llahbub's 
hand  on  his  neck  bowed  bim  to  the  floor,  nose  within 
an  inch  of  the  boards, 

'  Be  still.  No  harm  comes  to  thee,  my  son.  1 
Wn  thy  sacrifice.'  ^H 

He  could  not  see  what  the  woman  was  about,  IjH 
beard  the  clish-clash   of  her  jewellery  for  mAnjr 
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[nates.  A  match  lit  up  the  darkness;  he  caught  the 
well-known  purr  and  fizzle  of  grains  of  incense.  Then 
the  room  filled  with  smoke  —  heavy,  aromatic,  and 
stupefying.  Through  growing  drowse  he  caught  the 
names  of  Devils  —  of  Zulbazan,  sod  of  Eblos,  whc 
lives  in  bazars  and  paraos,  making  all  the  sudden 
lewd  wickedness  of  wayside  halts;  of  Dulhan,  invis- 
ible about  mosques,  the  dweller  among  the  slippers 
of  the  Faithful,  who  hinders  folk  from  their  prayers; 
and  Musboot,  Lord  of  lies  and  panic.  Iluneefa,  now 
whispering  in  his  ear,  now  talking  as  from  an  im- 
mense distance,  touched  with  horrible  soft  fingers, 
but  Mahbub's  grip  never  shifted  from  his  neck  till, 
relaxing  with  a  sigh,  the  boy  lost  his  senses. 

'  When  earth  is  so  full  of  devils,  why  call  up  the 
Sona  of  Air  ? '  said  Mahbub  testily.  '  Go  on  with  the 
dawui  (invocation).     Give  him  the  full  protection.' 

'  O  Jlearer  !  Thou  that  heareat  with  ears.  Be 
present.  lAeten,  O  Hearer  ! '  Himeefa  moaned,  her 
dead  eyes  turned  to  the  west.  The  dark  room  filled 
with  meanings  and  enortings. 

From  the  outer  balcony,  a  ponderous  fignre  raised 
a  round  bullet  head  and  coughed  nervously. 

*  Do  not  interrupt  this  ventriloquial  necromancias, 
iny  friend,*  it  said  in  English.  *  I  opine  that  it  is 
very  disturbing  to  you,  but  no  enlightened  observer 
is  jolly  well  upset.' 

I.  .  .  lieUllaafaplotforiheiTrum!   Oproph^ 
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hear  toiiA  the  tmbelieoero.     Let  them  alons  a 
Huueefa's  face,  turned  to  the  northward,  worked 
horriblj,  and  it  was  as  though  voices  from  the  ceili: 
answered  her. 

Hurree  Babu  returned  to  his  note-book,  balaDcl 
on  the  window  sill,  but  his  hand  shook.  Huneefa,  In 
Bome  sort  of  drugged  ecstasv,  wrenched  herself  to 
and  fro  as  she  sat  croBs-legged  by  Kim'a  still  head, 
and  called  upon  devil  after  deril,  in  the  ancient  order 
of  the  ritual,  binding  them  to  avoid  the  boy's  every 
action. 

•  With  him  are  the  Jceya  of  the  seoret  tMntfa  / 
hwweth   them    beside    himself.      He    htoioeth 
vshich  iainthe  dry  land  and  in  the  sea  I  * 
broke  out  the  unearthly  whistling  reaponses. 

*I  —  I  apprehend  it  is  not  at  all  malignant  in  it9 
operation  S '  said  the  Babu,  watching  the  throBt- 
mnseles  quiver  and  jerk  as  Huneefa  spoke  with 
tongues.  'It  —  it  is  not  likely  that  she  has  killed 
the  boy?  If  bo,  I  decline  to  be  witness  at  the 
trial.  .  .  .  What  was  the  last  hypothetical  devil 
mentioned  ! ' 

'  Babnji,'  said  Mahbub  in  the  vernacular.  '  I 
have  no  regard  for  the  devils  of  Hind,  but  the  sons 
of  Ebljs  are  far  otherwise,  and  whether  they  be 
jumdlee  (well-affected)  or  juUalee  (terrible)  they 
love  not  Katfirs.' 

'  Then  you  think  I  had  better  go  ? '  said  " 
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tsbu,  Iialf  rising.  '  Tliey  are,  of  course,  dematerial- 
phenomena.     Spencer  says ' 

Huneefa'a  crisis  passed,  as  these  things  muet,  in  a 
paroxysm  of  howling,  with  a  touch  of  froth  at  tlio 
lips.  She  lay  spent  and  motionless  laeside  Xitn, 
snd  the  voices  ceased, 

*  Wah  I  That  work  ia  dono.  May  the  boy  be  bet- 
ter for  it ;  and  Htineefa  is  surelj  a  mistress  of  dawut. 
Help  haul  her  aside,  Babu.     Do  not  be  afraid.' 

'How  am  I  to  fear  the  absolutely  non-existent?' 
said  Hurree  Babu,  talking  English  to  reassure  him- 
self. It  is  an  awful  thing  still  to  dread  the  magic 
that  you  contemptuously  investigate  —  to  collect 
folk-lore  for  the  Royal  Society  with  a  lively  belief  in 
afl  powers  of  darkness. 

Habbub  chuckled.  He  had  been  out  with  Hurree 
on  the  road  ere  now.  '  T>et  iis  finish  the  colouring,' 
Baid  he.  *  The  boy  ia  well  protected  if — if  the  Lords 
of  the  Air  have  ears  to  hear,  I  am  a  sufi  (free- 
thinker), but  when  one  can  get  on  blind  side  of  a 
woman,  a  stallion,  or  a  devil,  why  go  round  to  invite 
R  kick?  Set  him  upon  the  way,  Enbu,  and  see  that 
Red  Hat  does  not  lead  him  beyond  our  reach,  I 
vast  get  back  to  my  horses,' 

'  All  raight,'  said  Hurree  Babu.  '  He  is  at  present 
interesting  spectacle.' 


About  third  cock-crow,  "Kim  woke  after  a  sleep  of 
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^■tMRfel  of  years.  Himeefa,  in  her  comer,  snored 
taWit^  but  Mahbub  was  gone. 

"  k  Ik0p«  you  were  not  frightened,*  said  an  oflj 
«mM  vt  his  elbow,  '  I  euperinteuded  entire  opera- 
•M^  «iuvh  was  most  interesting  from  ethnolo^cal 
^ite  >xf  view.     It  was  high-cIaBS  dawul.^ 

*"  Buh  ! '  said  Kim,  recoguising  Hurree  Babu,  who 
— >ifed  ingratiatingly. 

'  And  also  I  had  honoiir  to  bring  down  from  Mister 
WWgsii  your  present  costume  —  I  am  not  in  the  habit 
««wcially  of  carrying  such  gauda  to  subordinates, 
wrt  —  he  giggled  —  '  your  case  is  noted  as  excep- 
tiowJ  on  the  books.  I  hope  Mr.  Lurgan  will  note 
my  action.' 

Kim  yawned  and  stretched  himself.  It  was  good 
to  turn  and  twist  within  loose  clothes  once  again. 

'  What  is  this  ? '  He  looked  curiously  at  the  heavy 
duffle-Btuff  loaded  with  the  scents  of  the  far  North. 

'  Oho  I  That  is  inconspicuous  dress  of  chela  at- 
tached to  service  of  lamaiatic  lama.  Complete  in 
every  particular,'  said  Hurree  Babu,  rolling  into  the 
balcony  to  clean  his  teeth  at  a  goglet.  '  I  sm  of 
opeenion  it  is  not  your  old  gentisman's  precise  reli- 
^on,  hut  rather  sub-variant  of  same,  I  have  contrib- 
uted notes  to  A»iatio  Qiiarterly  Review  on  these 
subjects.  Now  it  is  curious  that  the  old  gentleman 
himself  is  totally  devoid  of  religiosity.  He  is  not  a 
dams  particular.' 
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'  Do  you  know  him  f ' 

Harree  Babn  held  up  his  hand  to  show  be  wu 
engaged  in  the  prescribed  rites  that  accompany  tooth- 
deaning  and  such  things  among  decently  bred 
Bengalis.  Then  he  recited  in  English  an  Arya-Somaj 
prayer  of  a  theJatical  nature,  and  stuffed  his  mouth 
witti  pan  and  betel. 

*  Oah  yes.  I  have  met  him  several  times  at  Be- 
narea,  and  also  at  Buddh-Gaya,  to  interrogate  him  on 
religious  points  and  devil-worship.  He  is  pure  ag- 
nostic in  my  opinion,  same  as  me.' 

Huneefa  stirred  in  her  sleep,  and  Hurree  Eabu 
jumped  nervously  to  the  copper  incense-burner,  all 
bljM^  and  discoloured  in  morning  light,  rubbed  a 
finger  in  the  accumulated  lampblack,  and  drew  it 
diagonally  across  his  face. 

*  Wlio  has  died  in  thy  house  ? '  asked  Kim  in  the 
Temacnlar. 

*  None.  But  she  may  have  the  evil  eye  —  that 
sorceress,*  the  Babu  replied. 

'  What  dost  thou  do  now,  then? ' 

*  I  will  set  thee  on  thy  way  to  Benares,  if  thou 
goest  thither,  and  tell  thee  what  must  be  known  by 

tJB.' 

'  I  ga     At  what  hour  runs  the  te-rain  f  '     He  rose 

to  his  feet,  looked  round  the  desolate  chamber  at  the 

yellowwax  face  of  Huneefa  as  the  lowsun  stole  acrosa 

H     the  floor,     '  Is  there  money  to  be  paid  that  witeh  ?  * 
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'  No.  She  liRB  charmed  thee  against  all  devila  and 
ftll  dangers  —  in  the  name  of  her  devila.  It  was 
Malibub's  desire.'  In  English :  *  He  is  highly  obso- 
lete, /  think,  to  indulge  in  such  supersteetion.  Why, 
it  is  all  ventriZoquy.     Belly-epeak  —  eh?' 

Kim  snapped  his  fingers  mechanically  to  avert 
whatever  evil  —  Mahbub,  he  knew,  meditated  none 
—  might  have  crept  in  through  Huneefa'e  ministra- 
tdons;  and  Hurree  giggled  once  more.  But  ae  ha 
crossed  the  room  he  was  careful  not  to  step  in 
Huneefa's  blotched,  squat  shadow  on  the  boards. 
Witches  —  when  their  time  is  on  them  —  can  lay 
bold  upon  the  heels  of  a  man's  soul  if  he  does  that. 

'  Now  you  must  well  listen,'  said  the  Babu  when 
they  were  in  the  fresh  air.  '  Part  of  these  ceremonies 
which  we  witnessed  they  include  supply  of  effeecieut 
amulet  to  those  of  our  Department  If  you  feel  in 
your  neck  you  will  find  one  small  silver  amulet,  vei 
cheap.     That  is  ours.     Do  you  understand } ' 

'  Oah  yes,  hawa-dilli '  (a  heart  lifter),  aaid 
feeling  at  hb  neck. 

'  Huneefa,  she  makes  them  for  two  rupees  twelve 
annas  with  —  oh,  all  sorts  of  exorcisms.  They  are 
quite  common,  except  they  are  partially  black  enamel, 
and  there  ia  a  paper  inside  each  one  full  of  names  of 
local  saints  and  such  things.  Thatt  is  Huneefa's  look- 
out, you  see  ?  Huneefa  makes  them  onlee  for  us,  but 
in  case  she  does  not,  when  we  get  them  we  put 
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before  issue,  one  small  piece  o£  turquoise.  Mr,  Lur^ 
gan,  he  gives  them.  There  ia  no  other  source  of 
supply;  but  it  was  me  invented  all  this.  It  is  strictly 
unoffeecial  of  course,  but  Beems  conTenient.  The 
turquoise  is  wrapped  in  the  paper.  .  .  .  Yes,  that 
is  road  to  railway  station.  .  .  .  Now  suppose  yon 
go  with  the  lama,  or  with  me,  I  hope,  some  day,  or 
with  Mahbub.  Suppose  we  get  into  a  damn-tight 
place.  I  am  a  fearful  man  —  most  fearful  —  but  I 
tell  you  I  have  been  in  damn-tight  places  more  than 
hairs  on  my  head.  You  say :  "  I  am  Son  of  the 
Charm."     Verree  good,' 

'  I  do  not  understand  quite.  We  must  not  be  heard 
talbing  English  here.' 

That  ia  all  right.  I  am  only  Babu  showing  off 
yoy  English  to  you.  All  we  Babus  talk  English  to 
Aovr  off,'  said  Hurree,  flinging  his  shoulder-cloth 
Jauntily.  '  As  I  was  about  to  say,  "  Son  of  the 
Charm  "  means  that  you  may  be  member  of  the  Sat 
Bhai  —  the  Seven  Brothers,  which  is  Hindi  and 
Tantric.      It  is   popularly  supposed  to   be   extinct 

iety,  but  I  have  written  notes  to  show  it  is  still 
existent.  You  see  it  ia  all  my  invention.  Verrep 
good.  Sat  Bhai  has  many  members,  and  perhaps  be- 
fore they  damn-well-cut-your-tliroat  they  may  give 
yon  just  a  chance  for  life.  That  is  useful,  anyhow. 
And,  moreover,  these  foolish  natives  —  if  they  are 
iBOt  too  excited  —  they  always  stop  to  think  befnre 
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ttaj  Un  I  num  who  says  he  belongs  to  «aj  Bpeedfia 
orguusauoiL    You  Bee  ?    You  say  then  when  you  are 
in  tight  place,  "  I  am  Son  of  the  Charm,"  and  yoi 
get  —  perhaps  —  ah  —  your  Becond  wind.     That 
onlyin  extreme  iustances  —  to  open  negotiations  wil 
a  stranger.     Can  you  quite  see  ?    Verree  good.     Bi 
sappoee  now,  I,  or  any  one  of  the  Department,  coi 
to  yoii  dressed  quite  different.     You  would  not  knoi 
me  at  all  unless  1  choose,  I  bet  you.    Some  day  I  will 
prove  it.     I  come  as  Ladakhi  trader  —  oh  anything 
—  and  I  say  to  you:  "  You  want  to  buy  precioi 
itones  ?  "    You  say :  "  Do  I  look  like  a  man  who  bi 
precious  stones  ?  "     Then  I  say :  "  Even  verree 
man  can  buy  a  turquoise  or  tarkeean."  ' 

'  That  is  hichree  —  vegetable  curry,'  said  Kim. 

'  Of  course  it  is.  You  say :  "  Let  me  tee 
iarheean."  Then  I  say:  "It  was  cooked  by 
woman,  and  perhaps  it  is  bad  for  your  caste."  Th» 
you  say :  "  There  ia  no  caste  when  men  go  to  —  \ 
for  tarkeean."  You  stop  a  little  between  those 
*'*o  —  look."  That  is  the  whole  secret.  The  litl 
stop  before  the  words.' 

Kim  repeated  the  test-sentence. 

'  That  is  all  right.  Then  I  will  ahow  y< 
my  turquoise  if  there  is  time,  and  then  yi 
know  who  I  am,  and  then  we  exchange  viei 
and  documents  and  those  things.  And  so  it 
with  any  other  man  with  us.  We  talk  sometiau 
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about  tnrquoiaes  and  sometimes  about  tarkeean,  but 
always  with  that  little  stop  in  the  words.     It  is  very 
easy.    First,  "  Son  of  the  Charm,"  if  you  are  in  a 
tight  plac«.    Perhaps  that  may  help  you  —  perhaps 
not.    Then  what  I  have  told  you  about  the  tarkeean, 
if  you  want  to  transact  oSeecial   business   with   a 
strange  man.      Of  course,  at  present,  you  have  no 
offeecial  business.  You  are  —  ah,  ha !  —  supernume- 
rary on  probation.     Quite  unique  sjiecimen.     If  you 
■were  Asiatic  of  birth  you  might  be  employed  righl 
off;  but  this  half-year  of  leave  is  to  make  you  de- 
Englishised,  you  see?     The  lama,  he  expects  you, 
because  I  have  denii-offeocially  informed  him  you 
L  Iiave  passed  all  your  examinations,   and  will  soon 
I  obtain  Government  appointment.     Oh  ho  I     Excuse 
m  me,  there  ia  one  thing  more.     The  amulet  being  un- 
I  offee^nal  is  not  provided  by  Department.     I  get  no 
ft  profit,  but  it  costs  two  rupees  twelve  annas.     I  pay 
■  that.     Now  I  shall  say  good-bye,  my  dear  fellow,  and 
Wt  hope  you  —  ah  —  will  come  out  top  side  all  right.' 
I      Hurree  Babu  stepped  back  a  pace  or  two  into  the 
I  crowd  at  the  entrance  of  Benares  station  and  —  was 
I,  gone.     Kim  drew  a  deep  breath  and  hugged  himself 
I  all  ov«r.     Tho  nickel-plated  revolver  he  could  feel  in 
I-  tfte  bosom  of  his  sad-coloured  robe,  the  amulet  was 
I'Onlua  neck;  begging-gourd,  rosary,  the  ghost-dagger 
ft(l(r.   Lurgan   had   forgotten   nothing)   were   all   to 
^nand,  with  medicine,  paint-bos,  and  compass,  and  in 
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a  worn  old  purse-belt  embroidered  with  porcupine 
quill-patterns  laj  a  month's  pay.  Kings  could  be  no 
richer.  He  bought  sweetmeats  in  a  leaf -cup  from  a 
Hindu  trader,  and  ate  them  with  glad  rapture  till  a 
policeman  ordered  him  off  the  steps. 
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CHAPTER   XL 


3iv«  the  man  who  is  not  aads 

To  hu  trade 
Swords  to  fiiug  and  catch  agao^ 
Coins  to  ring  and  snatch  again. 
Hen  to  harm  and  core  again. 
Snakes  to  charm  and  Itm  again  — 
He'll  be  hurt  by  hi>  own  blade. 
By  his  serpents  iliaobeTed, 
By  his  clumainesB  bewraywl. 
By  the  people  mocked  to  scorn  — 

So  'tis  not  with  juggler  born. 
Pinch  of  dust  or  withered  Bower, 

C9iance-flung  fruit  or  borrowed  staff, 
Serve  hia  need  and  shore  bis  power, 

Bind  the  spell,  or  looae  the  laug^  I 

Aa  a  man  tehc,  tie..  Op.  IS. 


^V  Followed  a  sudden  natural  reacdon. 

'  Now  am  I  alone  —  all  alone,'  he  thonght  '  In  nil 
India  ia  no  one  so  alone  as  1 1  If  I  die  to-day,  who 
ehall  bring  the  news  —  and  to  whom  ?  If  I  lire  and 
God  13  good,  there  will  be  a  price  upon  my  head,  for 
!  Charm  —  I,  Kim.' 
:te  people,  but  many  Asiatice,  can 
3Dt  as  it  were  by  re- 


raw  themselTeB  ' 
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themselyes,  letting  the  nmid  go  free  upon  ep< 
as  to  what  is  called  personal  identity.  When  one 
growB  older,  the  power,  usually,  departe,  but  vrhil« 
it  laets  it  may  descend  upon  a  man  at  any  momeot. 

'  Who  is  KiTi  —  Kim  —  Kitn  ?  * 

He  squatted  in  a  corner  of  tlie  clanging  waidn^ 
room,  rapt  from  all  other  thoughts;  hands  foldeii 
in  lap,  and  pupils  contracted  to  pin-points.  In  n 
minute  —  in  another  half  second  —  he  felt  he  would 
arrive  at  tlie  solution  of  the  tremendous  puzzle ;  but 
here,  as  always  happens,  his  mind  dropped  away 
from  those  heights  with  the  rush  of  a  wounded  bird, 
and  passing  his  hand  before  his  eyes,  he  shook  bis 
head. 

A  long-haired  Hindu  hairagi  (holy  man),  who  had 
just  bought  a  ticket,  halted  before  him  at  that  mo- 
ment and  stared  intently. 

'  I  also  have  lost  it/  he  said  sadly.  '  It  is  one  of 
the  gates  to  the  Way,  but  for  me  it  has  been  shot 
many  years.' 

'  What  is  the  talk  ? '  said  Kim,  abashed. 

'Thou  wast  wondering  there  in  thy  spirit  " 
manner  of  thing  thy  soul  might  he.     The  aeiz 
came  of  a  sudden.     /  know.     Who  should  know  but 
I  ?     Wliither  goest  thou  ? ' 

*  Towards  Kashi '  (Benares). 

'  There  are  no  Gods  there.  I  have  proved  t^em.  I 
go  to  Prayag  (Allahabad)  for  the  fifth  time  —  seek* 


^L  "Th 
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the   pillars   and   mxlden    ihe   [em|iles   till   my  feel 
flayed,  and  Uie  Uiild  ie  ng  whit  bellei. 
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isx  the  road  to  Enlightenment.     Of  what  faith  art 

I  too  am  a  Seeker,'  said  Kim,  using  one  of  tbft 
a's  pet  words.    '  Though  '  —  he  forgot  his  North- 
em  dress  for  the  moment  — '  though  Allah  alone 
knoweth  what  I  seek.' 

The  old  fellow  slipped  the  bairagi's  crutch  under  hia 

armpit  and  sat  down  on  a  patch  of  ruddy  leopard's 

skin  as  Kim  rose  at  the  call  for  the  Benares  train. 

'  Go  in  hope,   little  brother,'  he  said.     '  It  is  a 

^^pg  road  to  the  feet  of  the  One ;  but  thither  do  we 

^^fBim  did  not  feel  bo  lonely  after  this,  and  ere  he 
bad  sat  out  twenty  miles  in  the  crowded  compart- 
ment, was  cheering  his  neighbours  with  a  string  of 
noat  wonderful  yams  about  his  own  and  his  mas- 
ter's magical  gifts. 

Benares  struck  him  as  a  peculiarly  filthy  city, 
though  it  waa  pleasant  to  find  how  his  cloth  was  re- 
spected. At  least  one-third  of  the  population  prays 
eternally  to  some  group  or  other  of  the  many  million 
deities,  and  so  reveres  every  sort  of  holy  man.  Kim 
wa8  guided  to  the  Temple  of  the  Tirthankers,  about 
I  mile  outside  the  city,  near  Samath,  by  a  chance-met 
Punjabi  farmer  —  a  Eamboh  from  Jullunder-way 
who  had  appealed  in  vain  to  every  God  of  his  home- 
stead to  cure  his  small  son,  and  was  trying  Benares 
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*  Thou  art  from  the  Nortli ! '  he  asked,  shonli 
ing  through  the  press  of  the  narrow,  stinkiiig  si 
much  like  his  own  pet  hnH  at  home. 

'  Ay,  but  I  know  the  Punjab.  My  mother  wi 
Pahareen,  but  my  father  eame  from  Amritzar 
Jandiala,'  said  Kim,  oiling  his  ready  tongue  for 
needs  of  the  road. 

'Jandiala  —  Jullunder?      Oho  I      Then     we 
noighboure  in  some  sort,  as  it  ware.'     He  nt 
tenderly  to  the  wailing  child  in  his  an 
dost  thou  serve  ? ' 

'  A   most  holy  man  at  the  Temple  of  the 
thankera.' 

'They  are  all  most  holy  and  —  most  greedy,' 
the  Jat  with  bittemesa.  '  I  have  walked  the  pi 
and  trodden  the  temples  till  my  feet  are  flayed,  tan 
the  child  is  no  whit  better.  And  the  mother  being 
sick  too,  .  .  .  Hush,  then,  little  one,  .  .  .  We 
changed  his  name  when  the  fever  came.  We  put  him 
into  girl's  clothes.  There  was  nothing  we  did  not  do, 
except  —  I  said  to  his  mother  when  she  bundled  me 
off  to  Benares  —  she  should  have  come  with  me  —  I 
said  Sakhi  Sarwar  Sultan  would  serve  us  beat, 
know  his  generosity,  but  these  down-coontry 
are  strangers,' 

The  child  turned  on  the  cushion  of  the  huge 
corded  arms  and  looked  at  Kim  through  heavj| 
eyelids. 
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'  And  was  it  all  worthlees  I '     Kjni   asked,   witL 
f  interest. 

'  All  worthless  —  all  worthlees,'  said  the  child, 
lips  cracking  with  fever. 

'  The  Gods  have  given  hira  a  good  mind,  at  least,' 
said  the  father  proudly.  '  To  think  he  should  have 
listened  so  quietly.  Yonder  is  thy  temple.  Now  I 
am  a  poor  man,  —  many  priests  have  dealt  with  mCL 
- —  hut  my  son  is  my  son,  and  if  a  gift  to  thy  master 
can  core  him  — I  am  at  my  very  wits'  end.* 

Kim  considered  for  a  while,  tingling  with  pride, 
iree  years  ago  he  would  have  made  a  prompt  profit 
d  the  situation  and  gone  his  way  without  a  thought ; 
nt  now  the  very  respect  the  Jat  paid  liim  proved 
3  was  a  man.  Moreover,  he  had  tasted  fever 
loe  or  twice  already,  and  knew  enough  to  recognise 
rvation  when  he  saw  it. 
'  Call  him  forth  and  I  will  give  hjrn  a  bond  on  my 
hest  yoke,  so  that  tho  child  is  cured.' 

Kim  halted  at  the  carved  outer  door  of  the  temple. 

k  white-clad  Oswal  hunnya  from  Ajmir,  his  sins  of 

iurf  new  wiped  out,  asked  him  what  he  did. 

'  I  am  chela  to  Teshoo  Lama,  an  Holy  One  from 

Ihotiyal  —  within  there.      He  bade  me  come.      I 

Tell  him.' 

'  Do  not  forget  the  child,'  cried  tho  imporinnate 

iJat  over  his  shoulder,  and  then  bellowed  in  Punjabi : 

'  *0  Holy  One— O  disciple  of  the  Holy  One  — O 
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Qjl^  abn*  ill  the  worlds  —  behold  affliction  sitti 
at  t)w  8*^'  ^^^  '^ry  ^  ^^  common  in  Benares  t 
^e  jaiimm  \tT  cever  turned  their  heads. 

flw  Omni,  at  peace  with  mankind,  carried  1 

f  aio  the  darkness  behind  him,  and  the  e 

;  Eastern  minutes  slid  hj;  for  the  lami 

f  ^vep  in  his  cell,  and  no  priest  would  wake  him. 

['V^M  the  click  of  bis  rosary  again  broke  the  hush 

■  ^  ^  inner  court  where  the  calm  images  of  the 

I  ^th>te  stand,  a  novice  whispered, '  Thy  chela  is  here/ 

I  tbe  old  man  strode  forth,  forgetting  the  end'j| 

tot  prayer. 

Hardly  bad  the  tall  figure  shown  in  the  doorway 
1  the  Jat  ran  before  him,  and,  lifting  up  the 
^  fkUd,  cried :  '  Look  upon  this,  Holy  One ;  and  if  t 
Q«ds  will,  he  lives  —  he  lives ! ' 

He  fumbled  in  his  waist-belt  and  drew  out  a  snt 
ilver  coin. 

'  What  is  this  ? '     The  lama's  eyes  turned  to  Kim. 
I  was  noticeable  he  spoke  far  clearer  Urdn  than  long 
fo,  under  Zam-Zammeh;  but  the  father  wonld  allow 
gto  private  talk. 

'  It  is  no  more  than  a  fever,'  said  Kim.    *  The  o 
s  not  well  fed.' 
'  He  sickens  at  everything,  and  his  mother  is  i 
Ibere.' 

'  If  it  he  permitted,  I  may  cure.  Holy  One.' 
'What!     Have  they  made  thee  a  healer t 
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,'  said  the  lama,  and  lie  sat  down  hy  tbe  Jat  upon 
B  lowest  step  of  the  temple,  while  Kim,  looking  out 
!  the  corner  of  his  eyes,  slowly  opened  the  little 
tel-boz.  He  had  dreamed  dreams  at  school  of  re- 
turning to  the  lama  as  a  Sahib  —  of  chaffing  the  old 
man  before  he  revealed  himself  —  boy's  dreams  all. 
There  was  more  drama  in  this  abstracted,  brow-puck- 
ered search  through  the  tabloid  bottles,  with  a  pauaa 
here  and  there  for  thought  and  a  muttered  invocation 
between  whiles.  Quinine  he  had  in  tablets,  and  dark 
brown  meat  lozenges  —  beef  most  probably,  but  that 
e  not  his  business.  The  little  thing  would  not  eat, 
t  it  sucked  at  a  lozenge  greedily,  and  said  it  liked 
the  salt  taste. 

'  Take  then  these  six,'  Elm  banded  them  to  the 

Ett.  'Praise  the  Gods,  and  boil  three  in  milk; 
er  three  in  water.  After  he  has  drunk  the  milk 
e  hJTf  this  (it  was  the  half  of  a  quinine  pill),  and 
wrap  him  warm.  Give  him  the  water  of  the  other 
three,  and  the  other  half  of  this  white  pill  when  be 
wakes.  Meantime,  here  is  another  brown  medicine 
that  he  may  suck  at  on  the  way  home.' 

'  Gods  I       What     wisdom,'     said     the     Kamboh, 

tktcbing. 
It  was  as  much  aa  Kim  could  remember  of  his 
own  treatment  in  a  bout  of  autumn  malaria  —  if  yoq 
except  the  patter  that  ho  added  to  impress  the  lama 
*  Now  go  I     Come  again  in  the  morning.' 
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'  But  the  price  —  the   price,'  said   the   Jat, 
direv  back  his  sturdy  shouldere.     '  Hy  aoa  is 
son.     l^ov  that  he  will  be  whole  again,  how  shall 
go  back  to  his  mother  and  say  I  took  help  by 
wayside  and  did  not  even  give  a  bowl  of  curds  il 
return  ?  * 

'  They  are  alike,  these  Jats,'  said  Kim  softly 
*  The  Jat  stood  on  his  dunghill  and  the  King's  el 
pliants  went  by.     "  O  driver,"  said  he,  "  what  wi 
you  sell  those  little  donkeys  for  i  "  ' 

The  Jat  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter,  stifled  wi 
apologies  to  the  lama.  '  It  is  the  saying  of  my  m 
country  —  the  very  talk  of  it.  So  are  we  Jats  alL 
will  come  to-morrow  with  the  child;  and  the  blessin 
of  the  Gods  of  the  Homesteads  —  who  are  good  littl 
Gods  —  be  on  you  both.  .  .  .  ^ow,  son,  we 
strong  again.  Do  not  spit  it  out,  little  Prince! 
King  of  my  Heart,  do  not  spit  it  out,  and  we  shall 
strong  men,  wrestlers  and  club-wielders,  by  moi 

He  moved  away,  crooning  and  mumbling, 
lama  turned  to  Kim,  and  all  the  loving  old  soul  i 
him  looked  out  through  his  narrow  eyes, 

'  To  heal  the  sick  is  to  acquire  merit;  but  first  oi 
gets  knowledge.  That  was  wisely  done,  O  Friend  i 
all  the  World.' 

*  I  was  made  wise  by  thee,  Holy  One,'  said 
forgetting  the  little  play  just  ended;  forgetting 
Savior's;  forgetting  his  white  blood;  forgetting  e 
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t  Game  aa  he  stooped,  Koliamiuedaii  fashion, 
to  touch  his  maater's  feet  in  the  dust  of  the  Jaiu 
temple.  '  My  teaching  I  owe  to  thee.  I  have  eaten 
thy  bread  three  years.  My  time  ia  finished.  I  am 
loosed  from  the  schools,     I  come  to  thee.' 

'  Herein  ia  my  reward.  Enter!  Enter  I  And  ia 
all  well  ? '  They  passed  to  the  iimer  court,  where 
the  afternoon  sun  sloped  golden  across.  '  Stand  that 
I  may  see.  So  I '  He  peered  critically.  '  It  is  no 
longer  a  child,  but  a  man,  ripened  in  wisdom,  walk- 
ing as  a  physician.  I  did  well  —  I  did  well  when  I 
gave  thee  up  to  the  armed  men  on  that  black  night. 
Dost  thou  remember  our  first  day  under  Zam-Zam- 

^K'Ay,'  said  Kim.     'Boat  thou  remember  when  I 

^Hlfept  off  the  carriage  the  first  day  I  went  to ' 

^K'The  Oates  of  Learning?  Truly.  And  the  day 
^Hbat  we  ate  the  cakes  together  at  the  back  of  the  river 
^B|^  Nucklao.  Aba  I  Many  times  hast  thou  begged 
^Bw  nie,  but  that  day  I  begged  for  thee.' 

*  Good  reason,'  qttoth  Kim.     '  I  was  then  a  scholar 

in  the  Gates  of  Learning,  and  attired  as  a  Sahib,    Do 

^not  forget,  Holy  One,'  he  went  on  playfully,  '  I  am 

Hul  a  Sahib  —  by  thy  favour.' 

^^"^Tme.     And  a  Sahib  i&  most  high  esteem.    Come 

to  my  cell,  chela.* 

'  How  is  that  known  to  thee  ? ' 
The  lama  smiled.    '  First  by  means  of  letters  from 
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the  kindly  priest  wbgrn  we  met  in  the  camp  of  armed 
men ;  but  he  ie  now  gone  to  his  own  coontry,  and  I 
send  the  money  to  his  brother.'  Colonel  Creighton, 
who  had  succeeded  to  the  trusteeship  when  Father 
Victor  went  to  England  with  the  Mavericks,  wai 
hardly  the  chaplain's  brother,  '  But  I  do  not  well 
understand  Sahibs'  letters.  They  must  be  inter 
preted  to  me.  I  chose  a  surer  way.  Many  times 
when  I  returned  from  my  Search  to  this  temple, 
which  has  always  been  a  nest  to  me,  there  came  one 
seeking  Enlightenment  —  a  man  from  Leh  —  thtt 
had  been,  he  said,  a  Hindu,  but  wearied  of  all  those 
Gods.*     The  lama  pointed  to  the  Arhats. 

'  A  fat  man  1 '  said  Kim,  a  twinkle  in  his  eye. 

*  Very  fat;  but  I  perceived  in  a  little  his  mind  was 
wholly  given  up  to  useless  things  —  such  as  devils 
and  charms  and  the  form  and  fashion  of  our  tea- 
drioldngs  in  the  monasteries,  and  by  what  road 
initiated  the  novices.  A  man  abounding  in  queetit 
but  he  was  a  friend  of  thine,  chela.  He  told  me 
thou  wast  on  the  road  to  much  honour  as  a  scribe. 
And  I  see  thou  art  a  physician.' 

'  Yes,  that  am  I  —  a  scribe,  when  I  am  a  Sahib, 
but  it  is  set  aside  when  I  come  as  thy  disciple.  T 
have  accomplished  the  years  appointed  for  a  Sahib.' 

'  As  it  were  a  novice  ? '  said  the  lama,  nodding  hia 
■bead.     '  Art  thon  freed  from  the  schools  t    I  would 
mot  have  thee  unripe.'  -^m 
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'  Even  eo.     In  duo  time  I  take  service  under  tbs 

GoTemment  as  a  scribe ' 

'  Not  aa  a  warrior.     That  ia  well.' 
'  But  first  I  come  to  wander  —  with  thee.     There- 
fore I  am  here.     "Who  begs  for  thee,  these  daysl '  he 
went  on  quickly.     The  ice  was  thin. 

'  Very  often  I  beg  myself ;  but,  as  thou  knowest,  I 
am  seldom  here,  except  when  I  come  to  look  again  at 
my  disciple.  From  one  end  to  another  of  Hind  have 
I  travelled  afoot  and  in  the  te-rain.  A  ^eat  and 
a  wonderful  land!  But  here,  when  I  put  in,  is  as 
though  I  were  on  my  own  Bhotiyal.' 

He  looked  round  the  little  clean  cell  complacently. 
i  low  cushion  gave  him  a  seat,  on  which  he  had  dia- 
led  himself   in   the   croea-legged   attitude    of  the 
hisat  emerging  from  meditation;  a  black  tcak- 
.  table,  not  twenty  inches  high,  and  set  with 
^per  tea-cups,  was  before  him.  In  one  corner  stood 
I  tiny  altar,  also  of  heavily  carved  teak,  bearing  a 
»pper-gilt  image  of  the  seated  Buddha  and  fronted 
by  a  lamp,  an  incense-holder,  and  a  pair  of  copper 
flower-pots. 
_      '  The  Keeper  of  the  Images  in  the  Wonder  House 
^Bfiquii^d  merit  by  giving  me  these  a  year  since,'  said 
^ue  lama,  following  Kim's  eye.     '  When  one  is  far 
from  one's  own  land  such  things  carry  remembrance ; 
and  we  must  reverence  the  Lord  for  that  He  showed 
^^M  Way.     See  I '  he  pointed   to  a  curiously  built 
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mound  of  coloured  rice  crowned  with  a  faatas< 
metal  ornament.  '  When  I  was  abbot  in  my  own 
place  —  before  I  came  to  better  knowledge  —  I  made 
that  offering  daily.  It  is  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Uni- 
verse to  the  Lord,  Thus  do  we  of  Bhotiyal  offer  all 
the  world  daily  to  the  Excellent  Law,  And  I  do  it 
even  now,  though  I  know  that  the  Excellent  One  is 
beyond  all  pinchinge  and  pattings,'  He  snuffed  from, 
his  gourd. 

'  It  is  well  done,  Holy  One,'  Kiin  murmured, 
ing  at  ease  on  the  cuBbious,  very  happy  and  rather 
tired. 

'  And  also,'  the  old  man  chuckled, '  I  write  pictures 
of  the  Wheel  of  Life.  Three  days  to  a  picture.  I 
was  busied  on  it  —  or  it  may  be  I  shut  my  eyes  a 
little  —  when  they  brought  word  of  thee.  It  is  good 
to  have  thee  here :  I  will  show  thee  my  art  —  not  for 
pride's  sake,  tut  because  thou  must  learn. 
Sahibs  have  not  all  this  world's  wisdom.' 

He  drew  from  under  the  table  a  sheet  of  sti 
Bcented  yellow  Chinese  paper,  the  brushes,  and  the 
slab  of  India  ink.  In  cleanest,  severest  outline  be 
had  traced  the  Great  Wheel  with  its  sis  spokes,  whose 
centre  is  the  conjoined  Hog,  Snake,  and  Dove  (Tgao- 
rance.  Anger,  and  Lust),  and  whose  compartments 
are  all  the  heavens  and  hells,  and  all  the  chances  ot 
hnman  life.  Men  say  that  the  Bodhisat  Himself  firvt 
drew  it  with  grains  of  rice  upon  dust,  to  teach  HSiJ 
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pies  the  cauBe  of  things.  Many  ages  have  crystal- 
id  it  into  a  moat  wonderfid  convention  crowded 
hundreds  of  little  figures  whose  every  line  car- 
ries  a   meaning.      Few   can    translate   the    picture 
parable :  there  are  not  twenty  in  all  the  world  who 
draw  it  surely  without  a  copy :  of  those  who  can 
;h  draw  and  expound  are  but  three. 
I  have  a  little  learned  to  draw,'  said  Kim.     '  But 
this  is  a  marvel  beyond  marvels.' 

'  I  have  written  it  for  many  years,'  said  the  lama. 

'  Time  was  when  I  could  write  it  all  between  one 

lamp-lighting  and  the  next.     I  will  teach  thee  the  art 

after  due  preparation;  and  I  will  show  thee  the 

ning  of  the  Wheel.' 

We  take  the  road,  then  ? ' 

The  road  and  our  Search.     I  am  but  waiting  for 

It  was  made  plain  to  me  in  a  hundred  dreams 

notably  one  that  came  upon  the  night  of  the  day 

it  the  Gates  of  Learning  first  shut  —  that  without 

tee  I  should  never  find  my  Hiver.    Again  and  again, 

thou  knowest,  I  put  this  from  me,  fearing  aa 

lion-     Therefore  I  would  not  take  thee  with  me 

lat  day  at  Lucknow,  when  we  ate  the  cakes,  I  would 

not  take  thee  till  the  time  was  ripe  and  auspicious. 

From  the  hills  to  the  sea,  from  the  sea  to  the  hillH 

have  I  gone,  but  it  was  vain.     Then  I  remembered 

the  J&taka,' 

He  told  "ffim   the   story  of  the  elephant  with 
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the  leg-iron,  as  he  had  told  it  so  often  to  the  Ji 
prieBta. 

'  Further  testimony  is  not  needed,'  he 
serenelj.  '  Thou  wast  sent  for  an  aid.  That  aid 
moved,  mj  Search  came  to  naiight.  Therefore 
will  go  out  again  together,  and  our  Search  is  sure.' 

'  Whither  go  weV 

'  What  matters,  Friend  of  all  the  World  \ 
Search,  I  aay,  is  sure.  If  need  be,  the  Kiver  will 
break  from  the  ground  before  us.  I  acquired  merit 
when  I  sent  thee  to  the  Gates  of  Learning,  and  gave 
thee  the  jewel  that  is  Wisdom.  Thou  didst  return,  I 
saw  even  now,  a  follower  of  Sakyaoiuui,  the  Physi- 
cian, whose  altars  are  many  in  BhotiyaL  It  is 
sufficient.  We  are  now  together,  and  all  things  are 
as  they  were  —  Friend  of  all  the  World  —  Friend 
of  the  Stars  —  my  chela.' 

Then  they  talked  of  matters  secular;  but  it 
noticeable  that  the  lama  never  asked  him  for  any 
tails  of  his  life  at  St.  Xavier's,  nor  showed 
faintest  curiosity  as  to  the  manners  and  customs 
Sahibs.  Hia  mind  seemed  all  in  the  past,  and  he  re- 
vived every  step  of  their  wonderful  first  journey 
together,  rubbing  his  hands  and  chuckling,  till  it 
pleased  him  to  curl  himself  up  into  the  sudden  sleep 
of  old  age. 

Kim  watched  the  last  of  the  sunshine  fade 
the  court,   and  played  with  his  ghost-dagger 
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roBarj.    The  clamour  of  Benares,  oldest  of  all  earth's 

cities  awake  before  the  Gods,  day  and  night,  beat 

lUnd  the  walls  as  the  roar  of  a  sea  round  a  break- 

Lter.     Now  and  again,  a  Jain  priest  crossed  the 

irt,  with  some  small  offering  to  the  images,  and 
3wept  the  path  about  him  lest  by  chance  be  should 
crush  the  life  out  of  a  living  thing.  A  lamp  twinkled, 
and  there  followed  the  sound  of  a  prayer.  Kim 
watched  the  stars  as  they  rose  one  after  another  in 
the  Gtill,  sticky  dark,  till  he  fell  asleep  at  the  foot  of 
the  altar.  That  night  he  dreamed  in  Hindustanee, 
with  never  an  English  word.  .  .  . 

'  Holy  One,  there  is  the  child  to  whom  we  gave  the 
medicine,'  he  said,  about  three  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, when  the  lama,  also  waking  from  dreams,  would 
have  fared  forth  on  pilgrimage.  '  The  Jat  will  be 
here  at  the  dawn.' 

'  I  ara  well  answered.  In  my  haste  I  wonld  have 
done  a  wrong,'  He  sat  down  on  the  cushions  and 
returned  to  hia  rosary.  '  Surely  old  folk  are  as 
children,'  he  said  pathetically.  '  They  desire  a  mat- 
ter. Behold,  it  must  be  done  at  once,  or  they  fret  and 
weep  I  Many  times  when  I  was  upon  the  road  I  have 
been  ready  to  stamp  with  my  feet  at  the  hindrance  of 
an  ox-cart  in  the  way,  or  a  mere  cloud  of  dust.  It 
WBB  not  so  when  I  was  a  man  —  a  long  time  ago. 
None  the  less  it  is  wrongful ' 

LBut  thou  art  bdeed  old.  Holy  One.' 
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'  The  thing  was  done.  A  Cause  was  put  out  into 
the  world,  and,  old  or  young,  eick  or  sound,  knowing 
or  unknowing,  who  can  rein  in  the  effect  of  that 
Cause?  Does  the  Wheel  hang  still  if  a  child  spin  it 
—  or  a  drunkard  ?  Chela,  this  is  a  great  and  a  terri- 
ble world.* 

'  I  think  it  good,'  Kim  yawned,     '  What  ia  th) 
to  eatl     I  have  not  eaten  since  yesterday  even.' 

'  I  had  forgotten  thy  need.     Yonder  ia  good  Bh< 
yal  tea  and  cold  rice.' 

'  We  cannot  walk  far  on  such  stufE.'  Kim  felt  aB 
the  European's  lust  for  flesh-meat,  which  is  not 
accessible  in  the  Jain  temple.  Yet,  instead  of  going 
out  at  once  with  the  begging-bowl,  he  stayed  his 
stomach  on  slabs  of  cold  rice  till  the  full  dawn.  It. 
brought  the  farmer,  voluble,  stuttering  with  gri 
tude. 

'  In  the  night  the  fever  broke  and  the  sweat  came,' 
he  cried,  '  Feel  here  —  hia  skin  is  fresh  and  new  I 
He  esteemed  the  salt  lozenges,  and  took  milk  witlt. 
greed.'  He  drew  the  cloth  from  the  child's  face, 
it  smiled  sleepily  at  Tfim.  A  little  knot  of  Ji 
priesta,  silent  but  all  observant,  gathered  by  the  tem- 
ple door.  They  knew,  and  Kim  knew  that  they 
knew,  how  the  old  lama  had  met  his  disciple.  Being 
courteous  folk,  they  had  not  obtruded  themselves 
overnight  by  presence,  word,  or  gesture.  Wherefore 
Eim  repaid  them  as  tbo  sun  rot 
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»'  Thank  the  Gods  of  the  Jains,  brother,'  he  said, 
t  knowing  how  the  Gods  were  named.  '  The  fever 
indeed  broken.' 

'  Look  I  See  I '  The  lama  beamed  in  the  back- 
grouad  upon  hia  heats  of  three  years.  '  Was  there 
erer  such  a  chela!  He  follows  our  Lord  the  Healer.' 
Now  the  Jains  officially  recognise  all  the  Gods  of 
the  Hindu  creed,  as  well  as  the  Lingam  and  the 
Snake.  They  wear  the  Erahminical  thread;  they 
adhere  to  every  claim  of  Hindu  caste-law.  But,  be- 
cause they  knew  and  loved  the  lama,  because  he  was 
an  old  man,  because  he  sought  the  Way,  because  h€ 
was  their  guest,  and  because  he  collogued  long  of 
ntghtH  with  the  head-priest  —  as  free-thinking  a 
metaphysician  as  ever  split  a  hair  into  seventy  — 
they  murmured  assent. 

'  Kemember,'  —  Kim  bent  over  the  child, — '  this 
_  trouble  may  come  again.' 

^^k    '  Not   if   thou   hast    the   proper   spell,'   said   the 
^BCBmboh. 

^^L '  But  in  a  little  while  we  go  away.' 
^^K  *  True,'  said  the  lama  to  all  the  Jaina.  '  We  go 
^^low  together  upon  the  Search  whereof  I  have  often 
spoken.  I  waited  till  my  chela  was  ripe.  Behold 
him  1  We  go  North.  Never  again  shall  I  look  upon 
l^dthis  place  of  my  rest,  O  people  of  good  will.' 
^K  '  But  I  am  not  a  beggar,'  The  cultivator  rose  to 
^Hds  feet,  clutching  the  child. 
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'  Be  BtilL    Bo  not  troable  the  H0I7  One,'  a 
stid. 

'  C^o/  Kim  whispered.  '  Meet  ua  again  under 
big  railway  bridge,  and  for  the  sake  of  all  the  Gotb 
of  our  Punjab,  bring  food  —  curry  pulse,  cakes  fried 
in  fat,  and  sweetmeats.  Specially  sweetmeats.  Be 
Bwift! ' 

The  pallor  of  hunger  suited  Kim  very  well  as  he 
stood,  tall  and  slim,  in  his  sad-eoloured,  sweeping 
robes,  one  hand  on  his  rosary  and  the  other  in  the 
attitude  of  benediction,  faithfully  copied  from  the 
lama.  An  English  observer  might  have  said  that  he 
looked  rather  like  a  young  saint  of  a  stained 
window,  whereas  he  was  but  a  growing  lad  faint 
emptiness. 

Long  and  formal  were  the  farewells,  thrice  ended 
and  thrice  renewed.  The  Seeker  —  he  who  had  in- 
vited the  lama  to  that  haven  from  far-away  Tibol 
silver-faced,  hairless  ascetic  —  took  no  part  in  it, 
meditated,  as  always,  alone  among  the  images. 
others  were  very  human;  pressing  small  comforts 
upon  the  old  man,  —  a  botel-box,  a  fine  new  iron  pen- 
case,  a  food-bag,  and  such  like,  —  warning  h'Ti 
against  the  dangers  of  the  world  without,  and  proph- 
esying a  happy  end  to  the  Search,  ileantime 
lonelier  than  ever,  squatted  on  the  steps,  and  BWi 
hisitclf  in  the  language  of  St.  Xavier's. 

'  Bat  it  is  my  own  fault,'  he  concluded.     * 
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hbub,  I  ate  Mahbub's  bread,  or  Lurgan  Sabib's. 

At  St.  Xavier's,  three  meals  a  day.     Here  I  must 

joUy  well  look  out  for  myself.     Besides,  I  am  not 

good  training.    How  I  could  eat  a  plate  of  beef 

1  ...  Is  it  finished,  Holy  One ! ' 
The  lama,  both  hands  raised,  intoned  a  final  bles9- 
Ing  in  ornate  Chinese.  '  I  must  lean  on  thy  shoulder,' 
said  he,  as  the  temple  gates  shut.    '  We  grow  stiff,  I 
^bink' 

^|L  The  weight  of  a  six-foot  man  is  not  light  to  steady 

^^Birough  miles  of  crowded  streets,  and  Kim,  loaded 

down  with  bundles  and  packages  for  the  way,  was 

^lad  to  reach  the  shadow  of  the  railway  bridge. 

HM'  *  Here  we  eat,'  he  said  resolutely,  as  the  Kamboh, 

^Hbie-robed  and  smiling,  hove  in  sight,  a  basket  in  one 

hand  and  the  child  on  the  other. 

'  Fall  to,  Holy  Ones ! '  he  cried  from  fifty  yarda. 
^^Ttiis  was  on  the  shoal  under  the  first  bridge-span,  out 
^^k  sight  of  hungry  priests.)     '  Rice  and  good  curry, 
^^^aes  all  warm  and  well  scented  with  king  (asafm- 
tida),  curds  and  sugar.  King  of  my  fields,'  this  to  the 
small  son,  '  let  us  show  these  holy  men  that  we  Jata 
of  Jullunder  can  pay  a  service.  ...  I  had  heard  the 
Jains  would  eat  nothing  that  they  had  not  cooked, 
but  truly  '  —  he  looked  away  politely  over  the  broad 
river  — '  where  there  is  no  eye  there  is  no  caate,' 
'  And  we,'  said  Kim,  turning  his  back  and  heaping 
leaf-platter  for  the  lama,  '  are  beyond  all  castes.' 
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Thev  gorged  themselves  on  the  gooi 
lence.  Xor  till  he  had  licked  the  last  of  the  stickr 
8weet-etaff  from  his  little  finger  did  Kin  note  titat 
the  Kflinboh  too  was  girt  for  travel. 

'  If  GUI  roads  be  together,'  he  said  roughly,  '  I  go 
with  thee.  One  does  not  often  find  a  vorker  of 
miracles,  and  the  t-liild  is  atiU  weak.  But  /  am  not 
altogether  a  reed.*  He  picked  up  his  lathi  —  a  five- 
foot  male  bamboo  ringed  with  bands  of  polished  iron 
—  and  flourished  it  in  the  air.  '  The  Jata  are  called 
a  quarrelsome  folk,  but  that  is  not  true.  Except  when 
we  are  creased,  we  are  like  our  own  buffaloes.' 

'  So  _be  it,'  said  Kim.     '  A  good  stick  is  a 


loo^ 


The  lama  gazed  placidly  up-stream,  where  in  li 
mnudged  perspective  the  ceaseless  columns  of  smoke 
go  up  from  the  burning-ghats  by  tlic  river.  Now  and 
again,  despite  all  municipal  regulations,  the  fragment 
of  a  baif-burned  body  went  by  on  the  full  carrent, 

'But  for  thee,'  said  the  Kamboh,  drawing  the  chDd 
into  his  hairy  breast,  '  I  might  toniay  have  gone 
thither  —  with  this  one.  The  priests  tell  us  that  Be- 
nares is  holy  —  which  none  doubt  —  and  desirable  to 
die  in.  But  I  do  not  know  their  Gods,  and  they  ask 
for  money;  and  when  one  has  done  one  worship  a 
shaved-head  vows  it  is  of  none  effect  except  one  do 
another.  Wash  here  1  Wash  there  I  Pour,  drink, 
lave,  and  scatter  flowers  —  but  always  pay 
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priests.     No,  the  Punjab  for  me,  and  the  eoU  of  the 
Jullunder  doab  for  the  best  soil  In  it.' 

'  I  hare  said  many  times  —  in  the  temple  I  think 
—  that  if  need  be,  the  River  will  open  at  our  feet. 
We  will  therefore  go  North,'  said  the  lama,  rising, 
'  I  remember  a  pleasant  place,  set  about  mth  fruit- 
trees,  -where  one  can  walk  in  meditation  —  and  the 
air  is  cooler  there.     It  comes  from  the  hills  and  the 
^Lanow  of  the  hills.' 
^E      '  What  is  the  name  ? '  said  Kim. 
^^m  '  How  should  I  know  %    Didst  thou  not  —  no,  that 
^^Bu  after  the  armj  rose  out  of  the  earth  and  took  thee 
I^Biraj.    I  abode  there  in  meditation  in  a  room  against 
the  dovecot  —  except  when  she  talked  eternally.' 

'  Oho !  the  woman  from  Kulu.  That  is  by  Saha- 
nmpore,'     "Kim  laughed. 

'  How  does  the  spirit  move  him  \  Does  he  go  afoot, 
for  the  Bake  of  past  sins  \ '  the  Jat  demanded  cau- 
tiously.    '  It  is  a  far  cry  to  Delhi.' 

'  No,'  said  Kim  promptly.  '  I  will  beg  a  ¥ikhui  for 
the  ie-rain'  One  does  not  own  to  the  posseeaion  of 
money  in  India. 

'  Then  in  the  name  of  the  Gods,  let  us  take  the  fire- 
carriage.  My  son  is  best  in  his  mother's  arms.  The 
Government  has  brought  on  us  many  taxes,  but  it 
gives  na  one  good  thing  —  the  fe-ratn  that  joins 
friends  and  nnites  the  anxious.  A  wonderful  matter 
is  the  ii-rain^ 
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They  all  piled  into  it  a  cou[^e  of  booiB  later,  i 
alept  through  the  heat  of  the  day.  Th 
Kim  with  ten  thousand  questions  as  to  the  laina'd  walk 
and  work  in  life,  and  received  some  cuHoub  auswere. 
Kim  was  content  to  be  where  be  was,  to  look  out  up(Hl 
the  flat  Northwestern  landscape,  and  to  talk  to  tba 
changing  mob  of  fellow-passengers.  Even  i 
tickets  and  ticket-clipping  are  dark  oppressitUL  | 
Indian  rustics.  They  do  not  understand  why, 
they  have  paid  for  a  magic  piece  of  paper,  strangers 
should  puDch  great  pieces  out  of  the  charm.  Si^ 
many  and  furious  are  the  debates  between  travd 
and  £urasian  ticket-collectors.  Kim  aBBlsted  at  t 
or  three  with  grave  advice,  meant  to  darken  com 
fmd  to  show  off  his  wisdom  before  the  lama  and  < 
admiring  Kaniboh.  But  at  Somna  Hoad  the  Fa| 
sent  him  something  to  think  upon.  There  tumli] 
into  the  compartment,  as  the  train  was  moving  a 
mean,  lean  little  person  —  a  Mahratta,  so  far  aa  1 
could  judge  by  the  cock  of  the  tight  turban.  His  £ 
was  cut,  his  muslin  upper-garment  was  badly  I 
and  one  leg  was  bandaged.  He  told  them  tlifl 
country  cart  had  upset  and  nearly  alain  him.  'Qa'i 
going  to  Delhi,  where  bis  son  lived.  Kim  wato 
him  closely.  If,  as  he  asserted,  he  had  been  i 
o^er  and  over  on  the  earth,  there  should  have  1 
signs  of  gravel-rasK  on  the  skin.  But  all  his  injurica 
seemed  clean  cuts,  and  a  mere  fall  from  a  cart  ooahL 
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nmcaai  a  man  into  such  extremity  of  terror.  As  he 
knotted  up  the  torn  cloth  about  hia  neck  with  shaking 
fingers,  he  laid  bare  an  amulet  of  the  kind  called  a 
keeper-up  of  the  heart.  Now,  amulets  are  common 
enough,  but  they  are  not  generally  strung  on  square- 
plaited  copper  wire,  and  still  fewer  amulet£  are  black 
enamel  on  silver.  There  were  none  except  the  Kam- 
.  boh  and  the  lama  in  the  compartment,  which,  luckily, 

B  of  an  old  type  with  solid  ends,     Kim  made  as  to 

ratch  in  his  bosom,  and  thereby  lifted  his  own  amu- 
The  Mahratta's  face  changed  altogether  at  the 

jht,  and  he  disposed  the  amulet  fairly  on  hia  breast. 

'  Yes,'  he  went  on  to  the  Kamboh, '  I  was  in  baste, 
and  the  cart,  driven  by  a  bastard,  bound  its  wheel  in 
a  water-cut,  and  besides  the  harm  done  to  me  there 

B  lost  a  full  dish  of  tarkeean.     I  was  not  a  Son  of 

B  Charm  (lucky  man)  that  day.' 

*  That  was  a  great  loss,'  said  the  Kamboh,  with- 
rawing  interest.  His  experience  of  Benares  had 
lade  him  suspicious. 

'  Who  cooked  it  t '  said  Kim. 

'  A  woman.'     The  Mahratta  raised  his  eyes. 

'  But  all  women  can  cook  tarkeean'  said  the  Kam- 
'  It  is  a  good  curry,  as  I  know.' 

'  Oh   yes,    it   ia    a   good   curry,'    said   the   Mah- 


*  And  cheap,'  said  Kim.     '  But  what  about  caate  t ' 
'  'Oh,  there  is  no  caste  where  men  go  to  —  look  for 
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tarlieean,'   the  Mahratta  replied,  in  the  preeciibe^ 
cadence.     '  Of  whose  service  art  thou  i ' 

'  Of  the  seirice  of  this  Holy  One.'  Kim  pointed  lo 
the  happy,  drowsy  lama,  who  woke  with  a  jerk  at  the 
well-loved  word. 

'  Ah,  he  was  sent  from  heaven  to  aid  me.  He  a 
called  the  Friend  of  all  the  World.  He  is  abo  calleC 
the  Friend  of  the  Stars.  He  walks  as  a  physician  — 
the  time  being  ripe.     Great  is  his  wisdom.' 

'  And  a  Son  of  the  Charm,'  said  Kim  under  his 
breath,  as  the  Kamboh  made  haste  to  prepare  a  pipe 
lest  the  Kahratta  should  beg. 

'  And  who  is  that?  '  the  Mahratta  asked,  glancing 
Bidewaya  nervously. 

'  One  whose  child  I  —  we  have  cured,  who  lies 
onder  great  debt  to  us.  —  Sit  by  the  window,  i 
from  Jnllimder.     Here  is  a  sick  one.' 

'  Homph !  /  have  no  desire  to  mix  with  c 
met  wastrels.  My  ears  are  not  long.  I  am  not  a 
woman  wishing  to  overhear  secrete.'  The  Jat  slid 
himself  heavily  into  a  far  comer. 

'  Art  thou  anything  of  a  healer  ?  I  am  ten  leagues 
deep  in  calamity,'  cried  the  Mahratta,  picking  up  the 
cue. 

'  The  man  is  cut  and  bruised  all  over.  I  go  about 
to  cure  him/  Kim  retorted.  '  None  interfered  be- 
tween thy  babe  and  me.' 

'  I  am  rebuked,'  said  the  Kamboh  meekly. 
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■  thy  debtor  for  the  life  of  my  aon.  Thon  art  a  mirade- 
worker.    I  know  if 

'  Show  me  the  cutB.'  Kim  bent  over  the  Mah- 
ratta's  neck,  hie  heart  nearly  choking  him ;  for  this 
was  the  Great  Game  with  a  vengeance.  'Now  tell 
thy  tale  swiftly,  brother,  while  I  aay  a  charm.' 

'  I  come  from  the  South,  where  my  work  lay.  One 
of  UB  they  slew  by  the  roadside.  Hast  thon  heard  i ' 
Kim  shook  hie  bead.  He,  of  course,  knew  nothing 
of  E.23'8  predecessor,  slain  down  Sonth  in  the  habit 
of  an  Arab  trader.  'Having  found  a  certain  letter 
which  I  was  sent  to  seek,  I  came  away.  I  escaped 
from  the  city  and  ran  to  Mhow.  So  sure  was  I  that 
none  knew,  I  did  not  change  my  face.  At  Mhow  a 
woman  brought  charges  against  me  of  theft  of  jewel- 
lery in  that  city  which  I  bad  left.  Then  I  saw  the  cry 
was  out  against  ma  I  ran  from  Mhow  by  night,  brib- 
ing the  police,  who  had  been  bribed  to  hand  me  over 
without  question  to  my  enemies  in  the  South.  Then 
I  lay  in  oldChitor  city  a  week,  a  penitent  in  a  temple, 
but  I  conld  not  get  rid  of  the  letter  which  was  my 
charge.  I  buried  it  under  the  Queen's  Stone,  at 
Cbitor,  in  the  place  known  to  ns  all.* 

Kim  did  not  know,  but  not  for  worlds  would  ho 
Uive  broken  the  thread. 

'  At  Chitor,  look  you,  I  was  aU  in  Kings'  country  j 
for  Kotah  to  the  east  is  beyond  the  Sirkar's  law,  and 

K''"9t  again  lie  Jeypur  and  Gwakior.     Neither  love 
[819] 


Chil 


KIM 


1  lil^^^ 


Bpiee,  and  there  ia  no  justice.  I  was  liimtod 
■wet  jackal;  but  I  broke  through  at  Bandakui,  where  I 
heard  there  was  a  charge  against  me  of  murder  in  the 
city  I  had  left  —  of  the  murder  of  a  boy.  They  hare 
both  the  corpse  and  the  witnesses  waiting.* 

'But  cannot  the  Sirkar  protect V 

'  We  of  the  Game  are  beyond  protection.  If  wa 
die,  we  die.  Our  names  are  blotted  from  the  boot 
That  is  all.  At  Bandakui,  where  lives  one  of  ua,  I 
thought  to  slip  the  ecent  by  changing  my  face,  and  so 
made  me  a  Hahratta.  Then  I  came  to  Agra,  and 
would  have  turned  back  to  Chitor  to  recover  the  let- 
ter. So  sure  I  was  I  had  slipped  them.  Thei 
I  did  not  send  a  tar  (telegram)  to  any  one 
where  the  letter  lay.     I  wished  the  credit  of  it 

Kim  nodded.     He  understood  that  feeling  well. 

'  But  at  Agra,  walking  ia  the  streets,  a  man  cried 
R  debt  against  me,  and  approaching  with  many  wit< 
nesses,  would  have  me  to  the  courts  then  and  there, 
Ob,  they  are  clever  in  the  South !  He  recognised  mc 
aa  hifl  agent  for  cotton.  May  he  bum  in 
for  it ! ' 

'  And  wast  thou  ?  * 

'  O  fool !  I  was  the  man  they  sought  for  the  mat- 
ter of  the  letter.  I  ran  into  the  Fleshera'  Ward  and 
came  out  by  the  House  of  the  Jew,  who  feared  a  riot 
and  pushed  me  out,  I  came  afoot  to  Somna  Eoad  — 
I  had  only  money  for  my  ttltJcut  to  Delhi,  and 
r3?m 
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['While  I  lay  in  a  ditch  with  the  fever,  one  sprang  out 
f  of  the  bushes  and  beat  me  and  cut  me  and  searched 
e  from  head  to  foot.     Within  earehot  of  the  te-rain 
it  waal' 

'  Why  did  be  not  slay  thee  oat  of  hand ! ' 
*  They  are  not  bo  foolish.  If  I  am  taken  in  Delhi 
at  the  instance  of  lawyers,  upon  a  proven  charge  of 
murder,  my  body  is  handed  over  to  the  State  that  de- 
sires it.  I  go  back  guarded,  and  then  —  I  die  slowly 
for  an  example  to  the  rest  of  us.  The  South  is  not  my 
coantry.  I  run  in  cirelea  —  like  a  goat  with  one  eye. 
I  have  not  eaten  for  two  days,  I  am  marked '  —  h(i 
touched  the  filthy  bandage  on  his  leg  — '  bo  that  they 
will  know  me  at  Delhi.' 

'  Thou  art  safe  in  the  te-rain,  at  least.' 
'  live  a  year  at  the  Great  Game  and  tell  me  that 
again.     The  wires  will  be  out  against  me  at  Delhi, 

» describing  every  tear  and  rag  upon  me.  Twenty  —  a 
liundred,  if  need  be  —  will  have  seen  me  slay  that 
fc<^.     And  thou  art  useless  t ' 

Kim  knew  enough  of  native  methods  of  attack  not 
to  doubt  that  the  case  would  be  deadly  complete  — 
even  to  the  corpse.  TheMahratta  twitched  his  fingers 
with  pain  from  time  to  time.  The  Kamboh  in  his 
comer  glared  sullenly;  the  lama  was  busy  over  his 
Wads;  and  Kim, fumbling  doctor  fashion  at  the  man's 
neck,  thought  out  his  plan  between  invocations. 
^H    'Hast  thou  a  charm  to  change  my  shape!     Else  I 
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am  dead.     Five  —  ten  minutes  alone,  if  I  had  not 
been  so  pressed,  and  I  might ' 

'  Is  he  cured  yet,  miracle-worker ! '  said  the  Kam- 
boh  jealously.     '  Thou  hast  chanted  long  enough.' 

'  Nay.  There  is  no  cure  for  hia  hurts,  as  I  see,  ex- 
cept he  sit  for  three  days  in  the  habit  of  a  bairagi^ 
This  is  a  common  penance,  often  imposed  on  a 
trader  by  his  spiritual  teacher. 

'  One  priest  always  goes  about  to  make  anol 
priest,'  was  the  retort.  Like  most  grossly  supei 
tious  folk,  the  Kamboh  could  not  keep  his  to: 
from  deriding  bis  church. 

'  Will  thy  son  be  a  priest,  then  ?   It  is  time  be 
more  of  my  white  medicine.' 

'  We  Jats  are  all  buffaloes,'  said  the  Kamboh, 
ening  anew, 

Kim  rubbed  a  finger-tip  of  bitterness  on  the  child's 
trusting  little  lips.  '  I  have  asked  for  nothing,'  be 
said  sternly  to  the  father,  '  except  food.  Dost  thoa 
grudge  me  that  i  I  go  to  heal  another  nuB.  Have  I 
thy  leave  —  Prince  ? ' 

Up  flew  the  man's  huge  paws  in  auppUcal 
'  Nay  —  nay.     Do  not  speak  to  me  thus. 

'  It  pleases  me  to  cure  this  sick  one.  Tl 
ahalt  acquire  merit  by  aiding.  What  colour 
ja  there  in  thy  pipe  bowH  White.  That  is  a* 
Bpicious.  Was  there  raw  turmeric  among  thy 
food-stuffs ! ' 
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I  *  Open  thy  bundle.' 

It  was  the  usual  collection  of  anmll  oddments :  Hta 
of  cloth,  quack  medicines,  cheap  fairings,  a  clothf ol 
of  atta,  —  the  cheap,  grayish,  rough-ground  native 
flour,  —  twiflts  of  down-country  tobacco,  tawdry  pipe- 
etems,  and  heaven  knows  what  else,  wrapped  in  a 
quilt,  Kim  turned  it  over  with  the  air  of  a  wise 
jackdaw,  muttering  a  Mohammedan  invocation. 

'  This  ia  wisdom  I  learned  from  the  Sahibs,'  he 
whispered  to  the  lama;  and  here,  when  one  thinks  of 
his  training  at  Lurgan's,  ho  spoke  no  more  than  th<» 
truth.  *  There  b  a  great  evil  in  this  men's  fortune, 
as  shown  by  the  stars,  which  —  which  troubles  him. 
Shall  I  take  it  away ! ' 

'  Friend  of  the  Stars,  thoo  hast  done  well  in  all 
things.  Let  it  be  at  thy  pleasure.  Is  it  another 
healing  } ' 

'  Quick  I  Be  quick  1 '  gasped  the  Mahratta.  '  Th© 
train  may  stop.' 

'  A  healing  against  the  shadow  of  death,'  said  Kim^ 
mixing  the  Kamboh'a  fleur  with  the  mingled  charcoal 
«nd  tobacco  ash  in  the  red-earth  bowl  of  the  pi]»e, 
D.23,  withont  a  word,  slipped  o£F  his  turban  and  shook 
down  his  long  black  hair. 

*  That  is  my  food  —  priest,'  the  man  growled. 

*  A  buffalo  in  the  temple !    Hast  thon  dared  to  look 
I  thus  far ! '  said  Kim.     '  I  must  do  mysteries 
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before  fools;  but  have  a  care  for  thy  eyes.  Is  there  a 
film  before  them  already  f  1  save  the  babe,  and  all 
thou  canst  do  —  oh,  shameless ! '  The  man  flinched 
at  the  direct  gaze,  for  Kim  was  wholly  in  earnest 

'  Shall  I  curse  thee,  or  shall  I '     He  picked  up 

the  outer  cloth  of  the  bundle  and  threw  it  over  the 
man's  head.  '  Dare  so  much  as  to  think  a  wish  to  see, 
and  —  and  —  even  I  cannot  save  thee.  Sit  I  Be 
dumb  I  * 

'  I  am  blind  —  dumb.     Forbear  to  cuxse.     Co 
come,  child;  we  will  play  a  game  of  hiding.     Do 
for  my  sake,  look  from  under  the  cloth.' 

'  I  Bee  hope,'  said  E.23.     '  What  is  thy  schema 

'  This  comes  next,*  said  Kim,  plucking  the  thin 
body-ahirt.  E.23  hesitated,  with  all  a  iN'orthwest 
man's  dislike  of  baring  his  body. 

'  What  is  caste  to  a  cut  throat ! '  said  Kim,  rending 
it  to  the  waist.  '  We  must  make  thee  a  yellow  Saddha 
all  over.  Strip  —  strip  swiftly,  and  shake  thy  hair 
over  thy  eyes  while  I  scatter  the  ash.  Now,  a  caste- 
mark  on  thy  forehead.*  lie  dived  into  his  bosom  for 
the  little  greasy  paint-box  and  a  cake  of  crimson  lake. 

'  Art  thou  only  a  beginner ! '  said  E.23,  labouring 
literally  for  the  dear  life,  as  he  slid  out  of  bis  body- 
wrappings  and  stood  clear  in  the  loin-cloth  while  Kim 
splashed  in  a  noble  caste-mark  on  the  smeared  bro«:. 

'  But  two  days  entered  to  the  Game,  brother,'  Kira 
replied.     '  Smear  more  ash  on  the  boeom.^ 
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"Hast  thon met  —  a  physician  of  siclt  pearls?'  He 
switched  out  the  long,  tight-rolled  turban  cloth  and, 
with  swiftest  hands,  rolled  it  over  and  under  about  hia 
8  into  the  intricate  devices  of  a  Saddha's  cincture. 

*  Hah  I    Doat  thou  know  his  touch,  then  ?    He  was 

Y  teacher  for  a  while.  We  must  bar  thy  legs.  Ash 
8  wounds.     Smear  it  again.' 

'  I  was  his  pride  once,  but  thou  art  almost  better. 
I©  Gods  arc  good  to  us.     Give  me  that,' 

It  was  a  tin  box  of  opium  pills  among  the  rubbish 
of  the  Jat's  bundle.  E.23  gulped  down  a  half  hand- 
f  nL  *  They  are  good  against  hunger,  fear,  and  chill. 
And  they  make  the  eyes  red,  too,'  he  explained. 
*  Now  I  shall  have  heart  to  play  the  Game.  We  lack 
only  the  Saddhu's  tonga.    What  of  the  old  clothes  ? ' 

Kim  rolled  them  small,  and  stuffed  them  Into  the 
slack  folds  of  his  bosom.  With  the  yellow  ochre  cake 
he  smeared  the  legs  and  the  breast,  great  streaks 
against  the  background  of  flour  and  ash  and  turmeric. 

'  The  blood  on  them  ia  enough  to  hang  thee, 
brother.' 

'Maybe;  but  no  need  to  throw  them  out  of  the 
window.  ...  It  is  finished.*  Hia  voice  thrilled 
with  a  boy's  pure  delight  in  the  Game.  *  Turn  and 
look,  O  Jat  1 ' 

'  The  Gods  protect  us,'  said  the  hooded  Kamboh, 
©merging  like   a  buffalo  from  a  swamp.     '  But  — ■ 

C:  went  the  Mahratta  "i    What  hast  thou  done  ? ' 
rswi 
■>  -■       .  --    --^    -. 


Sin  had  been  trained  by  Lurgan  Salub ;  and  I 
tf  vilteO  of  Ilia  busineBS,  was  no  bad  actor.    In  f 
^ttw  tremulous,  shrinking  trader  there  loUed  a 
^  corner  an  all  but  naked,  ash-emeared, 
liuretl,    dufltj-haired   Saddhu,    his   Bwollen   ( 
<|>iiani  takes  quick  effect  on  an  empty  stomadi  — 
Wuunous  with   insolence  and  bestial  lust,   bifi  legs 
vKwaed  under  him,  Kim's  brown  roaary  round  hij 
Mck,  and  a  scant  yard  of  worn,  flowered  chintz  on  h 
4houlders.    The  child  buried  his  face  in  liia  s 
fHther's  arms. 

'  Look  up,  Princeling  I  We  travel  with  warloc 
but  they  will  not  hurt  thee.  Oh,  do  not  cry^.  . 
What  is  the  sense  of  curing  a  child  one  daj  and  It 
ing  him  with  fright  the  next  ? ' 

'  The  child  will  be  fortunate  all  his  days.  He  h 
i^een  a  great  healing.  When  I  was  a  child  I  made  c 
men  and  horses.' 

'  I  have  made  them  too.  Sir  Banas,  ha  comes  in  ] 
the  night  and  makes  them  all  alive  at  the  back  of  out  I 
kilfihen  midden,'  said  the  child. 

'  And  80  thou  art  not  frightened  at  anything.  Eh,  J 
Prince  ? ' 

'  I  was  frightened  because  my  father  was  fright-  1 
ened.     I  felt  his  arms  shake.' 

'  Ob,  chicken-man,'  said  Kim,  and  even  the  abaabeg 
Jat  laughed.     '  I  have  done  a  healing  on  tbia  J 
trader.     He  must  forsake  his  % 
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Iiooks,  and  Bit  by  the  wayside  three  nights  to  over- 
ome  the  malignity  of  his  enemies.  The  stars  are 
kgainst  him/ 

'  The  fewer  money-lendetB,  the  better,  say  I;  but, 
Saddhu  or  no  Saddhu,  he  must  pay  for  my  Btu£F  on 
Itis  sbouldere.' 

But  that  ia  thy  child  on  thy  shonlder —  given 
orer  to  the  buming-gbat  not  two  days  ago.  There 
lemaine  one  thing  more.  I  did  this  charm  in  thy 
presence  becanae  need  was  great.  I  changed  his  shape 
knd  hJB  soal.  None  the  less,  if,  by  any  chance,  O  man 
^om  Jullnnder,  thou  remeraberest  what  thou  hast 
sen,  either  among  the  elders  sitting  under  the  vil- 
^e  tree,  or  in  thy  own  bouse,  or  in  company  of  thy 
riest  when  he  blesses  thy  cattle,  a  murrain  will  com* 
K  the  buffaloes,  and  a  £j-e  in  tby  thatch,  and  n,*» 
Eeorn-bin,  and  the  curse  of  our  Gods  upon  thy 
i  tiiat  they  may  be  barren  before  tby  feet  sod 
ifter  thy  plonghahare.'  This  waa  part  of  an  old 
rse  picked  up  from  a  faquir  by  the  Taioiali  Qate 
1  the  days  of  Kim's  innocence.  It  lost  nothing  by 
letition. 

'  Cease,  Holy  One  1    In  mercy,  cease  I '  cried  tlie 

tfat.  '  Do  not  curse  the  honaebold.    I  saw  nothing  I  I 

King!    I  am  thy  cow  E  *  end  he  madetognb 

^t  Kim's  bare  foot  beating  rbytbrnioUly  on  the  car- 

B  floor. 

^  "^t  HiDice  thon  bast  been  peTiDitt«d  to  aid  me  lo 

raw] 
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the  matter  of  a  pinch  of  Sour  and  a  little  opium  i 
sucli  trifles  as  I  have  honoured  bj  using  in  my  art,  so 
will  the  Gode  return  a  blessing,'  and  be  gave  it  at 
length,  to  the  n'^n's  iiumeose  relief.  It  was  one  t 
he  had  learned  from  Lurgan  Sahib. 

The  lama  stared  through  his  spectacles  as  he  1 
not  stared  at  the  business  of  disguisemen*. 

'  Friend  of  the  Stars,'  he  said  at  last,  '  thon  \ 
acquired  great  wisdom.     Beware  that  it  do  not  g 
birth  to  pride.     No  man  having  the  law  before  I 
.^yes  speaks  hastily  of  any  matter  which  lie  has  e 
or  encountered,' 

'  No  —  no  —  no  indeed,*  cried  the  f armerj  feai 
lest  the  master  should  be  minded  to  improve  on  t 
pupil.  E.23,  -with  relaxed  mouth,  gave  himself  up-fl 
the  opium  that  is  meat,  tobacco,  and  medicine  to  the 
spent  Asiatic. 

So,  in  a  silence  of  awe  and  great  nuscomprelu 
sion,  they  slid  into  Delhi  about  lamp-ligbting  tl 
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Wbo  hath  deaired  the  Sea — the  sight  of  salt-water  un- 
bounded f 

The  heave  and  the  halt  and  the  hnrl  and  the  crash  of  the 
comber  wind-hounded  f 

She  aleek-barrelled  swell  before  storm — gray,  foamless, 
enormous,  and  growing? 

Btark  calm  on  the  lap  of  the  Line — or  the  crazy-eyed  hur* 
ricane  blowing  ? 

His  Sea  in  no  showing  the  same  —  his  Sea  and  the  same 
*neath  all  showing — 

His  Sea  that  his  being  fulfils  t 

60  and  no  otherwise  — so  and  no  otherwise  Hill -men  desire 
their  Hills! 


•  I  HA.TS  found  ray  heart  Agtaa,'  said  E.23,  undet 
cover  of  the  platfonn'B  tnmult.  '  Hunger  and  feai 
make  men  dazed,  or  I  might  have  thought  o£  this 
escape  before.  I  waB  right.  They  come  to  look  for 
me.     TLou  haat  saved  my  life.' 

A  group  of  yeUow-trouBcred  Punjab  policemen, 
beaded  by  a  hot  and  perspiring  youDg  EDglisbman, 
parted  the  crowd  about  the  carriages.  Behind  them, 
inconepicnouB  as  a  cat,  ambled  a  small  fat  person  who 
looked  like  a  lawyer's  tout. 
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tVSee  the  young  SalUb  reading  from  a  paper.     Itf^ 
^eBcrintion  is  in  his  band,'  said  E.23.     '  They  go  car- 
riage by  carriage,  like  fiaher-folk  netting  a  pooL' 

When  the  procession  reached  their  compartment 
E.23  was  counting  his  beads  with  a  steady  jerk  of  Uw 
wrist;  while  T^im  jeered  at  him  for  being  so  drugged 
as  to  have  lost  the  ringed  fire-tongs  which  are  the 
Saddhu's  distinguishing  mark.  The  lama,  deep  in 
meditation,  stared  straight  before  him;  and 
fanner,  looking  furtively,  gathered  up  his  belongii 

'  Nothing  here  but  a  parcel  of  holy-bolies,'  said  the 
Englishman  aloud,  and  passed  on  amid  a  ripple  of  u 
easiness ;  for  native  police  mean  extortion  to  the  _ 
native  all  India  over. 

'The  trouble  now,'  whispered  E.23,  'lies  in  s 
ing  a  wire  as  to  the  place  where  I  hid  that  wliidi  | 
was  sent  to  find.     I  cannot  go  to  the  far-office  in  t 
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'  Is  it  not  enough  I  have  saved  thy  neck  I  * 

'  Not  if  the  work  be  left  unfinished.  Did  never  tlie 
healer  of  sick  pearls  tell  thee  t  Comes  another  Sahib  t 
Ahl' 

This  waa  a  tallisb,  sallowish  District  Superintend- 
ent of  Police,  —  belt,  helmet,  polished  spurs  and  all, 
—  strutting  and  twirling  his  dark  moustache. 

'  What  fools  are  these  police  Sahibs  I  *  said 
genially. 

E.23  glanced  up  under  his  eyelids.     'It  is 
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»id,'  h©  muttered  in  a  changed  voice.    '  I  go  to  drtnk 
water.     Keep  mj  place.' 

He  blundered  out  alraoat  into  the  Englishman's 
arms,  and  was  bad-worded  in  clumsy  Urdu. 

*  Turn  mut  f  You  drunk  3  You  mustn't  bang  about 
as  though  Delhi  station  belonged  to  you,  my  friend.' 

£.23,  not  moving  a  muscle  of  his  countenance, 
answered  with  a  stream  of  the  filthiest  abuse,  at  which 
£im  naturally  rejoiced.  It  reminded  him  of  the 
drummer-boys  and  tlie  barrack-sweepers  at  Umballa 
in  the  terrible  time  of  his  first  schooling. 

*  My  good  fool,*  the  Engliahman  drawled.  '  Nick- 
lao  jao!    Go  back  to  your  carriage.' 

Step  by  step,  withdrawing  deferentially,  and  drop- 
ping his  voice,  the  yellow  Saddhu  clomb  back  to  the 
carriage,  cursing  the  D.S.P.  to  remotest  poaterity  by 
■ —  here  Kim  almost  jumped  —  by  the  curse  of  the 
Queen's  Stone,  by  the  writing  under  the  Queen's 
Stone,  and  by  an  assortment  of  Goda  with  wholly  new 


*  I  don't  know  what  you're  saying,'  —  the  English- 
man flashed  angrily, —  '  but  it's  some  piece  of  blasted 
impertinence.     Come  out  of  that ! ' 

E.23,  affecting  to  misunderstand,  gravely  produced 
Ilia  ticket,  which  the  Englishman  wrenched  angrily 
1  his  hand. 
'Oh  Kolumf    What  oppression  1 '  growled  the  Jat 
rem  his  comer.    '  All  for  the  sake  of  a  jest  too.'  H» 
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hitil  been  grinmng  at  the  freedom  of  the  Sadi 
tongue.  '  Thy  cliarma  do  not  work  well  to-day, 
One!' 

The  Suddhu  followed  the  policeman,  fawning 
supplicating.  The  ruck  of  passengers,  biisy  with 
hahies  and  their  bundles,  had  not  noticed  the  affair. 
Itini  slipped  out  behind  him;  for  it  flashed  through 
his  head  that  he  had  heard  this  augi^*,  stupid  Si 
discoursing  loud  personalities  to  an  old  lady 
balla  three  years  ago. 

'  It  is  well,'  the  Saddhu  whispered,  jammed  in  the 
calling,  shouting,  bewildered  press  —  a  Persian  grey- 
hound between  his  feet  and  a  cageful  of  yelling  hawks 
under  charge  of  a  Eajput  falconer  in  the  small  of  his 
back.  '  He  has  gone  now  to  send  word  of  the  letter 
which  I  hid.  They  told  me  he  was  la  Peshawur.  I 
might  have  known  he  is  like  the  crocodile  —  always 
at  the  other  ford.  He  has  saved  me  from  present 
calamity,  but  I  owe  my  life  to  thee.' 

'Is  he  also  one  of  Us?'     Kim  ducked  under  b 
Meiwar  camel-driver'a  greasy  armpit  and  caniu 
off  a  covey  of  jabbering  Sikh  matrons. 

'  Not  less  than  the  greatest.  We  are  both  fortu- 
nate 1  I  will  make  report  to  him  of  what  thou  hast 
done.     I  am  safe  under  his  protectioo.' 

He  bored  through  the  edge  of  the  crowd,  besieging 
the  carriages,  and  squatted  by  the  bench  near  the 
telegrapb-oEGce. 
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Eetura.  or  tbey  take  thy  place  1  Have  no  fear  for 
the  -work,  brother  —  or  my  life.  Thou  hast  given  me 
breatliiiig-Epace,  and  Strickland  Saliib  lias  pulled  me 
to  land.  We  may  work  together  on  the  road  yet. 
Farewell ! ' 

Kim  hurried  to  hia  carriage :  elated,  bewildered, 
and  a  little  nettled  in  that  he  had  no  key  to  the  secrets 
about  him. 

*  I  am  only  a  beginner  at  the  Game,  that  is  sure.  / 
could  not  have  leaped  into  safety  as  did  the  Saddhu. 
He  knew  it  was  darkest  under  the  lamp,  I  could  not 
hare  thought  to  tell  news  under  pretence  of  cursing 
.  .  .  and  how  clever  was  the  Sahib  I  No  matter,  I 
saved  the  life  of  one.  .  .  .  Where  is  the  Kamboh 
gone,  Holy  One  i '  be  whispered,  as  he  took  hia  seat  in 
■the  now  crowded  compartment 

A  fear  took  him,'  the  lama  replied,  with  a  touch 
of  tender  malice.  '  He  saw  thee  change  the  Mahratta 
to  a  Saddhu  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  as  a  protec- 
tion against  evil.  That  shook  him.  Then  he  saw  the 
Saddhu  fall  sheer  into  the  hands  of  the  polls  —  all 
the  effect  of  thy  art.  Then  he  gathered  up  his  son 
and  £ed ;  for  he  said  that  thou  didst  change  a  quiet 
trader  into  an  impudent  handier  of  words  with  the 
8ahib-hg,  and  he  feared  the  like  fate.     Where  is  the 

iddhui' 

'  With  the  polis,^  said  Kim.  ...  *  Yet  I  saved 

,e  Kamboh's  cbCd.' 
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Th«  lama  snuffed  blandly. 

'Ah,  chela,  see  how  thou  art  overtalceat  Xbov 
didst  cure  the  Kamboh's  child  solely  to  acquire  merit. 
But  thou  didst  put  a  epell  on  the  Mahratta  with  pridtf* 
f ul  workings  —  I  watched  thee  —  and  with  side-long 
glances  to  bewilder  an  old  old  man  and  a  fooliab 
farmer.     Whence  calamity  and  suspicion.' 

Kim  controlled  himself  with  an  effort  beyond  hil 
years.  Kot  more  than  any  other  youngster  did  he  lib 
to  eat  dirt  or  to  be  misjudged^  but  he  saw  himself  iiia 
cleft  stick.  The  train  rolled  out  of  Delhi  into  t 
night. 

'  It  ia  true,*  he  murmured.     *  Where  I  hare  t 
feuded  thee  I  hare  done  wrong.' 

*  It  is  more,  chela.     Thou  hast  loosed  an  : 
upon  the   world,   and  as   a   stone  thrown  into  i 
pool    so  spread  the    consequences    thou    canat 
tell  how  far.' 

This  ignorance  was  well  both  for  Kim's  vani^  a 
for  the  lama's  peace  of  mind,  when  we  think  t 
there  was  then  being  handed  in  at  Simla  a  code  v 
reporting  the  arrival  of  E.23  at  Delhi,  and,  more  i 
portant,  the  whereabouts  of  a  letter  he  had  been  com- 
missioned to  —  abstract.  Incidentally,  an  over-zeal- 
ous policeman  had  arrested,  on  charge  of  murder 
done  in  a  far  southern  State,  a  horribly  indignant 
Ajmir  cotton-broker,  who  was  explaining  himself  to 
a  Mr.  Strickland  on  Delhi  platform  while  E.23  wu 
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iddling  through  byways  into  the  locked  heart  of 
telhi  city.  In  two  houra  several  telegrams  had 
sached  the  angry  minister  of  a  southern  State  re- 
torting that  all  trace  of  a  somewhat  bruised  Kahratta 
lAd  been  lost ;  and  by  the  time  the  leisurely  train 
'  halted  at  Saharunpore  the  last  ripple  of  the  stone  Kun 
had  helped  to  heave  waa  lapping  against  the  steps  of 
ft  mosque  in  far-away  Room  —  where  it  disturbed  a 
pious  man  at  prayers. 

The  lama  made  his  in  ample  form  near  the  dewy 
bougainvillea  trellis  near  the  platform,  cheered  by 
the  clear  sunshine  and  the  presence  of  his  disciple. 
'  We  will  put  these  things  behind  ua,'  he  said,  indicat- 
ing the  brazen  engine  and  the  gleaming  track.  '  The 
jolting  of  the  te-rain  —  though  a  wonderful  thing  — 
has  turned  ray  bones  to  water.  We  will  use  clean  air 
benceforward.' 

'  Let  us  go  to  the  Rajputni's  house,*  Kim  stepped 
forth  cheerily  under  the  bundles.  Early  morning 
Sahftrunpore-way  is  clean  and  well  scented.  lie 
thought  of  the  morning  classes  at  St.  Xavier's, 
and  it  topped  his  already  thrice-heaped  content- 
ment. 

'  Where  is  this  new  haste  bom  from  (  Wise  men  do 
not  run  about  like  chickens  in  the  sun.  We  have 
eome  hundreds  upon  hundreds  of  kos  already,  and, 
fin  now,  I  have  scarcely  been  alone  with  thee  an  in- 
stant.    How  canat  thou  receive  instruction  all  jostled 
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of  crowds  ?     How  can  I,  whelmed  bv  a  ilus  of 
meditate  upon  the  Way  i ' 

'  Her   tongue  grows  no  shorter  with  the  yt 
then  J'     The  disciple  smiled. 

'  Nor  her  desire  for  charms.     I  remembet 
when  I  spoke  of  the  Wheel  of  life '  —  the 
fumbled  in  hia  bosom  for  his  latest  copy  — '  she  was 
only  curious  about  the  devils  that  besiege  cliildrei 
She  shall  acquire  merit  by  entertaining  us  —  in  a 
tie   while  —  at   an   after   occasion  —  softly, 
Now  we  will  wander  loose-foot,  waiting  upon 
Chain  of  Things.     The  Search  is  great.' 

So  they  travelled  very  easily  across  and  among 
broad  bloom-full  fruit-gardens  —  by  way  of  Amiaa- 
bad,  Sahaigunge,  Akrola  of  the  Ford,  and  littl& 
Phulesa  —  the  line  of  the  Sewalika  always  to  the 
north,  and  behind  them  again  the  snows.  After  long, 
sweet  sleep  under  the  dry  stars  came  the  lordly,  leis- 
urely passage  through  a  waking  village  —  begging- 
bowl  held  forth  in  silence,  but  eyes  roving  in  defiance 
of  the  Law  from  sky's  edge  to  sky's  edge, 
would  Kim  return  soft-footed  through  the  soft  di 
his  master  under  the  shadow  of  a  mango  tree  or 
thinner  shade  of  a  white  Boon  sin's,  to  eat  and  driuk 
at  ease.  At  mid-day,  after  talk  and  a  little  wayfaring, 
they  slept ;  rieetlng  the  world  refreshed  when  the  air 
was  cooler.  Night  found  them  adventuring  into  new 
territory  —  some  chosen  village   spied  three  hi 
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i  across  the  fat  land,  and  much  discussed  upon 
)  road. 

There  they  told  their  tale,  —  a  new  one  each  even- 
ing so  far  as  Kim  was  concerned,  —  and  there  were 
they  made  welcome,  either  by  priest  or  headman, 
after  the  custom  of  the  kindly  East, 

When  the  shadows  shortened  and  the  lama  leaned 
more  lieavily  upon  Kim,  there  was  always  the  Wheel 
of  Life  to  draw  forth,  to  hold  flat  under  wiped  stones, 
and  with  a  long  straw  to  expound  cycle  by  cycle. 
Here  sat  the  Gods  on  high  —  and  they  were  dreams 
of  dreams.  Here  was  our  Heavens  and  the  world  of 
the  demi-Gods  —  horsemen  fighting  among  the  hills. 
»  were  the  agonies  done  upon  the  beasts,  soula 
sending  or  descending  the  ladder  and  therefore  not 
to  be  interfered  with.  Here  were  the  Ilelb,  hot  and 
-?old,  and  the  abodes  of  tormented  ghosts.  Let  the 
•■hela  study  the  troubles  that  come  from  overeating  — 
lated  stomach  and  burning  bowels.  Obediently 
han,  with  bowed  head  and  brown  finger  alert  to  fol- 
r  the  pointer,  did  the  chela  study;  but  when  they 
nme  to  the  Hnman  World,  busy  and  profitless,  that 
I  just  above  the  Hells,  his  mind  was  distracted;  for 
r  the  roadside  trundled  the  very  Wheel  itself,  eat- 
:,  driiiking,  trading,  marrying,  and  quarrelling  — 
all  warmly  alive.  Often  the  lama  made  the  living 
pictures  the  matter  of  his  teitt,  bidding  Kim  —  too 
^  ready  —  note  how  the  flesh  takes  a  thousand  thou 
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Baud  shapes,  desirable  or  detestable  as 
but  in  truth  of  no  account  either  way;  and  how  the 
etaptd  spirit,  bond-alave  to  the  Hog,  the  Dove,  and 
the  Serpent  —  lusting  after  betel-nut,  a  new  yoke  of 
oxen,  women,  or  the  favour  of  kings  —  is  bound  to 
follow  the  body  through  all  the  Heavens  and  all  the 
Hells,  and  strictly  round  again.  Sometimes  a  woman 
or  a  poor  man,  watching  the  ritual  —  it  was  nothing 
less  —  when  the  great  yellow  chart  was  unfolded, 
would  throw  a  few  flowers  or  a  handftil  of  cowries 
upon  its  edge.  It  sufficed  these  hiunble  ones  they 
had  met  a  Holy  One  who  might  be  moved  to  re- 
member them  in  his  prayers. 

'  Cure  them  if  they  are  sick,'  said  the  lama,  when 
Kim's  sporting  instincts  woke.    '  Cure  them  if  tb^ 
have  fever,  but  by  no  means  work  charmn.    Rei 
ber  what  befell  the  Mahratta.' 

'  Then  all  doing  is  evil  ? '  Kiin  replied,  lying 
Tinder  a  big  tree  at  the  fork  of  the  Doon  road,  watch' 
iag  the  little  ants  nm  over  his  hand. 

'  To  abstain  from  action  is  well  —  except 
quire  merit.' 

'  At  the  Gates  of  Learning  we  were  tanght  tbi 
abetain  from  action  was  unbefitting  a  Satiib. 
am  a  Sahib.' 

*  Friend   of   all  the   World '  —  the   lama   looked 

directly  at  Kim,  — '  I  am  an  old  man  —  pleased  witb 

shows  as  are  children.     To  those  who  follow  the 
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there  is  neither  black  nor  ffUte,  Hind  nor  BhotijaL 
We  be  all  bouIs  seeking  escape.  No  matter  what  thy 
wisdom  learned  amoDg  Sahibs,  when  we  come  to  my 
River  thou  wilt  be  freed  from  all  illusion  —  at  mj 
side.  Hai  I  my  bonea  ache  for  that  River,  as  they 
ached  in  the  te-rain;  but  my  spirit  aits  above  my 
bones,  waiting.     The   Search  is  sure ! ' 

'  I  am  answered.     Is  it  permitted  to  ask  a  ques- 
tion i' 

The  lama  inclined  liis  stately  head. 

'  I  ate  thy  bread  for  three  years  —  6&  thou  know- 

eeL     Holy  One,  whence  come ' 

^^  '  There  is  much  wealth,  as  men  count  it,  in  Bhoti- 
^^■j]^'  the  lama  returned  with  composure.  '  In  my 
^^■n  place  I  have  honour.  I  ask  for  that  I  need.  I 
^^Ki  not  concerned  with  the  account.  That  ia  for  my 
^^Bimastery.  Ai !  the  black  high  seats  in  the  mouas- 
^^ery,  and  the  novices  all  in  order.' 

And  he  told  stories,  tracing  with  a  £nger  in  the 

diiflt,  of  the  immense  and  sumptuous  ritual  of  ava- 

^Httiche-guarded  cathedrals;  of  processions  and  devil- 

^Huces;  of  the  chen^ng  of  monks  and  nuns  into 

swine ;  of  holy  cities  fifteen  thousand  feet  in  the  air ; 

of  intrigue  between  monastery  and  monastery;  of 

Dices  among  the  hills,  and  of  that  mysteiioua  mirage 

it  dances  on  dry  snow.     He  spoke  even  of  Lhassa 

of  the  Dalai  Lama,  whom  he  had  seen  and  adored. 

£ach  long,  perfect  day  rose  behind  Kim   for  a 
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barrier  to  cut  liim  off  from  his  race  and  bis  taotLei 
tongue.  He  slipped  back  to  tliinkiug  aud  dreaming 
in  the  vernacular,  and  meclianicallj  followed  the 
lama's  ceremonial  observances  at  eating,  drinking, 
and  the  like.  The  old  man's  mind  turned  more  and 
more  to  his  monastery  as  his  eyes  turned  to  the 
steadfast  snows.  ITis  Kiver  troubled  hitu  nothing. 
}fow  and  again,  indeed,  he  would  gaze  long  and  long 
at  a  tuft  or  a  twig,  expecting,  he  said,  the  earth  to 
cleave  and  deliver  its  blessing;  but  he  was  content  to 
be  with  his  disciple,  at  ease  in  the  temperate  wind 
that  comes  down  from  the  Doon,  This  was  not  Cey- 
lon, nor  Buddh-Gaya,  nor  Bombay,  nor  some  grass- 
tangled  ruins  that  he  seemed  to  have  stumbled  upou 
two  years  ago.  He  apoke  of  them  all  as  a  scholar 
removed  from  vanity,  as  a  Seeker  walking  in  humil- 
ity, as  an  old  man,  wise  and  temperate,  illumining 
knowledge  with  brilliant  insight.  Bit  by  bit,  discon- 
nectedly, the  story  called  up  by  soma  wayside 
he  spoke  of  all  hia  wanderings  up  and  do\vn  Hind 
and  Kim,  who  had  loved  him  without  reason,  I( 
him  now  for  fifty  good  reasons.  So  they  enji 
themselves  in  high  felicity,  abstaining  from 
words,  covetous  desires,  not  ovei^ating,  not  lying  on 
high  beds,  or  wearing  rich  clothes,  as  the  Rule  de- 
mands. Their  stomach  told  tli9m  the  time,  and  iho 
people  gave  them  their  food,  as  the  saying  is.  They 
were  lords  of  the  villages  of  Aminabad,  Sahaigunge, 
[S401 


Bud: 
ovi] 


rola  gf  the  ford,  and  little  Phulesa,  where  Kim 
gave  the  soulless  woman  a  blessing. 

But  news  travels  fast  in  India,  and  too  soon  there 
shofBed  across  the  crop-land,  bearing  a  basket  of 
fruits  with  a  box  of  Kabul  grapes  and  gilt  oranges,  a 
white- whiskered  servitor  —  a  lean,  dry  Oorja  ~  beg- 
ging them  to  bring  the  honour  of  their  presence  to 
hia  mistress,  distressed  in  her  mind  that  the  lama  had 
neglected  her  eo  long. 

*  Now  do  I  remember'  —  the  lama  spoke  as  though 
it  were  a  whoUy  new  propoeitioQ  — '  she  is  virtuous, 
but  an  inordinate  talker.' 

Kim  was  sitting  on  the  edge  of  a  cow's  manger, 
bg  stories  to  a  vUIage  smith's  children. 

*  She  will  only  ask  for  another  son  for  her  daugh- 
ter. I  have  not  forgotten  her,'  he  said,  '  Let  her 
acquire  merit.     Send  word  that  we  will  come.' 

They  covered  eleven  miles  through  the  crop-lands 
in  two  days,  and  were  overwhelmed  with  attentions 
at  the  end ;  for  the  old  lady  held  a  fine  tradition  of 
boapitality,  to  which  she  forced  her  son-in-law,  who 
was  under  the  thimib  of  his  women-folk  and  bought 
peace  by  borrowing  of  the  money-lender.  Age  had 
not  weakened  her  tongue  or  her  memory,  and  from  a 
discreetly  barred  upper  window,  in  the  hearing  of 
not  less  than  a  dozen  servants,  she  paid  Kim  com- 
pliments that  would  have  flung  European  audiences 
into  unclean  dismay. 
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'  But  thou  art  still  the  sbameless  beggar-brat  of  the 
parao,^  she  shrilled.  '  I  have  not  forgotten  thee. 
Wash  ye  and  eat.  The  father  of  my  daughter's  BOti 
is  gone  away  awhile.  So  we  poor  women  are  dumb 
and  Tieeless.' 

For  proof,  she  harangued  the  entire  household  un- 
Bparingly  till  food  and  drink  were  brought;  and  iti 
the  evening  —  the  smoke-scented  evening,  copper- 
dun  and  turquoise  across  the  fields — it  pleased  her 
to  order  her  palanquin  to  be  set  down  in  the  untid_\ 
forecourt  by  smoky  torch-light;  and  there,  behind 
not  too  closely  drawn  curtains,  she  gossiped. 

'  Had  the  Holy  One  come  alone,  I  should  have 
received  him  otherwise;  but  with  thia  rogue,  who  can 
be  too  careful ? ' 

'  Maharanee,'  said  Kim,  choosing  the  amplest  title, 
*  is  it  my  fault  that  none  other  than  a  Sahib — a  poUs^ 
sahib  —  called  the  Maharanee  whose  face  he ' 

'  Chitt  I  That  was  on  the  pilgrimage.  When  we 
travel  —  thou  knoweat  the  proverb.' 

'  Called  the  Maharanee  a  Breaker  of  Hearts  and  a 
Dispenser  of  Delights  \ ' 

'To  remember  that!  It  was  true.  So  he  did. 
That  was  in  the  time  of  the  bloom  of  my  beauty.' 
She  chuckled  like  a  contented  parrot  above  the  sugar 
lump.  *  Now  tell  me  of  thy  goings  and  comings  — 
as  much  as  may  be  without  shame.  How  many 
maids,  and  whose  wives,  hang  upon  thy  eyelashes) 
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liail  from  Benares  J  I  would  have  gone  there 
again  this  year,  but  mj  daughter  —  we  have  only 
two  sons.  Pbaii  I  Such  ie  the  effect  of  these  low 
plains.  Now  in  Kulu  men  are  elephants.  But  I 
would  ask  thy  Holy  One  —  stand  aside,  nut-cut  —  a 
charm  against  most  lamentahle  windy  colics  that  in 
mango-time  overtake  my  daughter's)  eldest.  Two 
years  back  he  gave  me  a  powerful  spelL' 

'  Oh,  Holy  One  t '  said  Kim,  bubbling  with  mirth 
st  the  lama's  rueful  face. 

■  '  It  is  true.     I  gave  her  one  against  wind.' 

H   '  Teeth  —  teeth  —  teeth,'  snapped  the  old  woman. 

■  *  Cure  them  when  they  are  sick,'  Kim  quoted  rel- 
iahingly,  '  but  by  no  means  work  charms.  Bemem- 
ber  what  befell  the  Mahratta.' 

'  That  was  two  raina  ago ;  she  wearied  me  with  her 
continual  importunity,'  The  lama  groaned  as  the 
unjust  judge  had  groaned  before  him.  '  Thus  it 
comes  —  take  note,  my  chela  —  that  even  those  who 
would  follow  the  Way  are  thrust  aside  by  idle  women. 
Three  days,  when  the  child  was  sick,  she  talked  to 


'  Arre  I  and  to  whom  else  should  I  talk  ?  The  boy's 
mother  knew  nothing,  and  the  father  —  in  the  night 
of  the  cold  weather  it  was  —  "  Pray  to  the  Gods  " 
eaid  he,  forsooth,  and  turning  over,  snored.' 

'  I  gave  her  the  charm^     What  is  an  old  man  bi 
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'"To  abstain  from  action  is  well  —  except  w] 
we  acquire  merit." ' 

'  All,  chela,  if  thou  desertest  me,  I  am  all  atone.' 

*  He  found  Lis  milk-teeth  easily  at  ahj  rate,'  said 
the  old  lady.     '  But  all  priests  are  alike/ 

Kim  coughed  severely.  Being  young,  he  did  not 
approve  of  her  flippancy.  '  To  Importune  the  wise 
out  of  season  is  to  invite  calamity.' 

'  There  ia  a  talking  mynah '  —  the  thrust  came 
back  with  the  well-remembered  snap  of  the  jewelled 
forefinger  — '  over  the  stables  which  has  picket!  up 
the  very  tone  of  the  family  priest.  Maybe  I  forgot 
honour  to  my  guests,  but  if  ye  had  seen  Aim  double 
his  fists  into  bis  belly,  which  was  like  a  half-grown 
gourd,  and  cry :  "  Here  is  the  pain  I "  ye  would  for- 
give. I  am  half  minded  to  take  the  hakim's  medi- 
cine. He  sells  it  cheap,  and  certainly  it  makes  him 
fat  as  Slav's  own  buU.  He  does  not  deny  remedies, 
but  I  doubted  for  the  child  because  of  the  inauspi- 
cious colour  of  the  bottles,' 

The  lama,  under  cover  of  the  monologue,  htm 
faded  out  into  the  darkness  towards  the  room  pM 
pared. 

'  Thou  host  angered  him,  belike,*  said  Sm. 

'  Not  he.     He  is  wearied,  and  I  forgot,  being  a 

grandmother.    (None  but  a  grandmother  should  ever 

oversee  a  child.     Mothers  are  only  Bt  for  bearing.) 

To-morrow,  when  he  sees  how  my  daughter*! 
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ft3Wii,  oe  will  write  the  charm.  Then,  too,  he  can 
Juige  of  the  new  hakim's  druge.' 

'  Who  ifl  the  hakim,  Maharanee  i ' 

'  A  wanderer,  as  thou  art,  but  a  most  sober  Bengali 
{r>m  Ducca  —  a  master  o£  medicine.  He  relieved 
OB  of  an  oppreaaion  after  meat  by  means  of  a  small 
pill  that  wrought  like  a  devil  unchained.  He  travels 
akint  now,  vending  preparations  of  great  value.  He 
bta  even  papers,  printed  in  Angrezi,  telling  what 
tkings  be  has  done  for  weak-backed  men  and  slack 
nomen.  He  has  been  here  four  days ;  but  hearing  ye 
veto  coming  (Jiakims  and  priests  are  snake  and  tiger 
tie  world  over)  he  has,  as  I  take  it,  gone  to  cover.' 

Whikshe  drew  breath  after  this  volley,  the  ancient 
•i^rvmnt,  sitting  unrebuked  on  the  edge  of  the  torch- 
light, muttered :  '  This  house  ia  a  cattle-pound,  as  it 
■were,  for  all  charlatans  and  —  priests.  Let  the  boy 
stop  eating  mangoes  .  .  .  but  who  can  argue  with  a 
gmndmother?'  He  raised  his  voice  respectfully: 
'  Sahibs,  the  haJcim  sleeps  after  his  meat.  He  ia  in 
the  qnarters  behind  the  dovecot.' 

Kim  brbtled  like  an  expectant  terrier.  To  outface 
and  down-talk  a  Calcutta-taught  Bengali,  a  voluble 
Dacca  drug-vendor,  would  be  a  good  game.  It  was 
Dot  seemly  that  the  lama,  and  incidentally  himseli', 
flhoold  be  thrown  aside  for  such  an  one.  He  knew 
tbom  curious  bastard  English  advertisements  at  the 
barks  of  native  newspapers,     St.  Xavier's  boys  some- 


times  brouglit  them  in  by  stealth  to  8iug|{Qr  07OT 
among  their  mates;  for  the  language  of  tho  ^ratrfol 
patient  reeountiug  hiB  aymptomfi  la  meet  simple  tnd 
revealing.  The  Oorya,  not  unanxious  to  play  off 
one  parasite  against  the  other,  elunk  away  to««?da 
the  dovecot. 

'  Yes,'  aaid  Kim,  with  meaaured  scorn.  '  That 
Btock-in-trade  is  a  little  coloured  water  and  ft  vidrj 
great  ahamelesaneas.  Their  prey  are  bTokeD-^owii 
Mngs  and  overfed  Bengalis.  Their  profit  is  in  ohid- 
ren  —  who  are  not  bom,' 

The  old  lady  chuckled.     '  Do  not  bo 
CharmB  are  better,  eh  ?     /  never  gainaaid  it 
that  thy  Holy  One  writes  me  a  good  amulet  I 
morning.' 

*  None  but  the  ignorant  deny  *  —  a  thiel^  ] 
Toice  boomed  through  the  darkness,  as  a  figoie  t 
to  rest  squatting  — '  None  but  the  ignorant  d 
value  of  charms.     None  but  the  ignorant  dM 
valne  of  medicines,' 

'  A  rat  found  a  piece  of  turmeric.     Raid  lie  :^ 
will  open  a  grocer's  shop," '   Kim  retorted. 

Battle  waa  fairly  joined  now,  and  they  beard  t 
old  lady  stiffen  to  attention. 

'  The  priest's  son  knows  the  names  of  hia  aai 
and  three  Gods,    Says  he :  "  Hear  me,  i 
yon  by  the  three  million  great  ones." 
this  invisible  bad  an  arrow  or  two  in  his  quiTeri^ 
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went  on :  'I  am  but  n  teacher  of  the  alphabet.    I 
have  learned  all  the  wisdom  of  the  Sahibs,' 

'  The  Sahibs  never  grow  old.  They  dance  and  they 
play  like  children  when  they  are  grandfathers.  A 
strong-backed  breed/  said  the  voice  inside  the 
palanquin. 

'  I  have  our  drugs  which  loosen  humoura  of  the 
head  for  hot  and  angry  men  —  aind  well  compounded 
when  the  moon  stands  in  the  proper  House.  Yellow 
earths  I  have  —  arplan  from  China  that  makes  a 
man  renew  his  youth  and  astonish  his  household; 
saffron  from  Kashmir,  and  the  best  salop  of  Kabul. 
3fany  people  have  died  before ' 

'  That  I  surely  believe,'  said  Kim. 

'  They  knew  the  value  of  my  drugs,     I  do  not  give 
my  sick  the  ink  in  which  a  charm  is  written,  but  hot 
and  rending  drugs  which  descend  and  wrestle  with 
■  J  the  eviL' 
^B     *  Very  mightily  they  do  bo,'  sighed  the  old  lady. 

The  voice  launched  into  an  immense  tale  of  mie- 
fortune  and  bankruptcy,  studded  with  plentiful  peti- 
tions to  the  Government.  '  But  for  my  fate,  which 
overrules  all,  I  had  been  now  in  Government  em- 
ploy, I  bear  a  degree  from  the  great  school  at 
Calcutta  —  whither,  maybe,  the  son  of  this  house 
Igo.' 

'  He  shall  indeed.     If  our  neighbour's  brat  can  in 

1  few  years  be  made  an  F.A.'  {First  Arta  —  ebs 
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used  the  English  word,  of  which  ehe  had  hacrd  si 
much),  '  how  much  more  shall  children  clever  as 
Bome  that  I  know  bear  away  prizes  and  awards  at  rich 
Calcutta.' 

'  Never,'  said  the  voice, '  have  I  seen  a  child !  Bom 
in  an  auspicious  hour,  and  but  for  that  colic  which, 
alas!  turning  into  black  cholera,  may  carry  him  oS 
like  a  pigeon,  destined  to  many  years,  he  ia  enviable-' 

*  Eat  mail '  eaid  the  old  lady.  '  To  praise  childreE 
is  inauspicious,  or  I  could  listen  to  this  talk.  But  the 
back  of  the  house  is  unguarded,  and  even  In  this 
soft  air  men  think  themselves  to  be  men  and  women 
we  know.  .  .  .  The  child's  father  is  awaj^  too,  and 
I  must  be  chowkedar  (watchman)  in  my  old  age, 
trpi  Up  I  Take  up  the  palanquin.  Let  the  'hakim 
and  the  young  priest  settle  it  between  them  whether 
charms  or  medicine  most  avail.  Hoi  worthlees 
people,  fetch  tobacco  for  the  guests,  and  - —  round  the 
homestead  go  1 1 ' 

The  palanquin  reeled  off,  followed  by  straggling 
torches  and  a  horde  of  dogs.  Twenty  villages  knew 
the  Sahiba  —  her  failings,  her  tongue,  and  her  large 
charity.  Twenty  villages  cheated  her  after  immemo- 
rial custom,  but  no  man  would  have  stolen  or  robbed 
within  her  jurisdiction  for  any  gift  under  Heaven. 
None  the  less,  she  made  great  parade  of  her  formal 
inspections,  the  riot  of  which  could  be  heard  balf-wa} 
to  Mufffioorie. 
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Kim  relaxed,  as  one  augur  must  wben  he  meets 
BQOtlier.  The  hakim,  stfl]  squatting,  slid  over  hia 
bookali  with  a  friendlji'  foot,  and  TCim  pulled  at 
the  good  weed.  The  hangera-on  expected  grave 
professional  debate,  and  perhaps  a  little  free 
doctoring. 

'  To  discuss  medicine  before  the  ignorant  is  of 
one  piece  with  teaching  the  peacock  to  sing,'  said 
the  hakim. 

'  True  courtesy,'  T\im  echoed,  '  is  very  often  inat* 
tention.' 

These,  be  it  understood,  were  company  manners, 

Bigned  to  impress. 

?  Hi  I  I  have  an  ulcer  on  my  leg,'  cried  a  scullion. 
>ok  at  it' 

*  Get  hence  1     Remove  1 '  said  the  hakim.     '  Is  it 

e  habit  of  the  place  to  pester  honoured  guests  ?  Ye 
wd  in  like  buffaloes.' 

'  If  the  Sahiba  knew '  Ki"!  began. 

'  Ai !  Ai !  Come  away.  They  are  meat  for  our 
mistress.  When  her  young  Shaitan's  colics  are  cured 
perhaps  we  poor  people  may  be  suffered  to ' 

'  The  mistress  fed  thy  wife  when  thou  wast  in  jail 
for  breaking  the  money-lender's  head.  "Who  speaks 
against  her  ? '  The  old  servitor  curled  his  white 
moustaches  savagely  in  the  young  moonlight.  '  /  am 
responsible  for  the  honour  of  this  house.     Qo  1 '  and 

I  drove  tlie  underlings  before  him. 
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Said  the  hakim,  Itardlj  more  than  shaping  till 
words  with  hia  lips:  '  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  O'Hsnl 
I  am  joUj  glad  to  see  you  again.' 

Kim's  hand  clenched  about  the  pipe-stem.  Any- 
where on  the  open  road,  perhaps,  he  would  not  bavs 
been  astonished;  but  here,  in  this  quiet  backwater  of 
life,  he  was  not  prepared  for  llurree  Babu.  It  an- 
noyed him,  too,  that  he  had  been  hoodwinked, 

'  Ah  ha  I  I  told  you  at  Lucknow  —  resurgam  —  I 
shall  rise  again  and  you  shall  not  know  me.  How 
much  did  you  bet  —  eh  ? ' 

He  was  hardly  more  than  shaping  the  English 
words  with  his  lips. 

'  But  why  come  here,  Babaji  I  * 

'  Ah  t  Thatl  is  the  question,  as  Shakespeare  hatb 
eaid.  I  come  to  congratulate  you  on  your  extraordi- 
nary effeecient  performance  at  Delhi.  Oah !  I  ttll 
you  we  are  all  proud  of  you.  It  was  verree  neat  and 
handy.  Our  mutual  friend,  he  is  old  friend  of  mine. 
He  has  been  in  some  dflmn  tight  places.  Nov  bft 
will  be  in  some  more.  He  told  me,  I  tell  Mr.  Lorgan, 
and  he  is  pleased  you  graduate  so  nicely.  All  the 
Department  is  pleased,' 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  Kim  thrilled 
clean  pride  (it  can  be  a  deadly  pitfall,  none  the 
of    Departmental    praise  —  ensnaring    praise    from 
an  equal  for  work  appreciated  by  a  fellow-worker. 
Earth  has  nothing  on  the  same  plane  to  compare 
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it.     But,  said  the  OrieDtal  in  him,  Babus  do  not 
travel  about  to  retail  complimeuta. 

'  Tell  the  tale,  Babu,'  he  said  authoritatively. 

'  Oah,  it  is  nothing.     Onlee  I  waa  at  Simla  when 
the  wire  came  in  about  what  our  mutual  friend  said 

he  had  hidden^  and  old  Creighton '    He  looked 

to  see  how  Kim  would  take  this  piece  of  audacity. 

'  The  Colonel  Sahib,'  the  boy  from  St.  Xavier'a 
corrected. 

'  OJ  course.  He  found  me  at  a  loose  string,  and  I 
had  to  go  down  to  Chitor  to  find  that  beastly  letter.  I 
do  not  like  tho  South  —  too  much  railway  travel;  but 
I  drew  good  travelling  allowance.  Ha  t  Ha  I  1 
meet  our  mutual  at  Delhi  on  the  way  back.  Ho 
lies  quiett  just  now,  and  says  Saddhu  disguise  suits 
him  to  the  ground.  Well,  there  I  hear  what  you  have 
done  so  well,  so  quickly,  upon  the  instantaneous  spur 
of  the  moment.  I  tell  our  mutual  friend  you  take 
the  bally  bun,  by  Jove.  It  was  splendid.  I  c<Hne  to 
tall  you  BO.' 
blXmml' 

^BDie  pigs  were  busy  in  the  ditches,  and  the  mooa 
went  to  her  setting.  Some  happy  servant  had  gone 
out  to  commune  with  the  stars  and  to  beat  upon  a 
Kim's  next  sentence  was  in  the  vernacular. 

tfHow  didst  thou  follow  ua?  ' 

pOah.     Thatt  was  nothing.    I  know  from  our  mu- 
1  friend  you  go  to  Saharunpore.     Sq  I  come  on. 
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Eed  lamas  are  not  inconapicuous  persons.     I  In)  j 
myself  my  drug-box,  and  I  am  very  good  doctor  I 
really.     I  go  to  Akrola  by  the  Ford,  and  hear  ill   I 
about  you,  and  I  talk  here  and  talk  there.     All  tlie 
common  people  know  what  you  do.     I  know  when 
tbe  hospitable  old  lady  aent  the  dooU.     They  have 
great  recollections  of  the  old  lama's  visits  here.    I 
know  old  ladies  cannot  keep  their  hands  from  medi- 
cines.    So  I  am  a  doctor,  and  you  hear  my  talk,     / 
think  it  is  verree  good.     My  word,  Mister  O'Hare, 
they  know  about  you  and  the  lama  for  fifty  miles  — 
the  common  people.     So  I  come.     Do  you  nund  ? ' 
'  Babuji,'  said  Kim,  looking  up  at  th«  broad,  grin 
ning  face,  '  I  am  a  Sahib.' 

'  My  dear  Mister  O'Hara ' 

'  And  I  hope  to  play  the  Great  Game.' 
'  You  are  subordinate  to  me  departmentally  at 
present,' 

'  Then  why  talk  like  an  ape  in  a  tree  t  Men  do 
not  come  after  one  from  Simla  and  change  their  drees 
for  the  sake  of  a  few  sweet  words,  t  am  not  s 
child.  Talk  Hindi  and  let  us  get  to  the  yolk  of  the 
egg.  Thou  art  here  —  speaking  not  one  word  of 
truth  in  ten.  Why  art  thou  here?  Give  a  strai^ 
answer.' 

'  That  is  so  verree  disconcerting  of  the  European, 
Mister  O'Hara.  Yon  should  know  a  heap  better  at 
your  time  of  life,' 
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*  But  I  want  to  know,'  said  Kim,  laughing,  '  If  it 
Cs  the  Game,  I  may  help.  Ho^v  can  I  do  an^'thing  if 
you  bukk  (boggle)  all  round  the  shop?  * 

Hurree  Babu  reached  for  the  pipe,  and  sucked  it 
till  it  guggled  again. 

'  Now  I  will  speak  vernacular.  Tou  sit  tight, 
Uist«r  CHara.  It  coneema  the  pedigree  of  a  white 
Btallion.' 

r  *  Still }  That  was  finished  long  ago.' 
»  '  When  eveiy  one  is  dead  the  Great  Game  is  fin- 
isiied.  Not  before.  Listen  to  me  till  the  end.  There 
were  Five  Kings  who  prepared  a  sudden  war  three 
years  ago,  when  thou  wast  given  the  stallion's  pedi- 
gree by  Mahbub  Ali.  Upon  them,  because  of  that 
news,  and  ere  they  were  ready,  fell  our  Army.' 

Ay  —  eight  thousand  men  with  guns.    I  remem* 
that  night.' 

But  the  war  was  not  pushed.  That  is  the  Gov- 
ernment custom.  The  troops  were  recalled  because 
theGovemment  believed  the  Five  Kings  were  cowed; 
and  it  is  not  cheap  to  feed  men  among  the  high 
passes.  Hilas  and  Bunar  —  liajahs  with  guns  — 
undertook  for  a  price  to  guard  the  passes  against  all 
coming  from  the  North.  They  protested  both  fear 
and  friendahip,'  He  broke  off  with  a  giggle  into 
;lish :  '  Of  course,  I  tell  you  this  unoffeecially  to 
icidate  political  situation.  Mister  O'Hara,  Offee- 
ly  I  am  debarred  from  criticising  any  action  of 
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Buperior,  Now  I  go  on.  —  This  pleased  tho  Sirlur, 
anxious  to  avoid  expense,  aud  a  bond  was  mede  for 
80  many  rupees  a.  mouth  that  Hilas  and  Buoar  should 
guard  the  passes  as  soon  as  the  State's  troops  were 
withdrawn.    At  that  time  —  it  was  after  we  two  met 

—  I,  who  had  been  selling  tea  in  Lch,  became  a  clerk 
of  accounts  in  the  Army.  When  the  troops  werewith- 
drawn,  I  was  left  behind  to  pay  the  coolies  who  made 
new  roads  in  the  hills.  This  road-maldng  was  part 
of  the  bond  between  Bunar,  Hilas,  and  the  Qorem- 
meat.'  ^^M 

'So;  and  thenT  ^H 

'  I  tell  you,  it  was  jolly  beastly  cold  up  there  W^ 
after  India,'  said  Hurree  Babu  confidentially,  't 
was  afraid  these  Bunar  men  would  cut  my  throat 
every  night  for  thee  pay-chest.  My  native  aepoy 
guard,  they  laughed  at  me  I  By  Jove  I  I  was  snch  a 
fearful  man.  Nevah  mind  tbatt.   I  go  on  colloquially. 

—  I  send  word  many  times  that  these  two  Kings 
were  sold  to  the  North;  and  Mahbub  Ali,  who  was 
yet  farther  north,  amply  confirmed  it.  Nothing  was 
done.  Only  my  feet  were  frozen,  and  a  toe  dropped 
off.  I  sent  word  that  the  roads  for  which  I  waa  pay- 
ing money  to  the  diggers  were  being  made  for  the 
feet  of  strangers  and  enemies.' 

'Fori' 

*For  the  Russians.     The  thing  was  an  open  jest 
among  the  cooHes.     Then  I  was  called  down  to  t«ll 
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I  knew  b;  speech  of  tongue.  Mahbub  came 
south  too.  See  the  end !  Over  the  passes  thia  year 
after  snow-melting  '  —  he  ehivered  afresh  —  '  come 
two  strangers  under  cover  of  shooting  wild  goate. 
They  bear  guns,  but  they  bear  also  chains  and  levels 
And  compasBes.' 

'  Oho !     The  thing  gets  clearer.* 

'  They  are  well  received  by  Hilas  and  Bunar. 
They  make  great  promises;  they  speak  as  the  mouth- 
piece of  a  Kaisar  with  gifts.  Up  the  valleys,  down 
the  Talleys  go  they,  saying,  "  Here  is  a  place  to  build 
a  breastwork;  here  can  ye  pitch  a  fort.  Here  can  ye 
hold  the  road  against  an  army  "  —  the  very  roads  for 
which  I  paid  out  the  rupees  monthly.  The  Sirkar 
koows,  but  does  nothing.  The  three  other  Kings, 
who  were  not  paid  for  guarding  the  passes,  tell  them 
by  runners  of  the  bad  faith  of  Bunfir  and  Hilas. 
When  all  the  evil  is  done,  look  you  —  when  these  two 
strangers  with  the  levels  und  the  compasses  make  the 
Five  Kings  to  believe  that  a  great  army  will  sweep 
the  passes  to-morrow  or  the  next  day — hill  people 
are  all  fools  —  comes  the  order  to  me,  Eurree  Babu, 
"  Go  North  and  see  what  those  strangers  do."  I  .'»ay 
t*  Crejghton  Sahib,  "  This  is  not  a  lawsuit,  that  we 
go  about  to  collect  evidence."  '  He  returned  to  his 
English  with  a  jerk :  '  "  By  Jove,"  I  said,  "  why  the 
dooce  do  yon  not  issue  demi-offeecial  orders  to  some 
[l»rave  man  to  poison  them,  for  an  example  1  It  is,  if 
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you  permit  the  observation,  most  reprehensible  laxity 
on  your  part."  And  Colonel  Creigbton,  he  laughed 
at  me !  It  is  all  that  beastly  English  pride,  Yoa 
think  no  one  dare  conspire !    That  is  all  toinmy-rott.' 

Kim  smoked  slowly,  revolving  the  business,  so  far 
as  he  understood  it,  in  his  mind. 

'  Then  thou  goest  forth  to  follow  the  strangers! ' 

'  No ;  to  meet  them.     They  are  coming  in  to  Sim 
to  send  down  their  horns  and  heads  to  be  dress 
Calcutta.     They  are  exclusively  sporting  gentlen 
and  they  are  allowed  special  faceelities  by  the  ( 
emment.     Of  course,  we  always  do  that     It  is  i( 
British  pride.' 

'  Then  what  is  to  fear  from  them  ?  * 

'  By  Jove,  they  are  not  black  people.     I  can  do  I 
sorts  of  things  with  black  people,  of  course.     They' 
are  Bussians,  and  highly  unscrupulous  people.     I  — 
I  do  not  want  to  consort  with  them  without  a  witness.' 

'  WUI  they  kill  thee  ? ' 

'  Oah,  thatt  is  nothing.  I  am  good  enough  Herbert 
Spencerian,  I  trust,  to  meet  little  thing  like  death, 
which  is  all  in  my  fate,  you  know.  But  —  but  they 
may  beat  me.' 

'Why?' 

Hurree  Babu  snapped  his  fingers  with  irritatiol 

'  Of  course  I  shall  afTeeliate  myself  to  their  camp  in 

supemuinerary  capacity  as  perhaps  interpreter,  oj 

))erson  mentally  impotent  and  hungree,  or  s 
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And  then  I  must  pick  up  what  I  can,  1  8up 
pose.  That  is  as  easy  for  me  as  playing  Mister  Doc- 
tor to  the  old  lady.  Onlee  —  onlee  —  you  see,  Kister 
O'Eara,  I  am  unfortunately  Asiatic,  -which  ia  a  se- 
rious detriment  in  some  re^spects.  And  allao  I  am 
ingali  —  a  fearful  man.' 

*  God  made  the  hare  and  the  Bengali.      What 
tne  ? '  said  Kim,  quoting  the  proverb. 

*  It   was    process    of   Evolution,    /    think,    from 
1  Necessity,  but  the  fact  remains  in  all  its  cut 

I  am,  oh,  awfully  fearful  —  I  remember  once 
they  wanted  to  cut  off  my  head  on  the  road  to  Lhassa. 
(No,  I  have  never  reached  to  Lhassa.)  I  sat  down 
and  cried,  Mister  O'llara,  anticipating  Chinese  tor- 
tures. I  do  not  suppose  these  two  gentlemen  will 
torture  me,  but  I  like  to  provide  for  possible  contin- 
gency with  European  assistance  in  emergency.'  lie 
coughed  and  spat  out  the  cardamoms.  *  It  is  purely 
unoffeecial  request,  to  which  you  can  say  "  No, 
Babu."  If  you  have  no  pressing  engagement  with 
your  old  man  —  perhaps  you  might  divert  him ;  per- 
haps I  can  seduce  his  fancies  —  I  should  like  you  to 
keep  in  Departmental  touch  with  me  —  till  I  find 
those  sporting  coves,  I  have  great  opeenion  of  you 
since  I  met  my  friend  at  Delhi.  And  also  I  will  em- 
hody  your  name  in  my  offeeeial  report  when  matter 
is  finally  adjudicated.  It  will  be  a  great  feather  in 
That  is  why  I  come  really.' 
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'  Hnmph  I     The  end  of  the  tale,  I  think,  la 
but  what  of  the  fore  part  ? ' 

'  About  the  Five  Kings  ?  Oah  1  there  ia  ever  80 
much  truth  in  if .  A  lots  more  than  you  would  enp- 
pose,'  said  Hurree  earnestly.  '  You  come  —  eh  ?  I 
go  from  here  straight  into  the  Doon.  It  ia  verrM 
Tordant  and  painted  meads.  I  shall  go  to  Mussoorie 
—  to  good  old  Mussoorie  Pahar,  as  the  gentlemen  and 
ladies  say.  Then  by  Bampnr  into  Chini.  That  is  tlie 
only  way  they  can  come.  I  do  not  like  waiting  in  the 
eold,  bat  we  must  wait  for  them.  I  want  to  walk 
with  them  to  Simla.  Yon  see,  one  Russian  i^  a 
Frenchman,  and  I  know  my  French  pretty  well.  1 
have  friends  in  Chundernagore.' 

'  He  would  certainly  rejoice  to  see  the  HJIU  again,' 
said  Kim  meditatively.  '  All  hia  speech  these  tfiff 
days  past  has  been  of  little  else.  If  we  go  to- 
gether   ' 

'  Oh  I  We  can  be  quite  strangers  on  the  road, 
if  yonr  lama  prefers.  I  shall  just  be  four  or  five 
miles  ahead.  There  is  no  hurry  for  Hurree. 
That  is  an  Europe  pun,  ha  I  ha !  and  you  come 
after.  There  is  plenty  of  time;  they  will  plot  aud 
survey  and  map  of  course.  I  shall  go  to-morrow, 
and  you  the  next  day,  if  you  choose.  Eh?  Yon 
go  think  on  it  till  morning.  By  Jove,  it  is  neat 
morning  now.'  He  yawned  ponderously,  and  with 
never  a  civil  word  lumbered  off  to  his    ' 


Full-fleshed,  heavy-huimdied,  bull-necked,  and  deep-voiced. 
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iUce.     But  Kim  slept  little,  and  his  thoughts  rsn 
in  Hindostanee. 

'  Well  IB  the  Qame  called  great  1  I  was  four  days 
a  scullion  at  Quetta,  waiting  on  the  wife  of  the  man 
whose  book  I  stole.  And  that  was  part  of  the  Great 
Game !  From  the  South  —  God  knows  how  far  — 
came  up  the  Mahratta,  playing  the  Great  Game  in 
fear  of  his  life.  Now  I  shall  go  far  and  far  into  the 
North  playing  the  Great  Game.  Truly,  it  runs  like 
a  shuttle  throughout  all  Hind.  And  my  share  and 
my  joy  '  —  he  smiled  to  the  darkness  — '  I  owe  to 
the  laraa  here.  Also  to  Mahbub  Ali  —  also  to  Crcigh- 
ton  Sahib,  but  chiefly  to  the  Holy  One.  He  is  right 
t—  a  great  and  a  wonderful  world  —  and  I  am  Kim 
•~~  Kim  —  Kim  —  alone  -^  one  person  —  in  the 
Isiddle  of  it  aU.  But  I  will  see  these  strangers  with 
their  levels  and  chains.' 

'  What  was  the  upshot  of  last  night's  babble  * ' 
said  the  lama,  after  his  orisons. 

There    came    a    strolling    seller    of    drugs  —  a 
iger-on  of  the  Sahiba's,    Him  I  abolished  by  argu- 
lents  and  prayers,   proving   that  our   charms   are 
worthier  than  hia  coloured  waters.' 

'  Alas  I  my  charms.     Is  the  virtuous  woman  still 
bent  upon  a  new  one  I ' 
'  Very  strictly.' 

'  Then  it  must  be  written,  or  she  will  deafen  mo 
clamour.'     He  fumbled  at  hia  pencase. 
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'  In  the  plains,'  said  Kim,  '  are  always  too 
people.     In  the  hills,   as  I  understand,   there   are 
fewer.' 

'  Oh  [  the  hills,  and  the  snow  upon  the  bUls,'  The 
lama  tore  off  a  tiny  square  of  paper  fit  to  go  in  an 
amulet.     '  But  what  dost  tliou  know  of  .the  hilla' 

'  They  are  very  close.'     Kim  thrust  open  the 
and  looked  at  the  long,  peaceful  line  of  the 
layas  flushed  in  morning  gold.     '  Except  in  the 
of  a  Sahib,  I  have  never  set  foot  among  them.' 

The  lama  snuffed  the  wind  wistfully. 

*  If  we  go  north,'  —  Kini  put  the  queatioa  to 
waking  sunrise,  - — '  would  not  much  mid-day  hei 
avoided  by  walking  among  the  lower  hilla  at 
...  la  the  charm  made,  Holy  One? ' 

*  I  have  written  the  names  of  seven  silly  de' 
not  one  of  whom  is  worth  a  grain  of  dust  in  the 
Thus  do  foolish  women  drag  us  from  the  Way  1 

Hurree  Babu  came  out  from  behind  the  dov 
washing  his  teeth   with   ostentatious  ritual, 
fleshed,    heavy-haunched,    bull-nocked,     and    deep- 
voiced,  he  did  not  look  like  'a  fearful  man.'     Kitn 
eigned  almost  imperceptibly  that  matters  were   in 
good  train,  and  when  the  morning  toilet  was  over 
Hurree  Babu,  in  flowery  speech,  came  to  do  honour 
>  the  lama.     They  ate,  of  course,  apart,  and  after- 
rarda  the  old  lady,  more  or  less  veiled  behind  ft. 
wiodow,   returned  to   the   vital   business 
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mango  colice  in  the  young.  The  lama's  knowledge  c? 
medicine  was  of  course  sympathetic  only.  He  be 
lieved  that  the  dung  of  a  black  horse,  minted  with  buI 
phur,aDd  carried  in  a  snako-sldn,  was  a  Bound  remedy 
for  cholera;  but  the  Bymbolism  interested  him  fat 
more  than  the  science.  Hurree  Babu  deferred  to 
thes«  views  with  enchanting  politeness,  so  that  the 
Jama  called  him  a  courteous  physician.  Hurree  Babu 
replied  that  he  was  no  more  than  an  inexpert  dabbler 
in  the  mysteries ;  but  at  least  —  be  thanked  the  Gods 
therefor  —  he  knew  when  be  sat  in  the  presence  of  a 
master.  He  himself  had  been  taught  by  the  Sahibs, 
who  do  not  consider  expense,  in  the  lordly  halls  of 
Calcutta;  but,  as  he  was  ever  first  to  acknowledge, 
there  lay  a  wisdom  behind  earthly  wisdom  —  the 
high  and  lonely  lore  of  meditation.  "Kim  looked  on 
with  envy.  The  Hurree  Babu  of  his  knowledge  — 
oUy,  effusive,  and  nervous  — -  was  gone ;  gone  too  waa 
the  braggart  drug-vendor  of  overnight.  There  re- 
mained— polished,  polite,  attentive — a  sober,  learned 
son  of  experience  and  adversity,  gathering  wisdom 
from  the  lama's  lips.  The  old  lady  confided  to  Kim 
that  these  rare  levels  were  beyond  her.  She  liked 
charms  with  plenty  of  ink  that  one  could  wash  off  in 
water,  swallow,  and  be  done  with.  Else  what  waa 
the  use  of  the  Gods  ?  She  likod  men  and  women,  and 
ehe  spoke  of  them  —  of  kinglets  she  had  known  in 

fttfie  past;  of  her  own  youth  and  beauty;  of  the  depre- 
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dations  of  leopards  and  the  eccentricities  of  Asiatia 
love;  of  the  incidence  of  taxation,  rack-rentiDg 
funeral  ceremonies,  her  son-in-law  (this  by  allusion, 
easy  to  he  followed),  the  eare  of  the  young,  and  the 
world's  lack  of  decency.  And  Kim,  as  interested  in 
the  life  of  this  world  as  she  who  was  soon  to  leave  it, 
squatted  with  his  feet  under  the  hem  of  his  robe, 
drinHng  it  all  in,  while  the  lama  demolished  one 
after  another  every  theory;  of  body-curing  put 
ward  by  Hurree  Babu. 

At  noon  the  Babu  strapped  up  his  bras8-l 
drug-box,  took  his  patent-leather  shoes  of  ceremony 
in  one  hand,  a  gay  blue  and  white  umbrella  in  the 
other,  and  set  off  northwards  to  the  Doon,  where,  he 
said,  he  was  in  demand  among  the  lesser  kings  of 
those  parts. 

'  We  will  go  in  the  cool  of  the  evening,  chda,' 
the  lama.  '  That  doctor,  learned  in  physic  and 
tesy,  afSmiB  that  the  people  among  these  lower  hUla 
are  devout,  generous,  and  much  in  need  of  a  teacher. 
In  a  very  short  time  —  so  says  the  hakim  —  we  come 
to  cool  air  and  the  smell  of  pinee.' 

'Te  go  to  the  Hilla,  And  by  Kulu  roadt  Oh, 
thrice  happy  I '  shrilled  the  old  lady.  '  But  that  I 
am  a  little  pressed  with  the  care  of  .the  homestead 
I  would  take  palanquin  .  .  .  but  that  would  be 
shameless,  and  my  reputation  would  be  cracked. 
Ho  I  Ho  I  I  know  the  road  —  every  march  of 
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road  I  know.  Ye  will  find  charity  througliout  —  it 
is  not  denied  to  the  well-looking,  I  will  give  ordera 
for  provision.  A  servant  to  set  you  forth  upon  your 
journey?  No.  .  .  .  Then  I  will  at  least  cook  ye 
good  food.' 

'  What  K  woman  is  the  SaMba  I '  said  the  white- 
bearded  Oorya,  when  a  tumult  rose  by  the  kitchen 
quarters.  '  She  has  never  forgotten  a  friend :  ehe 
has  never  forgotten  an  enemy  in  all  her  yeare. 
And  her  cookery  - —  wah  1  *  He  rubbed  hia  slim 
stomach. 

There  were  eakee^  there  were  sweetmeats,  ther» 
was  cold  fowl  Btewed  to  rags  with  rice  and  prunes  — 
enough  to  burden  'Kim  like  a  mule. 

'  I  am  old  and  useless,'  she  said.  '  None  now  love 
me  —  and  none  respect  —  but  there  are  few  to  com- 
pare with  me  when  I  call  on  the  Gods  and  squat  to 
my  cookery-pots.  Come  again,  O  people  of  good  will. 
Holy  One  and  disciple,  come  again.  The  room  is 
always  prepared;  the  welcome  is  always  ready.  .  .  . 
See,  the  women  do  follow  thy  chela  too  openly.  / 
know  the  women  of  Kulu.  Take  heed,  chela,  lest  he 
do  not  run  away  when  he  smells  his  hills  again.  .  .  . 
Hail  Do  not  tilt  the  rice-bag  upside  down.  .  .  . 
Bless  the  household,  Holy  One,  and  forgive  thy  ser- 
vant her  stupidities.' 

She  wiped  her  red  old  eyes  on  a  comer  of  her  vsi^ 
Bltd  clucked  throatily. 
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'  Womea  talk,'  said  the  lama  at  last,  *  but  that  ii 
s  ill  firm ity.  I  gave  tier  a  charm.  She  19  upl 
the  Wheel  and  wholly  given  over  to  the  shows  of  tl 
life^  hut  cone  the  less,  chela,  she  ia  virtuous,  k 
hospitable  —  of  a  whole  and  zealous  heart, 
shall  say  ahe  does  not  acquire  merit  J* 

'  Not  I,  Holy  One/  said  Kim,  resling^g  the  I 
liful  provisions  on  his  shoulders.  '  In  my  mind  - 
behind  my  eyes  —  I  have  tried  to  picture  such  an  one 
altogether  freed  from  the  Wheel  —  deairing  nothing 
causing  nothing  —  a  nun,  as  it  were.' 

'  And,  O  imp  ? '     The  lama  almost  laughed  a 
*  I  cannot  make  the  picture.' 
'  Nor  L     But  there  are  many,  many  millions  j 
lives  before  her.     She  will  get  wisdom  a  little,  it  n 
be,  in  each  one.' 

'  And  will  she  forget  how  to  make  stews  with  t 
fron  upon  that  road!' 

'  Thy  mind  is  set  on  things  unworthy.  But  she 
has  skill.  I  am  refreshed  all  over.  When  we  reach 
the  lower  hills  I  shall  be  yet  stronger.  The  hakim 
spoke  truly  to  me  this  mom  when  he  said  a  breath 
from  the  snows  blows  away  twenty  years  from  th© 
life  of  a  man.  We  will  go  up  into  the  hills  —  the 
high  hills  —  up  to  the  soiujd  of  snow-water  and  the 
sound  of  the  trees  —  for  a  little  while.  The  liakim 
said  that  at  any  time  we  may  return  to  the  plains,  for 
we  do  no  more  than  skirt  the  pleasant  plat 
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ikim  is  full  of  learning;  but  he  ia  in  no  way  proud. 
I  spoke  to  him  —  when  thou  waat  talking  to  the 
Sahiba  —  of  a  certain  dizziness  that  laya  hold  upon 
the  hack  of  mj  neck  in  the  night,  and  he  said  it  rose 
from  excessive  heat  —  to  be  cured  by  cool  air.    Upon 

^opnside  ration,  I  marvelled  that  I  had  not  thought  of 

^^Lch  a  simple  remedy.' 

^^P '  Didst  thou  tell  him  of  thy  Search  ? '  said  Kim,  a 

^Uttle  jealoaaly.  He  preferred  to  away  the  lama  by 
his  own  speech  —  not  through  the  wiles  of  Hurree 
Babu. 

'  Assuredly.  I  told  him  of  my  dream,  and  of  the 
manner  by  which  I  had  acquired  merit  by  causing 
thee  to  be  taught  wisdom.' 

'  Thou  didst  not  say  I  was  a  Sahib  t ' 
'  What  need  ?  I  have  told  thee  many  times  we  be 
but  two  souls  seeking  escape.  He  said  —  and  he  ia 
just  herein  —  that  the  River  of  Healing  will  break 
forth  even  as  I  dreamed  —  at  my  feet  if  need  be. 
Having  found  the  Way,  seeat  thou,  that  shall  free  me 
f  lom  the  Wheel,  should  I  trouble  to  find  a  way  about 
the  mere  fields  of  earth  —  which  are  illusion  ?  That 
were  senseless.  I  have  my  dreams,  night  upon  night 
repeated;  I  have  the  Jdtal-aj  and  I  have  thee,  Friend 
of  all  the  World.  It  was  written  in  thy  horoscope 
that  a  Ked  Bull  on  a  green  field  —  I  have  not  for- 
gotten —  should  bring  thee  to  honour.     Who  but  I 

^^w  that  prophecy  accompliBhed  ?    Indeed,  I  was  the 
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instnunent    Thou  shalt  find  me  my  Biyer,  being  in 
return  the  instmnent.     The  Search  is  great.' 

He  set  his  ivory-yellow  face,  serene  and  un- 
troubled, towards  the  beckoning  hills;  his  shadow 
shouldering  far  before  him  in  the  dust 
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CHAPTER  Xni 

0  httHh  desired  the  Sea — the  immeiise  and  contemptuoua 

The  shudder,  the  stumble,  the  swerve  ere  the  star-stabbing 

bowsprit  eniergea  — 
The  orderly  cloudsoE  the  trade  and  the  ridged  roiiring  sapphire 

thereunder — 
Unheralded  cliff-lurking  flaws  aod  the  head-sails  low-volley iiig 

thunder  7 
His  Sea  in  no  wouder  the  same — hia  Sea  and  the  same  in  each 

wonder. 

His  Sea  that  his  being  fulfils  ? 
So  and  no  otherwise  —  so  and  no  otherwise  billmen  desire  their 

Hills! 


'  Who  goes  to  the  Hills  goes  to  his  mother.' 
They  had  crossed  the  Sewalika  and  the  half-tropi- 
cal Doon,  left  Mussoorie  hehind  them,  and  headed 
north  along  the  narrow  hill-roads.  Day  after  day 
they  struck  deeper  into  the  huddled  mountains,  and 
day  after  day  Kim  watched  the  lama  return  to  a 
man'8  strength.  Among  th©  terraces  of  the  Doon  he 
had  leaned  on  the  hoy's  shoulder,  ready  to  profit  by 
wayside  halts.  Under  the  great  ramp  to  Mussoorie 
he  drew  himself  together  as  an  old  hunter  faces  a 
well-remembered  hank,  and  where  he  should  hare 
dropped  exhausted  swung  his  long  draperies  about 
,  drew  a  deep  double  hmgful  of  the  diamond  air, 
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and  walked  as  onlj  a  hillman  can.  Kim,  plains-brdd 
and  plaina-fed,  sweated  and  panted  astonished. 
'  This  13  my  country,'  said  Uie  lama.  '  Beside  Such- 
zco,  this  is  flatter  than  a  rice-field ; '  and  with  steady, 
driving  strokea  from  the  loins  he  strode  upwards. 
But  it  was  on  the  steep  downhill  marches,  three  thou- 
sand feet  in  three  hours,  that  he  went  utterly  away 
from  Kim,  whose  hack  ached  with  holding  back,  and 
whose  big  toe  was  nigh  cut  off  by  his  grass  sandal- 
string.  Through  the  speckled  shadow  of  the  great 
deodar  forests;  through  oak  feathered  and  plumed 
with  ferus,  birch,  ilex,  rhododendron,  and  pine,  out 
on  to  the  hare  hillsides'  slippery  Bunbiirnt  grass,  and 
back  into  the  woodlands'  coolth  again,  till  oak  gave 
way  to  bamboo  and  palm  of  the  valley,  he  swung 
untiring. 

Glancing  back  in  the  twilight  at  the  huge  rii 
behind  him  and  the  faint,  thin  line  of  the  road  whi 
by  they  had  come,  he  would  lay  out,  with  a  hillman'a 
generous  breadth  of  vision,  fresh  marches  for  the  mor- 
row; or,  halting  in  the  neck  of  some  uplifted  pass 
that  gave  on  Spite  and  Kulu,  would  stretch  out  his 
hands  yearningly  towards  the  high  snows  of  the 
horizon.  In  the  dawns  they  flamed  windy  red  above 
stark  blue,  as  Kedarnath  and  Eadjunath  —  kings  of 
that  \vildemess  —  took  the  first  sunlight.  All  day 
long  they  lay  like  molten  silver  under  the  sun,  and  at 
evening  put  on  their  jewels  again. 
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■atbed  temperately  upon  the  travellers,  winds  good 
to  meet  when  one  crawled  over  some  gigantic  hog- 
back;  but  in  a  few  days,  at  a  height  of  nine  or  ten 
thousand  feet,  those  breezes  bit;  and  Xim  kindly 
allowed  a  village  of  billmen  to  acquire  merit  by  giv- 
ing him  a  rough  blanket  coat.  The  lama  was  mildly 
Burprised  that  any  one  could  object  to  the  knife-edged 
breezes  that  had  cut  the  years  oS  Lis  shoulders. 

These  are  but  the  lower  hills,  chela.    There  is  no 
[d  till  we  come  to  the  true  mountains.' 
'  Air  and  water  are  good,  and  the  people  are  devout 
enough,  but  the  food  is  very  bad,'  Kim  growled ;  '  and 
we  walk  as  though  we  were  mad  —  or  English,     It 
;e8  at  night,  too.' 

A  little,  maybe;  hut  only  enough  to  make  old 
bones  rejoice  in  the  sun.  We  must  not  always  delight 
the  soft  beds  and  rich  food.' 
We  might  at  the  loast  keep  to  the  road.' 
Kim  had  all  a  plains-man's  affection  for  the  well- 
den  track,  not  six  feet  wide,  that  snaked  among 
the  mountains;  but  the  lama,  being  Tibetan,  could 
not,  for  the  life  of  him,  refrain  from  short  cuts  over 
spurs  and  the  rinia  of  gravel-strewn  slopes.  As  he 
explained  to  his  doubting  disciple,  a  man  bred  among 
mountains  can  prophesy  the  course  of  n  mountain- 
road,  and  though  low-lying  clouds  mij;ht  ha  a  hin- 
drance to  a  short-cutting  stranger,  they  made  no 
ly  difference  to  a  thoimhtful  man.  Thus,  after 
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long  hours  of  what  -would  be  reckoned  very  fair 
moimtaineeriDg  in  civilised  countries,  they  would 
drop  over  a  saddle-back,  sidle  past  a  few  landslipe^ 
and  drop  through  forest  at  an  angle  of  forty-five  onto 
the  road  again.  Along  their  tracks  lay  the  village* 
of  the  hill-folk  —  mud  and  earth  huts,  timbers 
and  then  rudely  carved  with  an  axe  —  clinging 
swallows'  nests  against  the  steeps;  huddled  on  tiny 
flats  half-way  down  a  three-thousand -foot  glissade; 
jammed  into  a  corner  between  cUfia  that  funnelled 
and  focused  every  wandering  blast;  or,  for  the  sake 
of  summer  pasture,  cowering  down  on  a  neck  that  in 
winter  would  be  ten  feet  deep  in  anow.  And  the 
people  —  the  sallow,  greasy,  duffle-clad  people,  with 
short  bare  legs  and  faces  almost  Esquimaux  —  would 
flock  out  and  adore.  The  Plains  —  kindly  and  geal 
—  had  treated  the  lama  as  a  holy  man  among  ho) 
men.  But  the  Hilla  worshipped  him  as  one  in  tha 
confidence  of  all  the  devils.  Theirs  was  an  almost 
obliterated  Buddhism,  overlaid  with  a  nature-wor- 
ship fantastic  as  their  own  landscapes,  elaborate  as 
the  terracing  of  their  tiny  fields ;  but  they  recognised 
the  big  hat,  the  clicking  rosary,  and  the  rare  Chinese 
tests  for  gfpat  authority,  and  they  respected  the  man 
under  the  hat 

*  We  saw  tliee  coroe  down  over  the  black  breasts  ol 
Eua,'  said  a  Betah  who  gave  them  cheese,  sour 
snd  atone-hard  bread  one  evening.    *  We  do  not 
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that  often  —  except  when  calving  tx>w8  stray  in  sunb 
mer.  There  ia  a  sudden  wind  among  tiioso  atonea 
that  casts  men  down  on  the  stillest  day.  But  what 
should  such  folk  care  for  the  Devil  of  Eua  I ' 

Then  did  Kim,  aching  in  every  fibre,  dizzy  with 
looking  down,  footsore  with  cramping  desperate  toea 
into  inadequate  crannies,  take  joy  in  the  day's  march 
—  such  joy  as  a  boy  of  St.  Xavier's  who  had  won  the 
quarter-mile  in  the  flat  might  take  in  the  praises  of 
his  friends.  The  hills  sweated  the  gki  and  sugar  suet 
off  his  bones ;  the  dry  air,  taken  sobbingly  at  the  head 
jf  cruel  passes,  firmed  and  built  out  hia  upper  rihs ; 
and  the  tilted  levels  put  new  hard  muscles  into  cali 
and  thigh. 

They  meditated  often  on  the  Wheel  of  Life  —  the 
more  so  since,  aa  the  lama  said,  they  were  freed  from 
its  visible  temptations.  Except  the  gray  eagle  and 
«n  occasional  far-seen  bear  grubbing  and  rooting  on 
the  hillside,  the  vision  of  a  furious  painted  leopard 
seen  at  dawn  in  a  still  valley  devouring  a  goat,  and 
now  and  again  a  brightnwloured  bird,  they  were  alone 
with  the  winds  and  the  grass  singing  under  the  wind. 
The  women  of  the  smoky  huts  over  whose  roofs  the 
two  walked  as  ihey  descended  the  mountains  were 
unlovely  and  nnclean  wives  of  many  husbands,  and 
afflicted  with  goitre.  The  men  were  wood-cuttera 
when  they  were  not  farmers  —  meek,  and  of  an  in- 
credible simplicity.  But  that  suitable  discourat 
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Blight  not  fail,  Fate  sent  them,  overtaking  and 
taken  upon  the  road,  the  courteous  Dacca  phjeician, 
irho  paid  for  hia  food  in  ointments  good  for  goitn 
tnd  counsels  that  restore  peace  between  men  and 
women.  lie  seemed  to  know  these  hills  as  well  as  he 
knew  the  hill  dialects,  and  gave  the  lama  the  lie  of 
the  land  towards  Ladakh  and  Tibet.  He  said  they 
oould  return  to  the  plains  at  any  moment.  Mean^ 
time,  for  such  as  loved  mountains,  yonder  road 
unuse.  This  was  not  all  revealed  in  a  breath, 
at  evening  encounters  on  the  stone  threshing-flooS^ 
when,  patients  disposed  of,  the  doctor  would  smoke 
,  uid  the  lama  snuff,  while  Kim  watched  the  wee 
[razing  on  the  house-tops,  or  threw  his  soul  after 
!ye  across  the  deep  blue  gulfs  between  range 

And  there  were  talks  apart  in  the  deep 

^hen  the  doctor  would  seek  herbs,  and  Kim,  as  bud- 

»  physician,  must  accompany  him.  ^_ 

'  You  see,  Mister  O'Hara,  I  do  not  know  what^| 

P  deuce  an'  all  T  shall  do  when  I  find  our  sport|^| 

friends;  but  If  yon  will  kindly  keep  vrithin  sight  of 

my  umbrella,  which  is  fine  fixed  point  for  cadastral 

taurvey,  I  feel  much  better.' 

Kim  looked  out  across  the  junijle  of  peaks.     ' 
[is  not  my  country,  haJcim.    Easier,  I  think,  to 
one  louse  in  a  bearskin.' 

'  Oah,  thatt  is  my  strong  points.    There  is  no 
for  Hurree.    They  were  at  Leh  not  so  long  ago. 
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I  (bej  bad  come  down  from  the  Kara  Eonun  witU 

their  heads  and  boms  and  alL     I  am  onlee  afraid 

they  will  have  sent  back  all  their  letters  and  com- 

promising  things  from  Leh  into  Russian  territores. 

Of  course  they  will  walk  away  as  far  to  the  East  as 

possible  —  just  to  show  that  they  were  never  among 

the  Western  States.     You  do  not  know  the  Hills  ? ' 

_  He  scratched  with  a  twig  on  the  earth.      '  Look  1 

■ffihey  should  have  come  ia  by  Srinagar  or  Abbottabad. 

^^^a^^  is  their  abort  road  —  down  the  river  by  Bunji 

^^Hd  Astor.     But  they  have  made  miscbiof  in  the 

^^^HEtn     So ! '     He  drew  a  furrow  from  left  to  right. 

^^They  march  and  they  march  away  East  to  Leh  (ah ! 

it  is  cold  there),  and  down  the  Indus  to  Han-le  (I 

know  that  road),  and  then  down,  you  see,  to  Bushahr 

and  Chini  valley.     That  is  ascertained  by  process  of 

elimination,  and  also  hy  asking  questions  from  people 

that  I  cure  so  well.     Our  friends  have  been  a  long 

time  playing  about  and  producing  impressions.     So 

they  are  well  known  from  far  off.     You  will  see  me 

Httsteh  them  somewhere  in  Cbini  valley.     Please  keep 

B^tmr  eye  on  the  umbrella.' 

It  nodded  like  a  wind-blown  harebell  down  the 
^•alleys  and  round  the  mountain  sides,  and  in  due 
^tlme  the  lama  and  Kim,  who  steeired  by  compass, 
^ntoiild  overhaul  it,  vending  ointments  and  powders  at 
^^Hentide.  '  We  came  hy  such  and  such  a  way ! '  The 
^^Bna  would  throw  a  careless  finger  backward  at  the 
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ridgefi,  and  the  umbrella  would  expend  iteelf  in  oonf 
plimenta. 

They  crossed  a  snowj  pass  hy  cold  moonlight,  and 
the  lama,  mildly  chaiEng  Kim,  went  through  up  to 
his  knees,  like  a  Bactrian  cttmel  —  the  enow-bred, 
fihag-baired  sort  that  come  into  the  Kashmir  Serai. 
They  dipped  across  beds  of  light  snow  and  snov- 
powdered  ehale,  where  they  took  refuge  from  a  gsle 
in  a  camp  of  Tibetans  hurrying  down  tiny  sheep,  eaab 
laden  with  a  bag  of  borax.  They  came  out  upon 
grassy  shoulders  still  snow-speckled,  and  through 
forest,  to  pass  anew.  For  all  their  marchings, 
Kedamath  and  Badrinath  were  not  impressed; 
and  it  was  only  after  days  of  travel  that  Kim,  up- 
lifted upon  some  insignificant  ten-thousand -foot 
hummock,  could  see  that  a  shoulder-knot  or  horn  of 
the  two  great  lords  had  —  ever  so  slightly  —  dianged 
outline. 

At  laBt  they  came  into  a  world  within  a  world  —  a 
Talley  of  leagues  where  the  high  hills  were  fashioned 
of  the  rubble  and  refuse  from  off  the  knees  of  the 
mountains.  Here  one  day's  march  carried  thorn  no 
farther,  it  seemed,  than  a  dreamer's  clogged  pace 
bears  him  in  a  nightmare.  They  skirted  a  shoulder 
painfully  for  hours,  and,  behold,  it  was  but  an  out- 
lying boss  in  an  outlying  buttreas  of  the  main  pile? 
A  rounded  meadow  revealed  itself,  when  they  hnd 
reached  it,  as  a  vast  tableland  running  far  into  the 
r374l 


KIH 

Three  da^  kterj  it  vaa  bat  a.  fold  in  Uu 
1  to  eoudiward. 
'  Surelj  the  Gods  live  here,'  said  Kim,  beaten  down 
by  the  silence  and  the  appalling  sweep  and  diaperaal 
if  the  cloud-ahadows  after  rain.  '  This  is  no  place 
for  men.* 

'  Long  and  long  ago,'  said  the  lama,  as  to  himself, 
'  it  was  asked  of  the  Lord  whether  the  world  were 
everlasting.  To  this  the  Excellent  One  returned  no 
answer.  .  .  .  When  I  was  in  Ceylon,  a  wise 
Seeker  confirmed  that  from  the  gospel  which  is  writ- 
ten in  Pali.  Certainly,  since  we  know  the  way  to 
Freedom,  the  question  was  unprofitable,  but  —  look, 
and  know  illusion,  chela!  These  are  the  true  hills  I 
They  are  like  the  hilliii  by  Suchzen.  Never  were 
such  hills  I ' 

Above  them,  still  enormously  above  them,  earth 
towered  away  towards  the  snow-line,  where  from  east 
to  west  across  hundreds  of  miles,  ruled  as  with  a 
ruler,  the  last  of  the  bold  birches  stopped.  Above 
that,  in  scarps  and  blocks  upheaved,  the  rocks  strove 
to  fight  their  heads  above  the  white  smother.  Above 
these  again,  changeless  since  the  world's  beginning, 
bnf  changing  to  every  mood  of  sun  and  cloud,  lay  out 
the  eternal  snow.  They  could  see  blots  and  blurs  on 
^  where  etorm  and  wandering  wulU-wa  got  up 
36.  Below  them,  as  they  stood,  the  forest  slid 
n  a  sheet  of  blue  green  for  mile  upon  mile; 
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bolow  the  forest  wfts  a  village  in  ita  sprinkle  o£  te^ 
raced  fields  aud  steep  grazing-grounds ;  below  tbo 
village  they  knew,  though  a  thuDderstorm  worried 
and  growled  there  for  the  moment,  a  pitch  of  twelve 
or  fifteen  hundred  feet  gave  to  the  moist  valley  where 
the  streams  gather  that  are  the  mothers  of  ; 
Sutlej. 

As  usual,  the  lama  had  led  Kim  hj  cow-track  | 
byroad,  far  from  the  main  route  along  which  Hon 
Babu,  that  '  fearful  man,'  had  bucketed  three  ( 
before  through  a  atorm  to  which  nine  Englishmen  out 
of  ten  woidd  have  given  full  right  of  way.  Hurrw 
was  no  game  shot,  —  the  snick  of  a  trigger  made  him 
change  colour,  —  hut,  as  he  himself  would  have  aaid, 
he  was  fairly  '  cfFeecient  stalker,'  and  he  had  rakod 
the  huge  valley  with  a  pair  of  cheap  binoculaw^ 
some  purpose.  Moreover,  the  white  of  worn  cai 
tents  carries  for  against  green.  Hnrree  Babu  1 
seen  all  he  wanted  to  see  when  he  sat  on  the  threshing- 
floor  of  Ziglaur,  twenty  miles  away  as  the  eagle  fiiea, 
and  forty  ty  road  —  that  is  to  say,  two  small  dot* 
which  one  day  were  just  below  the  snow-line,  and  the 
next  had  moved  downward  perhaps  aix  inches  on  the 
hillside.  Once  cleaned  out  and  set  to  the  work,  his 
fat  hare  legs  could  eovor  a  aurprising  amount  of 
ground,  and  this  was  the  reason  why,  while  Kim  and 
the  laraa  lay  in  a  leaky  hut  at  Ziglaur  till  the  storm 
should  be  overpassed,  an  oily,  wet,  but  always  smiling 
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Bengali,  talking  the  best  of  English  with  the  vilest  of 
phrases,  was  ingratiatiug  himself  with  two  sodden 
and  rather  rheumatic  foreigners.  He  had  arrived, 
revolving  man^  wild  schemes,  on  the  heela  of  a  thun- 
deratonn  which  had  ajjlit  a  pine  over  against  their 
camp,  and  bo  convinced  a  dozen  or  two  forcibly  im- 
pressed baggage-coolies  the  day  was  inauspicious  for 
further  travel  that  with  one  accord  thej  had  thrown 
down  their  loads  and  jibbed.  They  were  subjects  of 
a  hill-Eajah  who  farmed  out  their  services,  as  Is  the 
custom,  for  his  private  gain;  and,  to  add  to  their 
personal  distresses,  the  strange  Sahiba  bad  already 
threatened  tbem  with  rifles.  The  most  of  them  kneir 
rifles  and  Sahibs  of  old.  They  were  trackers  and 
shiharris  of  the  Northern  valleys,  keen  after  bear  and 
wild  goat;  but  they  bad  never  been  thus  treated  in 
their  lives.  So  the  forest  took  them  to  her  bosom, 
and,  for  all  oaths  and  clamour,  refused  to  restore. 
Tberc  was  no  need  to  feign  madness  or  —  the  Babu 
had  thought  of  another  means  of  securing  a  welcome. 
He  wrung  out  hia  wet  clothes,  slipped  on  his  patent- 
leather  shoes,  opened  the  blue  and  white  umbrella, 
and  whh  mincing  gait  and  a  heart  beating  against  hia 
tonsils  appeared  as  '  agent  for  His  Royal  TlichneBs, 
the  Rajah  of  Rarapur,  gentlemen.  What  can  I  do  fo* 
you,  please  ?  * 

The  gentlemen  were  delighted.     One  was  visibly 
3^ench,  the  other  Russian,  but  they  spoke  English 
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not  mueh  inferior  to  tlie  Babu's.    Thejr  begged  lui 

kind  olKcea.  Their  native  aervants  had  gone  sick  al 
Leh.  Thej  had  pushed  on  because  the^  were  amzioiu 
to  bring  the  spoils  of  ihe  chase  to  Simla  ere  the  skins 
grew  motli-eaten,  Thej  bore  a  general  tetter  of  in- 
troduction (tho  Babu  salaamed  to  it  orientally)  to 
all  Government  officials.  No,  they  had  not  met  &ay 
other  shooting- par  ties  en  route.  They  did  for  them- 
selves. They  had  plenty  of  supplies.  They  only 
wished  to  push  on  as  soon  as  might  be.  At  this  be 
waylaid  a  cowering  hillman  among  tJie  trees,  and 
after  three  minutes'  talk  and  a  little  silver  (one  can- 
not he  economical  upon  State  service,  though  Hurree'a 
heart  bled  at  the  waste)  the  eleven  coolies  and  the 
three  hangers-on  reappeared.  At  least  the  Bal 
would  he  a  witness  to  oppression. 

'  My  royal  master,  he  will  be  mnch  annoyed, 
ttese  people  are  onlee  common  people  and  | 
Ignorant.      If  your   honours   will   kindly 
imfortunate   afFair,    I  shall   be   much   pleased, 
a    little    while    rain    will    stop    and    we    can 
proceed.    You  have  been  shooting,  eh  J     That  is  £ 
performance ! ' 

He  skipped  nimbly  from  one  hUta  to  the  next,  l 
ing  pretence  to   adjust  each  conical   basket. 
Englishman  is  not,  as  a  rule,  familiar  with  the  J 
atio,  but  he  would  not  strike  across  the  wrist  a  k 
Babu  who  had  accidentally  upset  a  JcUta  with  ■  i 
'  ?"8  I 


pilskin  top.  On  tlie  other  hand,  he  would  mn  press 
drink  upon  a  Babu  were  he  never  so  friendly,  nor 
^vould  he  inTite  him  to  meat  The  strangers  did  all 
ilieae  things,  and  asked  many  questions,  —  about 
women  mostly,  —  to  which  Ilurree  returned  gay  and 
unstudied  answers.  They  gave  him  a  glass  of  whitish 
fluid  like  to  g^n,  and  then  more,  and  in  a  little  time 
his  gravity  departed  from  him.  He  became  thickly 
treasonous,  and  spoke  in  terms  of  sweeping  indecency 
of  a  Government  which  had  forced  upon  him  a  white 
man's  education  and  neglected  to  supply  him  with  a 
white  man's  salary.  He  babbled  tales  of  oppression 
and  wrong  till  the  tears  ran  down  his  choeks  for  the 
miseries  of  his  land.  Then  he  staggered  off,  singing 
teve-Bonga  of  Lower  Bengal,  and  collapsed  upon  a 

_  wet  tree-trunk.    Never  was  so  unfortunate  a  product 

■gf  English  rule  in  India  more  unhappily  thrust  upon 

^En  alien. 

^B    *  They  are  all  just  of  that  patt«m,'  said  one  sport*- 

^Kbbb  to  the  other  in  French.  '  When  we  get  into  India 
proper  thou  wilt  see.  I  should  like  to  visit  his  Rajah. 
One  mipht  speak  the  good  word  there.  It  is  possible 
that  he  has  heard  of  us  and  wishes  to  signify  his  good 

^ill.' 

^B  *We  have  not  time.  We  must  get  into  Simla  as 
soon  IS  may  be,'  hia  companion  replied.  *For  my 
own  part,  I  wish  our  reports  had  been  sent  back 
•North  from  Hilas,  or  even  Leh.' 
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'  The  En^Ii^  post  is  better  and  safer.  Kemeot 
hv  we  are  given  all  facilities  and  —  name  of  God  — 
tlivjr  give  them  to  us  too  1  It  is  unbelievable  eto- 
l»idily.' 

'  It  is  pride  —  pride  that  deserves  and  will  receive 
liimishinent.  Yes  1  To  fight  a  fellow  Contiueatal  in 
our  game  is  something.  There  is  a  risk  attached,  but 
these  people  —  bah  1     It  is  too  easy.* 

'  Pride  —  all  pride,  my  friend.' 

'  Now  what  the  deuce  is  good  of  Chundemagorv 
being  so  close  to  Calcutta  and  all,*  said  Ilurre^  snor- 
ing open-mouthed  on  the  sodden  moss,  '  if  I  canoot 
understand  their  FrencK  They  talk  so  particularly 
fast!  It  would  have  been  much  better  to  cot  th^ 
beastly  throats.' 

When  he  presented  himself  again  he  was  racked 
with  a  headache  —  penitent,  and  volubly  afraid  that 
in  his  drunkenness  he  might  have  been  IndiscreeL 
He  loved  the  British  Government  —  it  was  the  souroa 
of  all  prosperity  and  honour,  and  his  master  of  Ram- 
pur  held  the  very  same  opinion.  Upon  this  the  men 
began  to  deride  bim  and  to  quot«  past  words,  till  st^ 
by  step,  with  deprecating  smirks,  oily  grins,  and  leera 
of  infiDite  cunning,  the  poor  Babu  was  beaten  out  of 
his  defences  and  forced  to  speak  —  trutb.  Wh«D 
Lurgan  was  told  the  tale  later,  he  mourned  aloud 
that  he  could  not  have  been  in  the  place  of  the  stab- 
bom,  inattentive  coolies,  who  with  grass  mats  ovei 
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their  beads  and  tlio  raindrops  puddling  in  their  foot- 
prints, waited  on  the  weather.  All  the  Sahibs  ol 
their  acquaintance — rough-clad  men  jojoubIj"  re- 
turning year  after  year  to  their  chosen  gullies — ^hnd 
servants  and  cooks  and  orderlies,  very  often  hillmea. 
Those  Sahibs  travelled  without  any  retinue.  There- 
fore they  were  poor  Sahibs,  and  Ignorant,  for  no 
Sahib  in  his  senacs  would  follow  a  Bengali's  advice 
But  the  Bengali,  appearing  from  somewhere,  had 
given  thetn  money,  and  would  at  least  make  shift  with 
their  dialect.  Used  to  comprehensive  ill-treatment 
from  their  own  colour,  they  suspected  a  trap  some- 
where, and  stood  by  to  run  if  occasion  offered. 

Then  through  the  new-washed  air,  steaming  with 
llicious  earth-smells,  the  Babu  led  the  way  down  th» 
slopes  —  walking  ahead  of  the  coolies  in  pride,  walk- 
ing behind  the  foreigners  in  humility.  His  thoughts 
were  many  and  various.  The  least  of  them  would 
have  interested  bis  companions  beyond  words.  But 
he  was  an  agreeable  guide,  always  keen  ix>  point  out 
the  beauties  of  his  royal  master's  domain.  He 
peojiled  the  hills  with  anything  they  had  a  mind  ta 
slay  —  thar,  ibex,  or  markhor,  and  benrs  by  Elisha's 
allnwance.  He  discoursed  of  botany  and  ethnology 
with  unimpeachable  inaccuracy,  and  his  store  of  local 
legendfl  —  he  had  been  a  trusted  agent  of  the  State 
for  fifteen  yeirs,  remember  —  was  inexhaustible. 
*  Decidedly  thii?  fellow  ih   an  original,'  said   the 
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taller  of  the  two  foreigners.    '  He  la  like  the  t 
mare  of  a  Viennese  courier.' 

'He  represents  in  peUo  India  in  transition - 
monstrous  bjbridiaiu  of  East  and  West,'  the  Rui 
replied.    '  It  is  we  who  can  deal  with  Orientals.' 

'  He  has  lost  his  own  country  and  has  not  acquired 
Aaj  other.  But  he  has  a  most  complete  hatred  of 
his  conquerors.  Listen.  He  confided  to  me  lul 
night j'  etc. 

Under  the  striped  umbrella  Hurree  Bahu  wu 
Btraining  ear  and  brain  to  follow  the  quick-pourod 
French,  and  keeping  both  eyes  on  a  kilta  full  of  inapi 
and  documents  —  an  extra  large  one  with  a  double 
red  oilskin  cover.  He  did  not  wish  to  steal  anytliiog. 
He  only  desired  to  know  what  to  steal,  and,  inci- 
dentally, bow  to  get  away  when  he  had  stolen  il.  He 
thanked  all  the  Grods  of  Hindustan,  and  Herbert 
Spencer,  that  there  remained  some  valuables  to  steal 

On  the  second  day  the  road  rose  steeply  to  a  gnm 
apur  above  the  forest ;  and  it  was  here,  about  suoaet, 
that  they  came  across  an  aged  lama  —  but  they  called 
him  a  bonze  —  sitting  cross-legged  above  a  myatori- 
0118  chart  held  down  by  atones,  which  he  was  explain- 
ing to  a  young  man,  evidently  a  neophyte,  of  singular, 
though  unwflshen,  beauty.  The  striped  umbrella  li 
been  sighted  half  a  march  away,  and  Kim  had  i 
geeted  a  halt  till  it  came  up  to  them. 

*  Ha  I  *  eaid  Hurree  Babu,  resourceful  as  Puaa-^ 
r'3a2  ] 
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Boots.    '  That  IB  emineat  local  hoi;  man.    Probably 
subject  of  mj  royal  master.' 

*  What  is  he  doing  ?    It  la  very  curioua.' 

'  He  ia  expounding  holy  picture  —  all  hand 
worked.' 

The  two  men  stood  bare-headed  in  the  wash  of  the 
low  afternoon  sunlight  across  the  gold-coloured  grass. 
The  sullen  coolies,  glad  of  the  check,  halted  and  slid 
down  their  loads. 

'  Look  I '  said  the  Frenchman.  '  It  is  like  a  picture 
for  the  birth  of  a  religion  —  the  first  teacher  and  the 
first  disciple.    Is  be  a  Buddhist ! ' 

'  Of  some  debased  kind/  the  other  answered. 
'  There  are  no  true  Buddhists  among  the  Hilla.  But 
look  at  the  folds  of  the  drapery.  Look  at  his  eyes  — 
how  insolent  1  Why  does  this  make  one  feel  that  we 
are  so  young  a  people  ? '  The  speaker  struck  passion- 
ately at  a  tall  weed,  '  We  have  nowhere  left  our 
mark  yet  Nowhere!  Thai,  do  you  understand,  is 
what  disquiets  me.'  He  scowled  at  the  placid  face, 
and  the  monumental  calm  of  the  pose. 

*  Have  patience.  We  shall  make  our  mark  to- 
gether —  we  and  you  young  people.  Meantime,  draw 
his  picture,' 

The  Babu  advanced  loftily;  his  hack  out  of  all 
keeping  with  his  deferential  speech,  or  his  wink 
towards  Kim, 

ly  One,  these  be  Sahibs.    My  medicines  cured 
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one  of  a  flux,  and  I  go  into  Simla  to  orenee  bis  r» 
covery.    They  wish  to  see  thy  picture ' 

'  To  heal  the  sick  is  always  good.  This  is  tlu 
Wheel  of  Life,'  said  the  lama,  '  the  same  X  shoved 
thee  in  the  hut  at  Ziglaur  when  the  rain  felL' 

'  And  to  hear  thee  expound  it' 

The  lama's  eyes  lighted  at  the  prospect  of  new 
listeners.  '  To  expound  the  Most  Excellent  Way  is 
good.  Have  they  any  knowledge  of  Hindi,  such  aa 
had  the  Fountain  of  Wiidom  ? ' 

'A  little,  maybe.' 

Hereat,  simply  as  a  child  engrossed  with  a  nev 
game,  the  lama  threw  back  his  head  and  began  tto 
full-throated  inrocation  of  the  Doctor  of  Divinity  ere 
he  opens  the  full  doctrine.  The  strangers  leaned  on 
their  alpenstocks  and  listened.  Kim,  squatting 
humbly,  watched  the  low  sunlight  on  their  faces,  and 
the  blend  and  parting  of  their  long  shadows.  They 
wore  un-English  leggings  and  curious  girt-in  belts 
that  reminded  him  hazily  of  the  pictures  in  a  book  at 
St  Xavier's  library:  The  Adventures  of  a  Totmg 
Naturalial  m  Mexico  was  its  name.  Tes,  they 
looked  very  like  the  wonderful  M.  Sumichrast  of 
ihat  tale,  and  very  unlike  the  '  highly  unscrupulous 
folk  '  of  TTurree  Babu's  imagining.  The  coolies, 
earth -colon  red  and  mute,  crouched  reverently  soma 
twenty  or  thirty  yards  away,  and  the  Bnbu,  the  slack 
of  his  thin  gear  snapping  like  a  marking-flag  in 
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•hiJl  breeze^  stood  b;  with  an  air  of  faapp^  proprietor- 
ship. 

*  These  are  the  men,'  Hurree  whispered,  as  the 
ritual  went  on  and  the  two  whites  followed  the  grass 
blade  sweeping  from  Hell  to  Heaven  and  back  again. 
'  AU  their  books  are  in  the  large  killa  with  the  reddish 
top,  —  books  and  reports  and  maps,  —  and  I  havg 
seen  a  murasla  that  either  Hilis  or  Bimar  have  writ- 
ten. They  guard  it  most  carefully.  They  have  sent 
nothing  hack  from  Hilas  or  Leh.    That  is  sure.' 

*  Who  is  with  them  1 ' 

*  Only  the  heegar-cooliea.    They  have  no  servants, 
wy  are  so  close.    They  cook  their  own  food.' 

'  But  what  am  I  to  do ) ' 

'Wait  and  see.    Only  if  any  chance  comes  to  me 

1  wilt  know  where  to  seek  for  the  papers.' 
>'  This  were  better  in  Mahbub  Ali's  bands  than  a 
igali's,'  said  Kim  scornfully, 
'  There  are  more  ways  of  getting  to  a  sweetheart 
fhan  butting  down  a  wall.' 
^V  '  See  here  (he  Hell  appointed  for  avarice  and  greed. 
^tanked  vpon  the  one  side  by  desire  and  on  the  other 
by  weariness.'    The  lama  warmed  to  hia  work,  and 
one  of  the  strangers  sketched  him  in  the  quick-fading 
ight. 
*That  is  enough,'  the  artist  said  brusquely.     'I 
mnot  nnderstand  him,  hut  T  want  that  picture.    He 
i  a  better  artist  than  I.    Ask  him  if  be  will  sell  it.* 
r  i^n] 


*  He  flfljs  "  No,  aar,"  '  the  Babu  replied.  Tfaf 
lama,  of  course,  would  no  more  have  parted  with  his 
chart  to  a  casual  wayfarer  than  an  archbishop  would 
sell  the  holy  vessels  of  a  cathedral.  All  Tibet  is  full 
of  cheap  reproductions  of  the  Wheel;  but  the  lam& 
was  an  artist,  as  well  as  a  wealthy  abbot  in  his  own 
place. 

'  Perhnps  in  three  days,  or  four,  or  ten,  if  I  pei^ 
ceive  that  the  Sahib  is  a  Seeker  and  of  good  under- 
standing,  I  may  myself  draw  him  another.     But  thi§ 
was  used  for  the  initiation  of  a  novice.     Tell  himfl^l 
hakim.'  ^| 

'  He  wishes  it  now  —  for  money.' 

The  lama  slowly  shook  his  head  and  began  to  fold 
up  the  chart.  The  Russian,  on  his  side,  saw  no  more 
than  an  unclean  old  man  haggling  over  a  dirty  pic>ce 
of  paper.  He  drew  out  half  a  handful  of  rupees,  and 
snatched  half-jestingly  at  the  chart,  which  tore  in 
the  lama's  grip.  A  low  murmur  of  horror  went  np 
from  the  coolies  —  some  of  whom  were  Spiti  men 
and,  by  their  lights,  good  Buddhists,  The  lama  rose 
at  the  insult ;  his  hand  went  to  the  heavy  iron  pencasa 
that  is  the  priest's  weapon,  and  the  Babu  danced  I 
agony. 

'  Now  you  see  —  you  see  why  I  wanted  witnea 

ley  are  highly  unscrupulous  people.   Ob  Sar  I  I 
sou  must  nol  hit  holy  man  I  * 

'Chela!    He  has  defiled  the  Written  Woidl  * 
[386] 


It  was  too  late.  Before  Kim  could  ward  him  off, 
the  Bussian  struck  the  old  man  full  on  the  face.  Kext 
instant  he  was  rolling  over  and  over  down  hill  with 
Kim  at  his  throat.  The  blow  had  waked  every  un- 
known Iriah  devil  in  the  boy's  blood,  and  the  sudden 
fall  of  hia  enemy  did  the  rest.  The  lama  dropped  to 
Ilia  knees,  half -stunned ;  the  coolies  imder  their  loads 

tup  the  hill  as  fast  as  plainsmen  run  across  the 
.  They  had  seen  sacrilege  unspeakable,  and  it 
ved  ihem  to  get  away  before  the  Gods  and  devils 
lie  hilla  took  vengeance.  The  Frenchman  ran 
rda  the  lama,  fumbling  at  his  revolver  with  some 
}n  of  making  him  a  hostage  for  his  companion. 
bower  of  cutting  atones  —  hillmen  are  very 
^t  shots  —  drove  him  away,  and  a  coolie  from 
Ao-chung  snatched  the  laraa  into  the  stampede.  All 
came  about  as  swiftly  as  the  sudden  mountain  dark- 
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'  They  have  taken  the  baggage  and  all  the  guna,' 

yelled  the  Frenchman,  firing  blindly  into  the  twilight. 

All  right,  Sar  I     All  right !     Don't  shoot.     I  go 

rescue,'  and  Hurree,  pounding  down  the  slope,  cast 

Imself  bodily  upon  the  delighted    and    astonished 

Kim,  who  was  banging  his  breathless    foe's    head 

;ain8t  a  boulder. 

Go  back  to  the  coolies,'  whispered  the  Babu  in  his 

.    '  They  have  the  baggage.    The  papers  are  in  the 

Ha  with  the  red  top,  but  look  through  all.     Tnk© 
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their  papers,  and  epeciallj  the  murasla  (King's  let- 
ter).   Qo.    The  other  man  comes  I ' 

Kim  tore  up  hilL  A  revolver  bullet  rang  on  a 
rock  hj  Mb  side,  and  he  cowered  partridge-wise. 

'  11  you  shoot,'  shouted  Hurree,  '  the;  will  deeoend 
and  annihilate  us.  I  have  rescued  the  geatleman, 
Sar.    This  la  par-ti-ciJarly  dangerous.' 

'  By  Jove ! '  Kim  was  thinking  hard  in  Kngliab. 
'  This  is  damn-tight  place,  but  /  think  it  is  self-de- 
fence.' He  felt  in  his  bosom  for  Mahbub's  gift,  and 
uncertainly  —  save  for  a  few  practice  shots  in  the 
Bikaner  desert,  he  had  never  used  the  little  gun  — 
pulled  trigger. 

'  What  did  I  say,  Sar  I '  The  Babu  seemed  to  be  in 
ttars.  '  Come  down  here  and  afisist  to  resuscitate. 
We  are  all  up  a  tree,  I  tell  you.' 

The  shots  ceased.  There  was  a  sound  of  stumbling 
feet,  and  K'im  hurried  upward  through  the  gloom, 
swearing  like  a  eat  —  or  a  country-bred. 

'Did  they  wound  thee,  chela f  called  the  1 
above  him. 

'  No.     And  thou  ? '     He  dived  into  a  clump  J 
stunted  firs. 

'  Unhurt.    Come  away.    We  go  with  these  f(^ 
Shamlegh  under  the  snow.' 

'  But  not  before  we  have  done  justice, 
cried.    '  I  have  got  the  Sahiba'  guns  —  all  four. 
us  go  down.' 
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'  He  strvck  the  Holy  One  —  we  saw  it.  Our  cattle 
will  be  barren  —  our  wives  will  cease  to  bear.  The 
snows  will  slide  upon  us  as  we  go  home  ...  on 
top  of  all  other  oppreasiou  too ! ' 

The  little  fir-elump  filled  with  clamouring  coolies 
—  panic-stricken,  and  in  their  terror  capable  of  any- 
thing. The  man  from  Ao-chung  clicked  the  breech- 
bolt  of  his  gun  impatiently,  and  made  as  to  go  down 
hill. 

'  Wait  a  little,  Holy  One.  They  cannot  go  far. 
Fait  till  I  return.' 

*  It  is  this  person  who  has  suffered  wrong,'  said  tho 
,  his  hand  over  his  brow. 

'  For  that  very  reason,'  was  the  reply, 

'  If  this  person  overlooks  it,  your  hands  are 
Moreover,    ye    acquire    merit    by    obedi- 


Wait,  and  we  will  all  go  to  Shamlegh  together/ 
the  man  insisted. 

For  a  moment,  for  just  so  long  as  it  needs  to  stuff 
a  cartridge  into  a  breech-loader,  the  lama  hesitated. 
Then  be  rose  to  his  feet,  and  laid  a  finger  on  the  man's 
shoulder. 

'  Hast  thou  beard  ^    I  aay  ther?  shall  be  no  killing 
, —  I  who  was  abbot  of  Sucbzen.     Is  it  any  last  of 
line  to  be  re-bom  as  a  rat,  or  a  snake  under  the 
a  worm  in  the  belly  of  the  most  mean  beast  t 

Is  it  thy  wish  to ' 
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The  man  from  Ao-cliimg  fell  to  bis  knees,  for  I 
voice  boomed  like  a  Tibetau  i. 


1  devil-g 
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ried  the  £ 
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'Do 


1  men. 
—  do  not  curse  bim.    It  waa  but  hia  geal,  Holjr  Onel 
.    .    .   Put  down  the  rifle,  fool  1 ' 

'  Anger  on  anger  1  Evil  on  evil !  There  will  be 
no  killing.  Let  the  priest-beaters  go  in  bondage  to 
their  own  aele.  Just  and  sure  is  the  Wheel,  swerving 
not  a  hair.  They  will  be  I)om  many  times  —  in  tor- 
!nent.'  His  head  drooped,  and  he  leaned  heavily  on 
Kim'a  shoulder. 

'  I  have  come  near  to  great  evil,  chela,'  he  t 
pered  in  that  dead  bush  under  the  pines.  '  I  ' 
tempted  to  lose  the  Word ;  and  truly,  in  Tibet  there 
would  have  been  h  heavy  and  a  slow  death  for  tb^n. 
.  .  .  He  struck  me  across  the  face  .  .  .  upon  the 
flesh  ..."  He  slid  to  the  ground,  breathing  heav- 
ily, and  Kim  could  hear  the  overwlriven  heart  beat 
and  flutter, 

'  Have  they  hurt  him  to  the  death  1 '  cried  the  i 
chung  man,  while  the  others  stood  mute. 

Kim  knelt  over  the  body  in  deadly  fear.     '  Naj 
he    cried    passionately,  '  this  is  only    a    weakness.* 
Then  he   remembered   that   he   was   a   white   man, 
with  a  white  man's  camp-fittings  at  bia  i 
'Open  the  kUtas!    The  Sahibs  may  have  a  i 
cine.' 

'  Oho  I    Then  I  know  it,'  said  the  Ao-chung  i 
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litli  a  laugh.  '  Not  for  five  jeare  was  I  Taukling 
Bahib's  shtkarri  without  knowing  that  medicine.  I 
too  have  tasted  it.    Behold ! ' 

He  drew  from  his  breast  a  bottle  of  cheap  whisl^ 
—  guch  a£  is  sold  to  explorers  at  Leh  —  and  cleverly 
forced  a  little  between  the  lama's  teeth. 

'  So  I  did  when  Yankling  Sahib  twisted  his  foot 
'Ond  Astor.  Aha !  I  have  already  looked  into 
Qieir  Jcillas  —  but  we  will  make  fair  division  at 
Shamlegh,  Give  him  a  little  more.  It  is  good  medi- 
cine. Feel  1  His  heart  goes  better  now.  Lay  his 
head  down  and  rub  a  little  on  the  chest.  If  he  had 
waited  quietly  while  1  accounted  for  the  Sahibs  this 
pould  never  have  come.  But  perhaps  the  Sahibs  may 
|iaee  us  here.  Then  it  would  not  be  wrong  to  shoot 
J  with  their  own  gUBS,  heb  ? ' 
*  One  is  paid,  I  think,  already,'  said  Kim  between 
)  teeth.  '  I  kicked  bim  in  the  groin  as  we  went 
down  hilL    Would  I  had  kUled  him  I ' 

'  It  18  well  to  be  brave  when  one  does  not  live  in 

Rampur,'  said  one  whose  hut  lay  within  a  few  miles 

of  the  Rajah's  rickety  palace.     '  If  we  get  a  bad  name 

^among  the  Sahibs,  none  will  employ  us  as  shikarris 

^■tty  more.' 

^V  *  Oh,   but  these   are   not  Anp-ezi    Sahibs  —  not 
merry-minded  men  like  Fostum  Sahib  or  Yankling 
Sahib.      They    are    foreigners  —  they  cannot  speak 
J  Sahib  logue.' 
tsoi  ] 
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Here  the  lama  coughed  and  sat  up,  groping  for 
roaary. 

*  There  shall  be  no  killing,'  ho  murmured.  '  Jnrt 
is  the  Wheel  1    Act  of  evil ' 

'  Nay,  Holy  One.  We  are  all  here.'  The 
cbung  man  timidly  patted  his  feet.  '  Except  by 
order,  no  one  shall  be  slain.  Rest  awhile.  We  will 
make  a  little  camp  here,  and  later,  as  the  moon  rise^ 
we  go  to  Shamlegh  under  the  snow.'  J 

'  After  a  blow,'  said  a  Spiti  man  sententiously,  ^M 
is  best  to  sleep.' 

'  There  is,  as  it  were,  a  dizziness  at  the  back  of  my 
neck,  and  a  pinching  in  it.  Let  me  lay  my  bead  on 
thy  lap,  chela,  I  am  an  old  man  hut  not  free  from 
passion.  .  .  .  We  must  think  of  the  Cause  oi 
Things.' 

'  Give  him  a  blanket    We  dare  not  light  a  fire 
the  Sabibe  see.' 

'  Better  get  away  to  Shamlegh.    None  will 
us  to  Shamlegh.* 

This  was  the  nervous  Rampur  man. 

'  I  have  been  Fostimi  Sahib's  shtkarri,  and  I  am 
Yankling  Sahib's  shiharri.  I  should  have  been  with 
Yankling  Sabib  now  but  for  this  cursed  beegar 
(eorsSe).  Let  two  men  watch  below  with  the  gnna 
lest  the  Sahibs  do  more  foolishnees.  /  shall  not  \* 
tibis  Holy  One.' 

Tbey  sat  down  a  little  apart  from  the  lama. 
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after  listening  awhile,  passed  round  a  water-pipe 
whose  receiver  was  an  old  Day  and  Martin  blacking- 
bottle.  The  glow  of  the  red  charcoal  as  it  went  from 
Iiand  to  band  lit  up  the  narrow,  blinking  eyes,  the 
high  Chinese  cheek-bones,  and  the  hull  throats  that 
melted  away  into  the  dark  duffie  folds  round  the 
shoulders.  They  looked  like  kobolds  from  some  raagic 
mine  —  gnomes  of  the  hills  in  concIaTC.  And  while 
they  talked,  the  voices  of  the  snow-waters  round  them 
diminished  one  by  one  as  the  eight  frost  choked  and 
clogged  the  runnels. 

'  How  he  stood  up  against  us,'  said  a  Spiti  man 
iring.  '  I  remember  an  old  ibex,  out  Ladakb 
ky,  that  Dupont  Sahib  missed  on  a  shoulder-shot, 
iven  seasons  back,   standing   up   in  just  like  that 

Dupont  Sahib  was  a  good  shikarri.' 
'  Not  as  good  as  Yankling  Sahib.'     The  Ao-chung 
ttan  took  a  pull  at  the  whisky-bottle  and  passed  it 
over.    '  Now  hear  me  —  onless  any  other  man  thinks 
he  knows  more.' 
I  The  challenge  was  not  taken  up. 
'  We  go  to  Shamlegh  when  the  moon  rises.     Thero 
I  will  fairly  divide  the  kiltas  between  us.     I  am 
Btent  with   this  new  little  ri6e   and   all   its  car- 


'  Are  the  bears  only  bad  on  thy  holding  ? '  said  a 
mate,  sucking  at  the  pipe. 

t'No;  but  muak-pods  are  worth  eix  rupees  apiece 
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now,  and  th;  women  can  have  the  canvafl  of  the 
and  some  of  the  cooking  gear.  We  wUl  do  all  that 
at  Shamlegh  before  dawn.  Then  we  all  go  our  wa^ 
remembering  that  we  have  never  seen  or  taken  ser- 
vice with  these  Sahibs,  who  may,  indeed,  »ay  that  we 
have  stolen  their  barege.' 

*  That  is  well  for  thee,  but  what  will  our 
say! ' 

'  Who  ia  to  tell  him  t      The  Sahiba  w;ho 
speak  Pahari,  or  the  Babu  who  for  his  own  ends 
us  money  ?    Will  he  lead  an  army  against  us  ?    What 
evidence  will  remain  ?    That  we  do  not  need  we  shall 
throw  on  Shamlegh  midden,  where  no  man  has  yet 
set  foot,' 

'  Who  is  at  Shamlegh  this  summer  ? '     The 
was  only  a  grazing  centre  of  three  or  four  huts. 

'  The  woman  of  Shamlegh.     She  has  no  love 
Sahibs,  as  we  know.    The  others  can  he  pleased  w? 
little  presents;  and  there  is  enough  for  us  alL'    He 
patted  the  fat  sides  of  the  nearest  kiUa. 

'  But  —  but ' 

'  I  have  said  they  are  not  true  Sahibs.    All 
skins  and  heads  were  bought  in  the  bazar  at  Leh. 
know  the  marks.    I  showed  them  to  ye  lest  March.* 

'  True.     They  were  all  bought  skins  and  heads. 

Some  had   even  the  moth   in   them.'     That  was  a 

shrewd  argument,  and  the  Ao-chung  man  knew  his 

fellows.    '  If  the  worst  comes  to  the  wor-'t  I  shall  teU 
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Yankling  SaHb,  who  is  a  man  of  a  merr;  mind,  and 
he  will  laugh.  We  are  not  doing  any  wrong  to  the 
Sahibs  whom  we  know.  They  are  prieat-beaters. 
They  frightened  us.  We  fled  1  Who  knows  when  we 
dropped  the  baggage  ?  Do  ye  think  Yankling  Sahib 
will  permit  down-country  police  to  wander  all  over 
the  hills,  disturbing  his  game  I  It  is  a  far  cry  from 
Simla  to  Chini,  and  farther  from  Shamlegh  to  Shani- 
legh  midden.' 

"  '  So  be  it,  but  I  carry  the  big  iilla.  The  killa  with 
the  red  top  that  the  Sahibs  pack  themsolveo  every 
morning.' 

*  Thus   is   it   proved,'   said    the   Shamlegh   man 

adroitly,  '  that  they  are  Sahibs  of  no  accoimt.     Whe 

ever  heard  of  Fostiun  Sahib,  or  Yankling  Sahib,  or 

even  the  little  Pec!  Sahib  that  ait*  up  of  nights  to 

shoot  aerow  —  I  eay,  wlio  ever  heard  of  these  Sahibr 

^^(Uning  into  the  bills  without  a  down-country  cook, 

^Hfad  a  bearer,  and  —  and  all  manner  of  well-paid, 

^^■^-handed  and  oppressive  folk  in  their  tail  ?    How 

^^^ta  they  make  trouble  ?    But  what  of  the  kUtaf 

^B  *  Nothing,  but  that  it  is  full  of  the  Written  Word 

- —  books  and  papers  in  which  they  wrote,  and  strange 

instruments,  as  of  worship.' 

'  Shamlegh  midden  will  take  them  all.* 

'TJmm!    But  how  if  we  insult  the  Saliiba'  Goda 

thereby!    I  do  not  like  to  handle  the  Written  Word 

t  that  fashion.     And  their  bras<t  idols  are  beyoaii 

[Mt5] 


KIH 


nprehensIoiL    It  ia  no  plunder  for  eimple  bill- 


folk.' 


'  The  old  man  still  sleeps.  Hst  I  We  will  ask  iiis 
chela.'  The  Ao-cliung  man  refreshed  himself,  and 
swelled  with  pride  of  leadership. 

'  We  have  here,'  he  whispered,  '  a  killa  whoso 
nature  we  do  not  know.* 

'  But  I  do,'  said  Kim  cautiously.  Tbo  lama  drew 
breath  in  natural,  easy  sleep,  and  Kim  had  been 
thinking  of  Hurree's  last  words.  As  a  player  of  the 
Great  Game,  he  was  disposed  just  then  to  reverence 
t.be  Babu.  '  It  is  a  kdta  with  a  red  top  full  of  very 
wonderful  things,  not  to  be  handled  by  fooU.' 

*  I  said  it;  I  said  it,'  cried  the  bearer  of  that 
den.     '  Thanks !     Then  it  will  betray  us  1 ' 

'  Not  if  it  be  given  to  me.     I  will  draw  out 
magic.     Otherwiee  it  will  do  great  harm.' 

'A  priest  always  takes  his  share.'     Wbisky 
demoralising  the  Ao-chung  man. 

*  It  is  no  matter  to  me,'  Kim  answered,  with  the 
craft  of  his  mother  country.  '  Share  it  among  you, 
and  see  what  comes  t ' 

'  Not  I.  I  was  only  jesting.  Give  the  order. 
There  is  more  than  enough  for  us  alL  We  go  our  way 
from  Shamlegh  in  the  dawn.' 

They  arranged  and  re-arranged  their  artless  little 
plans  for  another  hour,  while  Kim  shivered  with 
cold  and  pride.  The  humour  of  the  situation  tiokled 
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;  Irish  and  the  Oriental  in  hia  youth.     Here  were 

B  einissariea  of  the  dread  power  of  the  North,  very 

Msibly  AB  great  in  their  own  land  as  Mahbub  or 

lonel  Creighton,  suddenly  smitten  helpless.     One 

them,  he  privately  knew,  would  be  lame  for  a 

e.     They  bad  made  promisea  to  kings.     To-night 

Y  lay  out  somewhere  below  him,  ohartless,  foodless, 

intless,  gunless  —  except  for  Hurree  Babu,  guide- 

And  this  collapse  of  their  Great  Game  (Kim 

wndered  to  whom  tbey  would  report  it),  this  pan- 

reky  bolt  into  the  night,  had  come  about  through  no 

craft  of  Hurree's  or  contrivance  of  Kim's,  but  simply 

beautifully  and  inevitably  as  the  capture  of  Mahbub'a 

faquir  friends  by  the  zealous  young  policeman  at 

Uniballa. 

'They  are  there  —  with  nothing;  and,  by  Jove, 
is  cold  I  I  am  here  witli  all  their  things. 
,  they  will  be  angry !  I  am  sorry  for  Hurree 
labu.' 

f  Kim  might  have  saved  bis  pity,  for  though  at 
pat  moment  the  Bengali  was  suffering  acutely  in 
!  flesh,  his  soul  was  puffed  and  lofty,  A  mile 
1  the  bill,  on  the  edge  of  a  pine  forest,  two  hnlf- 
PDzen  men  —  one  powerfully  sick  at  intervals  — 
tere  varying  mutual  recriminations  with  the  most 
poignant  abuse  of  the  Babu,  who  seemed  distraught 
with  terror.  They  demanded  a  plan  of  action.  He 
:plained  that  they  were  very  lucky  to  be  alive ;  that 
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tbeir  coolies,  if  not  then  stalking  tbem,  bad  paased  be> 
j-ond  recall;  that  the  Rajah,  his  master,  wa3  ninety 
miles  away,  and,  so  far  from  lending  them  money  and 
n  retinue  for  the  Simla  joumoy,  would  surely  cast 
thorn  into  priaon  if  be  heard  that  they  bad  hit  a  prieet 
He  enlarged  on  this  sin  and  its  consequences  till  they 
bade  him  change  the  subject  Their  one  hope,  said 
he,  was  unostentatious  flight  from  village  to  rillaga 
till  tbey  reached  civilisation;  and,  for  the  hun- 
dredth time,  dissolTcd  in  tears,  he  demanded  o{ 
the  high  stars  why  the  Sahibs  '  had  beaten  holy 
man.' 

Ten  steps  would  have  taken  Hurree  into  the 
ing  gloom  utterly  beyond  their  reach  —  to  the  al 
and  food  of  the  nearest  village,  where  glib-toi 
doctors  were  scarce.  But  be  preferred  to  endure  ooM] 
beliy-pinch,  abuse,  and  occasional  blows  in  the  com- 
pany of  his  honoured  employers.  Crouched  against 
a  tree-trunk,  he  sniffed  dolefully. 

'And  have  you  thought,'  said  the  iminjured  man 
hotly,  '  what  sort  of  spectacle  we  shall  present  wan- 
dering through  these  hills  among  these  aborigines  t  * 

Hurree  Babu  had  thought  of  little  else  for 
hours,  but  the  remark  was  not  to  his  address. 

'  We  cannot  wander !    I  can  hardly  walk,'  groj 
Kim's  victim. 

'PerhapB  the  holy  man  will  he  merciful  in  loi 

kindness,  Sar,  otherwise ' 
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*I  promise  myself  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  empty- 
ing mj  revolver  into  that  joimg  bonxe  when  next  we 
meet/  was  the  unchristian  answer. 

'Eevolvers!       Vengeance!       Bomes!'       Hurree 
Kiucbed  lower.     The  war  was  breaking  out  afresh. 
e  you  no  oonsideration  for  our  loss  ?     The  bag- 
gage I     The  baggage  1 '    He  could  hear  the  speaker 
literally  dancing  on  the  grass.     '  Everything  we  bore ! 
Everything  we  have  secured  I     Our  gains !     Eight 
montis'  work!    Do  you  know  what  that  means?    De- 
It  ie  we  who  can  deal  with  Orientals.    Oh, 
1  have  done  well.' 
'  They  fell  ia  it  in  several  tongues,  and  Hurree 
smiled.     Kim  was  with  the  IcHlas.     There  was  no 
means  of  communicating  with  the  boy,  but  he  could 
be  trusted.     For  the  rest,  he  could  so  stage-manage 
the  journey  through  the  hills  that  Hil&s,  Bunar,  and 
four  hundred  miles  of  hill-roads  should  tell  the  tale 
for  a  generation.    Men  who  cannot  control  their  own 
coolies  are  little  respected  in  the  Hills,  and  the  Pahari 
^^faos  a  very  keen  sense  of  humour. 
^^B  *  If  I  had  done  it  myself,'  thought  Hurree,  '  it 
^^nould  not  have  been  better ;  and,  by  Jove,  now  I  thinl 
^^K  it,  of  coarse  I  arranged  it  myself.     How  quick  I 
^Hnve  been  I    Just  when  I  ran  down  hill  I  thought  it ! 
I^xhee  outrage  was  accidental,  but  onlce  me  could  have 
—  worked  it  —  ah  —  for  all  it  was  damn  well  worth. 
I^^puflider  the  moral  effect  upon  these  ignorant  peoples  I 
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Ko  treaties  —  no  papers  —  no  written  iLwrnmrnti  si 
all  —  and  me  to  interpret  for  them.  Bow  I  dtaU 
laugh  with  the  Gobnel !  I  wish  I  had  their  papsn 
alflOy  but  you  eannot  occupy  t?ro  pboes  in  spaoe 
taneoQsly.    That  is  aziamatia' 
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CHAPTER  XXV 

My  brother  kneels  (so  saith  Kabir) 
To  Btone  and  brass  in  beathen-wiacv 

But  in  my  brother's  Toic«  I  hear 
]£y  own  unanswered  agonies. 

His  Ood  is  as  bis  Pates  asaign  — 

His  prayer  is  all  the  world's — and  mine. 


At   moourise  the  cautious  coolies  got  under  way. 
The   lama,  refreshed  by   his   sleep  and  the   spirit, 
needed  no  more  than  Kim's  shoulder  to  bear  him 
mg  —  a  flilent,  swift-striding  man.     They  held  the 
le-sprinkled  grass  for  an  hour,  swept  round  the 
ulder  of  an  immortal  cliff,  and  climbed  into  a 
iw  country  entirely  blocked  off  from  all  sight  of 
valley.      A  huge  paature-gronnd  ran  up  fan- 
shaped  to  the  living  snow.     At  its  base  was  perhaps 
half  an  acre  of  flat  laud,  on  which  stood  a  few  soil 
and  timber  huts.     Behind  tbem  —  for,  hill-fashion, 
ley  were  perched  on  the  edge  of  aU  things  —  the 
lund  fell  sheer  two  thousand  feet  to  Shamlegh  mid- 
3en,  where  never  yet  man  has  set  foot 

The  men  made  no  motion  to  divide  the  plunder  till 
ley  had  seen  the  lama  bedded  down  in  the  best  room 
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*f  tlw  pliice,  with  Kim  shampooing  his  feet,  Moh&ni 
WKtJtUi  fuliioQ. 

'  Wo  will  Bend  food,'  said  the  Ao-chung  man,  '  an 
the  red-topped  kilta.  By  dawn  there  will  be  non 
to  give  evidence,  one  way  or  the  other.  If  anjthwi 
is  not  needed  in  the  kilta  —  see  here!' 

He  pointed  through  the  window  —  opening  int 
Bpacc  that  was  filled  with  moonlight  reflected  J 
the  snow  —  and  threw  out  an  empty  whisky-bottle. 

'  No  need  to  listen  for  the  fall :  this  is  the  world' 
end,'  he  said  and  swung  off.  The  lama  looked  forti 
a  hand  on  either  sill,  with  eyes  that  shone  like  yello' 
opals.  From  the  enormous  pit  before  him  whit 
peaks  lifted  themselves  yearning  to  the  moonlight 
The  rest  was  as  the  darkness  of  interstellar  space. 

'  Here,'  he  said  slowly, '  are  indeed  my  hills.  Thr 
shoulil  a  man  abide,  perched  above  the  world,  sepi 
rated  from  delights,  considering  vast  matters.' 

'  Yes;  if  he  has  a  chela  to  prepare  tea  for  him,  i 
to  fold  a  blanket  for  his  head,  and  to  chase  out  catt 
ing  cows.' 

A  smoky  lamp  burned  in  a  niche,  but  the  fit 
moonlight  beat  it  down;   and  by  the  mixed  ligh 
stooping  above  the  food-bag  and  cupa,  Earn  i 
like  a  tall  ghost. 

'  Ai!  But  now  I  have  let  the  blood  cool  my  hea 
still  beats  and  drums,  and  there  is  a  cord  round  ih 
back  of  my  neck.' 
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y  No  wouder.    It  was  a  strong  blow.    May  he  who 

■It  it  — ' 

*  But  for  my  own  passions  there  would  have  been 
no  evil,' 

'  What  evO  ?     Thou  hast  saved  the  Sahibs  from 

iBth  they  deserved  a  hundred  times.' 

■*  The  lesson  ia  not  well  learnt,  chela.'     The  lama 

me  to  rest  on  a  folded  blanket,  as  TCim  went  for- 

i  with  his  evening  routine.     '  The  blow  was  but 

ladow  upon  a  shadow.     Evil  in  itself  —  my  legs 

Wry  apace  these  latter  days  I  —  it  met  evil  in  me 

p  anger,  rage,  and  a  lust  to  return  evil.      These 

rought  in  my  blood,  woke  tumult  in  my  stomach, 

and  dazzled  my  ears,'     Here  he  drank  scalding  block 

tea  ceremonially,   taking  the   hot  cup  from   Kim's 

hand.     '  Ilad  I  been  passionless,  the  evil  blow  would 

have  done  only  bodily  evil  —  a  scar,  or  a  bruise  — 

bich  is  illusion.    But  my  mind  was  not  abstracted. 

ihed  in  straightway  a  lust  to  let  the  Spiti  men 

In  fighting  that  lust,  my  soul  was  torn  and 

tenched  beyond  a  thousand  blows.     Not  till  I  had 

leated  the  Blessings  (he  meant  the  Buddhist  Beati- 

tdcft)  did  I  achieve  calm.     But  the  evU  planted  in 

me  by  that  moment's  carelessness  works  out  to  ita 

end.    Just  is  the  Wheel,  swerving  not  a  hair !    Leara 

the  lesson,  chela.' 

'  It  is  too  high  for  me,'  Kim  muttered.     '  I  am 
^1  all  shaken.     I  am  glad  I  hurt  the  man,* 
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'  I  felt  that  sleeping  upon  thy  knees  —  in  the  wool 
be]ow.  It  disquieted  me  —  my  dreams  —  the  evil  in 
thy  soul  working  through  to  mine.  Yet  on  the  other 
hand '  —  he  loosed  his  rosary  — '  I  have  acquired 
merit  by  saving  two  lives  —  the  lives  of  those  that 
wronged  me.  Now  I  must  see  into  the  Cause  «^ 
Things.     The  boat  of  my  soul  staggers.'  ^M 

'  Sleep,  and  be  strong.     That  is  wisest.'  ^| 

*  I  meditate.     There  is  need  greater  than   thon 
knowest.' 

Till  the  dawn,  hour  after  hour,  as  the  moonlight 
paled  on  the  high  peaks,  and  that  which  had  been 
belted  blackness  on  the  sides  of  the  far  hills  showed 
as  tender  green  forest,  the  lama  stared  fixedly  at  the 
wall.  From  time  to  time  he  groaned.  Outside  the 
barred  door,  where  discomfited  kine  came  to  ask  for 
their  old  stable,  Shamlegh  and  the  coolies  gave  itaolf 
up  to  plunder  and  riotous  living.  The  Ao-chung  man 
was  their  leader,  and  once  they  had  opened  the  Sa- 
hibs' tinned  foods  and  found  that  they  wore  veiy 
good  they  dare  not  turn  back.  Shamlegh  kite 
midden  took  the  dunnage. 

When  Kim,  after  a  night  of  bad  dreams,  i 
forth  to  brush  his  teeth  in  the  morning  chill,  a  fair- 
coloured    woman   with    turquoise-studded    headj 
drew  hira  aside. 
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others  have  gone.     They  left  thee  this  i 
promise  \ 


9  was.     I  do  not  love  Sahibs,  but  t 
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rilt  make  ns  a  chann  in  return  for  it  We  do  not 
riab  little  Shamlegh  to  get  a  bad  name  on  account  of 
~  accident.  I  am  the  woman  of  Shamlegh.'  She 
Boked  him  over  with  bold,  bright  eyes,  unlike  the 
gual  furtive  glance  of  hill-women. 
'  Assuredly.  But  it  must  be  done  in  secret.' 
She  raised  the  heavy  irilta  like  a  toy  and  slung  it 
ito  her  own  hut. 

'  Out  and  bar  the  door  1  Let  none  come  near  till 
t  is  finished.' 
'  Bnt  afterwardfi  —  we  may  talk  ? ' 
Kim  tilted  the  kUta  on  the  floor  —  a  cascade  of 
lorvey  instruments,  books,  diaries,  letters,  maps,  aod 
peerly  scented  native  correspondence.  At  the  very 
tottom  was  an  embroidered  bag  covering  a  sealed, 
rilded,  and  illuminated  document  euch  as  one  king 
flends  to  another.  Kim  cauglit  his  breath  with  de- 
light, and  reviewed  the  situation  from  a  Sahib's  point 
F  view. 

'  The  books  I  do  not  want.  Besides,  they  are 
^rithms  —  survey,  I  suppose.'  He  laid  them 
IBtde.  *  The  letters  I  do  not  understand,  but  Colonel 
■eighton  wiU.  They  must  all  be  kept.  The  maps 
-  they  draw  better  maps  than  me  —  of  course.  AH 
native  letters  —  oho !  —  and  particularly  the 
murasla.'  He  sniffed  the  embroidered  bag.  '  That 
must  be  from  Hilas  or  Bunar,  and  Hurree  Babu  spoke 
^tmth.  By  Jove !  It  is  a  fine  haul.  I  wish  Hurree 
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could  know.  .  .  .  The  rest  must  go  out  of  llie  wiii- 
dow.  He  fingered  a  superb  prismatic  compass  aiiJ 
the  shiny  top  of  a  theodolite.  But  after  all,  a  Sahib 
cannot  very  well  steal,  and  the  things  might  be  incon- 
venient evidence  later.  He  sorted  out  every  scrap  of 
manuscript,  every  map,  and  the  native  letters.  They 
made  one  softisli  slab.  The  three  locked  ferril-backed 
books,  with  five  worn  pocket-books,  he  put  aside. 

'  The  letters  and  the  murasla  I  most  carry  inside 
my  coat  and  under  my  belt,  and  the  written  books 
I  must  put  into  the  food-bag.  It  will  be  very  heavy. 
No.  I  do  not  think  there  is  anything  more.  U 
there  is,  the  coolies  have  thrown  it  down  the  kltud,  bo 
tkatt  \a  all  right.  Now  you  go  too.'  He  repacked  the 
hilta  with  all  ho  meant  to  lose,  and  hove  it  up  onto  the 
window-silL  A  thousand  feet  below  lay  a  long,  lazy, 
round-shouldered  bank  of  mist,  as  yet  untouched  by 
the  morning  sim.  A  thousand  feet  below  that  wa» 
an  hundred-years-old  pine  forest.  He  could  see  tbo 
green  tops  looking  like  a  bed  of  moss  when  a  ^ 
eddy  thinned  the  cloud. 

'  No  1  I  don't  think  any  one  vrjll  go  after  yoi 
The  wheeling  basket  vomited  its  contents  ; 
dropped.  The  theodolite  hit  a  jutting  cliff-ledge  and 
exploded  like  a  shell;  the  books,  inkstandfl,  paint- 
boxes, compasses,  and  rulers  showed  for  a  few  sec- 
onds like  a  swarm  of  bees.  Then  they  vanisbedi, 
and,  though  Kim,  hanging  half  out 
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strained  his  young  ears,  never  a  sound  came  np  from 
the  gulf. 

'  Five  hundred  —  a  thousand  rupees  could  not  buy 
them,'  he  thought  sorrowfully.  '  It  was  verree  waste- 
ful, hut  I  have  all  their  other  stuff  —  everything 
they  did  —  I  hope.  Now  how  the  deuce  am  I  to  tell 
Hurree  Baho,  and  whatt  the  deuce  am  I  to  do !  And 
my  old  man  is  sick.  I  must  tie  up  the  letters  In  oil- 
cloth. That  is  something  to  do  first  —  else  they  will 
get  all  sweated.  .  .  .  And  I  am  all  alone  I '  He 
bound  them  into  a  neat  packet,  swedging  down  the 
stiff,  sticky  oilcloth  at  the  corners,  for  bis  roving  life 
h&d  made  him  as  methodical  as  an  old  shikarri  in 

liters  of  the  road.      Then  with  double  care  he 
;ed  away  the  bookB  at  the  bottom  of  the  food-bag. 

The  woman  rapped  at  the  door. 

'  But  thou  hast  made  no  charm,'  she  said,  looking 
•boat 

'  There  is  no  need.'  Kim  had  completely  over- 
looked the  necessity  for  a  Uttlo  patter-talk.  The 
woman  laughed  at  bis  confusion  irreverently. 

*  None  —  for  thee.  Thou  canst  cast  a  spell  by  the 
mere  winking  of  an  eye.  But  think  of  us  poor  people 
when  thou  art  gone  ?  They  were  all  too  drunk  last 
night  to  bear  a  woman.     Thou  art  not  drunk? ' 

I  am  a  priest.'     Kim  had  recovered  himself,  and, 

te  woman  being  aught  but  unlovely,  thought  best 

stand  on  his  office. 
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'  I  waniGd  them  that  the  Sahiba  will  be  ftngry  toi 
will  make  an  inquisitioD  and  a  report  to  the  Rajah. 
There  is  also  the  Babn  with  them.  Clerks  have  long 
tongues.' 

'  Is  that  all  thy  trouble  ? '  The  plan  rose  f  uDy 
formed  in  Kim's  mind,  and  he  smiled  ravishingly. 

'  N'ot  all,'  quoth  the  woman,  putting  out  a  hard 
brown  hand  all  covered  with  turquoises  set  in  silver, 

'  I  can  finish  that  in  a  breath,'  he  went  on  quickly. 
'  The  Babu  is  the  very  hakim  (thou  hast  heard  of 
him  f)  who  was  wandering  among  the  hills  by  Ziglaur. 
I  know  him.' 

'  He  wilt  tell  for  the  sake  of  a  reward.    Sahibs  q 
not  distinguish  one  hillman  from  another,  bnt  I 
have  eyes  for  men  —  and  women.* 
Carry  a  word  to  him  from  me.* 

'  There  is  nothing  I  would  not  do  for  thee.* 

He  accepted  the  compliment  calmly,  as  men  i 
in  lands  where  women  make  the  love,  tore  a  leaf  from 
B  note-book,  and  with  a  patent  indelible  pencil  wrote 
in  gross  Shikast  —  the  script  that  bad  little  boys  ose 
when  they  write  dirt  on  walls :  *  I  have  everything 
that  they  have  written :  their  pictures  of  the  co\mtry, 
and  many  letters.  Especially  the  murasla.  Tell  ms 
what  to  do.  I  am  at  Shamlegh  under  the  snow, 
old  man  is  sick.' 

*  Take  this  to  him.     It  will  altogether  ahnt^ 
month.     He  cannot  have  gone  far.' 
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'  Indeed  no.  Thej  are  still  in  the  forest  across 
the  epur.  Our  children  went  to  watch  them  when  the 
light  came,  and  have  cried  the  news  as  they  moved.' 

Kim  looked  his  astonishment;  but  from  the  edge  of 
the  sheep  pastnre  floated  a  shrill,  kite-like  trill.  A 
child  tending  cattle  had  picked  it  up  from  a  brother 
or  sister  on  the  far  side  of  the  slope  that  commanded 
Chiui  valley. 

'  My  hosbands  are  also  out  there  gathering  wood.' 
She  drew  a  handful  of  walnats  from  her  bosom,  split 
one  neatly,  and  began  to  eat  Kim  affected  blank 
ignorance. 

'  Dost  thoQ  not  know  the  meaning  of  the  walnut  — 
38t  t '  she  said  coyly,  and  handed  him  the  half- 


*  Well  thought  of.'    He  slipped  the  piece  of  paper 
ten  them  quickly.     '  Hast  thon  a  little  wax  to 

!  them  on  this } ' 

The  woman  sighed  aloud,  and  Kim  relented. 

'  There  is  no  payment  till  service  has  been  ren- 
dered. Carry  this  to  the  Baba,  and  say  it  was  sent 
by  the  Son  of  the  Charm.* 

*  Aj  I  Tndy  I  Truly  1  By  a  magician  —  who  is 
like  a  Sahib.' 

'  Nay.  Son  of  the  Charm :  and  ask  if  there  be  any 
answer.' 

*  But  if  he  offer  a  nidene88!    I  —  I  am  afraid.' 
Kim  laughed.     *  He  is,  I  make  no  doubt,  very  cold 
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and  very  hungry.  The  liills  make  cold  bed-fello«& 
Hai,  my '  —  it  was  on  the  tip  of  his  tongue  to  Bsy 
Mother,  but  he  turned  it  to  Sister  — '  thou  art  a  wiM 
and  witty  woman.  By  this  time  all  the  villageB  know 
what  haa  befallen  the  Sahibs  —  eh ! ' 

'  True.  News  was  at  Zigtaur  by  midnight,  and  hj 
to-morrow  should  be  at  Kotgarh.  The  villages  are 
both  afraid  and  angry.' 

'  No  need.  Tell  the  villages  to  feed  the  Sahibe 
and  pass  them  on,  iu  peace.  We  must  get  tbem 
quietly  away  from  our  valleys.  To  steal  b  one  thing 
—  to  kill  another.  The  Babu  will  understand,  and 
there  will  be  no  after-complaint.  Be  swift.  I  ranst 
tend  my  master  when  ho  wakes.' 

*  So  be  it.  After  service  —  thou  hast  said  \  — 
cornea  the  reward.  I  am  the  woman  of  Shamlegh, 
and  I  hold  from  the  Bajah.  I  am  no  coaunon  bearer 
of  babes.  Shamlegh  is  thine:  hoof  and  born  and 
bide,  milk  and  butter.     Take  or  leave.' 

She  turned  resolutely  up  hill,  her  silver  necklacea 
clicking  on  her  broad  breast,  to  meet  the  morning 
sun  fifteen  hundred  feet  above  them.  This  time 
Kim  thought  in  the  vernacular  as  he  waxed  down  the 
oilskin  edges  of  the  packets. 

*  How  can  a  man  follow  the  Way  or  the  Great 
Game  when  he  is  eternally  pestered  by  women  t 
There  was  that  girl  at  Akrola  by  the  Ford;  and 
there  was  the  sculKon's  wife  behind  the  dovecot  — 
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t  counting  the  others  —  and  now  comes  this  one  I 
lien  I  was  a  child  it  waa  well  enough,  but  now  I  am 
man  and  they  will  not  regard  me  as  a  man.  Wal- 
s  indeed !  Ho  I  ho !  It  is  almonds  in  the  plains ! ' 
^He  went  out  to  levy  on  the  village  —  not  with  a 
^ng-bowl,  which  might  do  for  down-country,  but 
I  the  manner  of  a  prince,  Sbamlegh's  summer  pop- 
tadon  is  only  three  families  —  four  women  and 
vht  or  nine  men.  They  were  all  full  of  tinned  meats 
Land  mixed  drinks,  from  ammoniated  quinine  to 
!  vodka;  for  they  had  taken  their  full  share  in 
'emight  loot.  The  neat  Continental  tents  had 
been  cut  up  and  shared  long  ago,  and  there  were 
patent  aluminium  saucepans  abroad. 

But  they  considered  the  lama's  presence  a  perfect 
safeguard  against  all  consequences,  and  impenitently 
brought  Kim  of  their  best  —  even  to  a  drink  of  chang 
—  the  barley  beer  that  comes  from  Ladakh-way. 
Then  they  thawed  out  in  the  sun,  and  sat  with  their 
legs  hanging  over  infinite  abysses,  chattering,  laugh- 
ing and  smoking.  They  judged  India  and  its  Gov- 
ernment solely  from  their  experience  of  wandering 
Sahiba  who  had  employed  them  or  their  friends  as 
ithikarris.  Kim  heard  tales  of  shots  missed  upon  ibes, 
screw,  or  markhor,  by  Sahibs  twenty  years  in  their 
graves  —  every  detail  lighted  from  behind  like  twigs 
on  tree-tops  seen  against  lightning.  They  told  him 
of  their  little  diseases,  and,  more  important,  the  dia- 
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eases  of  their  tiny,  aure-f ooted  cattle ;  of  trips  aa  bt 
as  Kotgarfa,  where  the  strange  miaeionariea  live,  and 
beyond  even  to  marvellous  Simla,  where  the  streets 
are  paved  with  silver,  and  any  one,  look  you,  can  get 
service  with  the  Sahibs,  who  ride  about  in  two- 
wheeled  carts  and  spend  money  with  a  spade.  Pres- 
ently, grave  and  aloof,  walking  very  heavily,  the 
lama  joined  himself  to  the  chatter  under  the  eavee, 
and  they  gave  him  great  room.  The  thin  air  re- 
freshed him,  and  be  sat  on  the  edge  of  precipices  with 
the  best  of  them,  and,  when  talk  lan^^hed,  flung 
pebbles  into  the  void.  Thirty  miles  away,  as  the 
eagle  flies,  lay  the  next  range,  seamed  and  channellei) 
and  pitted  with  little  patches  of  brush  —  forests, 
each  of  a  day's  long  march.  Behind  the  village, 
Shamlegh  hill  itself  cut  off  all  view  to  southward.  It 
was  like  sitting  in  a  swallow's  neet  under  the  eaves 
of  the  roof  of  the  world. 

From  time  to  time  the  lama  atretohed  out  bis  band, 
and  with  a  little  low-voiced  prompting  would  point 
out  the  road  to  Spiti  and  north  across  the  Parungla. 

'Beyond,  where  the  hills  lie  thickest,  lies  De-ch'en' 
(he  meant  Hanle),  '  the  great  Monastery.  S'tag- 
atan-ras-ch'en  built  it,  and  of  him  there  runs  this  tale.' 
Whereupon  he  told  it :  a  fantastic  piled  narrative  ol 
bewitchment  and  miracles  that  set  Shamlf^h  a-gasp- 
ing.  Turning  west  a  little,  he  speered  for  the  green 
bills  of  Kuln,  and  sought  Eailung  under  the  gladers 
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r  tliither  came  I  in  the  old,  old  days.    From  Leh 
e,  over  the  Bararlaclii' 

js,  yes ;  we  know  it,'  said  the  far-faring  people 
IShamlegh, 

f  And  I  slept  two  nights  with  the  priests  of  Eni- 
These  are  the  hills  of  my  delight  I  Shadows 
blessed  above  all  other  shadows !  There  my  eyes 
opened  on  this  world ;  there  my  eyea  were  opened  to 
this  world ;  there  I  found  Enlightenment;  and  there  I 
girt  my  loins  for  my  Search.  Out  of  the  hilla  I  came 
—  the  high  hills  and  the  strong  winds.  Oh,  jnst  ia 
the  Wheel ! '  He  blessed  them  in  detail  —  the  groat 
glaciers,  the  naked  rocks,  the  piled  moraines  and 
tumbled  shale;  dry  upland,  hidden  salt-lake,  age-old 
timber  and  fruitful  water-shot  valley  one  after  the 
other,  as  a  dying  man  blesstte  his  folk,  and  Kim  mar- 
velled at  his  passion. 

'  Yes  —  yes.  There  is  no  place  like  our  hills,'  said 
the  people  of  Shamlegh.  And  they  fell  to  wondering 
how  a  man  could  live  in  the  hot  terrible  plains  where 
the  cattle  nm  aa  big  as  elephants,  unfit  to  plough  on 
a  hfllside;  where  village  (ouches  village,  they  had 
heard,  for  a  hundred  miles;  where  folk  went  about 
stealing  in  gangs,  and  what  the  robbers  spared  the 
x)lice  carried  utterly  away. 

r  So  the  long  forenoon  wore  through,  and  at  the  end 
X  pirn's  messenger  dropped  from  the  steep  pasture 
ihed  as  when  she  had  set  out. 
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'  I  sent  &  word  to  the  kdkim,'  Kirn  cxplaiQM 
she  made  reverence. 

'  He  joined  hiiuself  to  the  idolaters  ?  Nay,  I] 
member  he  did  a  healing  upon  one  of  them.  Hal 
acquired  merit,  though  the  healed  employed  i 
strength  for  eviL  Just  is  the  Wheel !  What  cf  j 
hakim  ? ' 

'  I  feared  that  thou  hadst  been  bruised  and  - 
I  knew  he  was  wise.'  Kim  took  the  waxed  ^ 
shell  and  read  in  English  on  the  back  of  hia  i 
'  Y<mr  favour  received,  Cantiot  get  away  fro 
ent  company  at  present,  hut  shall  take  tJu 
Simla.  After  which,  hope  to  rejoin  you. 
ent  tofoUow  angry  gentlemen.  Return  hy  same  n 
you  came,  and  will  overtake.  Highly  gratified  aivut 
correspondence  due  to  my  foreUt&agKt^  *  He  savs, 
Holy  One,  that  he  will  escape  from  the  idolaters,  and 
will  return  to  us.  Shall  we  wait  awhile  at  Sliamlegb, 
thent' 

The  lama  looked  long  and  lovingly  upon  the  I 
and  shook  his  head. 

'  That  may  not  be,  ditla.    From  my  bones  oal 
I  do  desire  it,  but  it  is  forbidden-     I  have  a 
Cause  of  Things.' 

'  Why  ?  when  hilla  gave  thee  back  thy  strengti 
day  by  day.     Remember  we  were  weak  and  fain 
down  below  there  in  the  Doon.' 

*  I  became  strong  to  do  evil  and  to  forgBt-^ 
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brawler  and  a  swashbuckler  upon  the  hillsides  was  L' 

Kim   bit  back  a  smile-      '  Just  and  perfect  is  the 

Wheel,  swerving  not  a  hair.    When  I  was  a  man  —  a 

Ldtmg  time  ago  —  I  did  pilgrimage  to  Gum  Ch'wan 

^BttoODg    the    poplars  *    (he    pointed    Bhotanwarda), 

^H^vliere  tbey  keep  the  Sacred  Horse.' 

^M     '  Quiet,  be  quiet !  '  said  Sbamlegb,  all  arow.    '  He 

H'  ijteaks  of  Jamleai-nisi-Kor,  the  Horse  That  Can  Go 

Round  The  World  In  a  Day.' 

*  I  apeak  to  my  chela  only,'  said  the  lama,  in  gentls 
reproof,  and  they  scattered  like  frost  on  south  eaves 
of  a  monung,  '  I  did  not  aoek  truth  in  those  days. 
but  the  talk  of  doctrine.  All  illusion  !  I  drank  the 
beer  and  ate  the  bread  of  Guru  Ch'wan.  Next  day 
one  said :  "  We  go  out  to  fight  Sangor  Gutok  down 
tie  valley  to  discover  (mark  again  how  lust  is  tied  to 
anger!)  which  abbot  shall  bear  rule  in  the  valley, 
and  take  the  profit  of  the  prayers  th^y  print  at  San- 
gor Outok."     T  went,  and  we  fought  all  day.' 

*  But  how,  Holy  One  t ' 
'  With  the  long  pencases  as  I  could  have  shown  — 

tsaj,  we  fought  under  the  poplars,  both  abbots  and 
1  the  monks,  and  one  laid  open  my  forehead  to  the 
See ! '  He  tilted  back  his  cap  and  showed  a 
Vckered  silvery  scar.  '  Just  and  perfect  ia  the 
lieell  Yesterday  the  scar  itched,  and  after  fifty 
Mn  I  recalled  how  it  was  dealt  and  the  face  of  him 
i^o  dealt  it.  dwelling  a  little  in  illusion.  Followed 
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fliat  whicli  thou  didst  aee  —  strife  and  stupidity. 
IB  the  Wheel !  The  idohtter's  blow  fell  upon  the  scar. 
Thee  I  was  ahaken  in  my  soul:  my  soul  was  d*rlf 
ened,  and  the  boat  of  my  soul  rocked  upon  the  waten 
of  illusion.  !N^ot  till  I  came  to  Shamlegh  could  I  me<& 
tate  upon  the  Cause  of  Things,  or  trace  the  runuisg 
grass  roots  of  Evil.    I  have  striven  all  the  long  ni^t' 

'  But,  Holy  One,  thou  art  innocent  of  all  btI 
May  I  be  thy  aacriSce ! ' 

Kim  was  genuinely  distressed  at  the  old  suut'a  M^ 
TOW,  and  Mahbub  AH'a  phrase  slipped  oat  onawsrei 

*  In  the  dawn,'  he  went  on  more  gravely,  read; 
rosary  clicking  between  the  slow  sentences, '  came  en- 
lightenment. It  is  here.  ...  I  am  an  old  nun 
,  .  .  hill-bred,  hiU-fed,  never  to  sit  down  among 
my  hills.  Three  years  I  travelled  through  Hind,  but 
—  can  earth  be  stronger  than  Mother  Earths  My 
stupid  body  yearned  to  the  hills  and  the  enow  of 
the  hills,  down  below  there.  I  said,  and  it  is  true, 
my  Search  is  sure.  So,  at  the  Kulu  woman's  house 
I  turned  hillward,  over-persuaded  by  myself.  Thero 
is  no  blame  on  the  hakim.  He  —  following  desire  — 
foretold  that  the  bills  would  make  m«  strong.  They 
strengthened  me  to  do  e\'il,  to  forget  my  Search.  I 
delighted  in  life  and  the  lust  of  life.  I  desired 
atrong  slopes  to  climb.  I  cast  about  to  find  thero. 
I  measured  the  strength  of  my  body,  which  is  evil, 
against  th?  high  hiUa.     I  made  a  mock  of  thee  when 
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breatb  came  short  under  Jamnotri.     I  jested 
when  thou  wouldst  not  face  the  snow  of  the  pass.' 

'  But  what  harm  ?  I  was  afraid.  It  was  just.  I 
am  not  a  hillman,  and  I  loved  thea  fur  thy  strength.' 
'  More  than  once  I  remember,'  he  rested  hia  cheek 
dolefully  ou  Ilia  hand,  '  I  sought  thy  praise  and  the 
hakim's  for  the  mere  strength  of  my  lega.  Thus  evil 
followed  evil  till  the  cup  was  full.  Just  is  the  Wheel  1 
All  Hind  for  three  years  did  me  all  honour.  From 
"&£  Fountain  of  Wisdom  in  the  Wonder  Ilouae  to '  — 
lie  smiled  — '  a  little  child  playing  by  a  big  gun  — 
the  world  prepared  my  road.     Why? ' 

Because  we  loved  thee.  It  is  only  tbe  fever  of 
Uov.  I  myself  am  still  sick  and  shaken.* 
No.  It  was  because  I  was  upon  tbe  Way  — 
turned  as  are  Si-nen  (cymbals)  to  the  purpose  of  the 
Law.  I  departed  from  that  ordinance.  The  tune 
was  broken.  Followed  the  punishment.  In  my  own 
I,  on  the  edge  of  my  own  country,  in  the  very 
tee  of  my  evil  desire,  comes  the  buffet  —  here  I ' 
He  touched  his  brow.  '  As  a  novice  is  beaten  when 
he  misplaces  the  cups,  bo  am  I  beaten,  wlio  was  abbot 
Suchzen.  !No  word,  look  you,  but  a  blow,  ckela.^ 
'  But  the  Sahib  did  not  know.  Holy  One  ? ' 
*  We  were  well  matched.  Ignorance  and  Luat  met 
lorance  and  Lust  upon  the  rond,  and  they  begat 
iger.  The  blow  was  a  sign  to  me,  who  am  no  better 
.ctOO'cd  yak,  that  my  place  is  not  here.     Wlic 


flun  r«ad  the  Cause  of  an  act  ia  half -waj  to  Fre 
"  Back  to  the  path  "  saya  the  Blow.  The  hills  ars 
not  for  thee.  Thou  canst  cot  choose  Freedom  and 
go  in  Bonda^  to  the  delight  of  life.' 

'  If  we  had  never  met  that  thrice-cursed  Husstan  \ ' 

*  Our  Lord  Himaelf  cannot  make  the  Wheel  swing 
backward.  And  for  my  merit  that  I  had  acquired  I 
gain  yet  another  sign.'  He  put  his  hand  in  his  h 
and  drew  forth  the  Wleel  of  Life.  '  Look !  1 1 
siderod  this  after  I  had  meditated.  There  i 
untora  by  the  idolater  no  more  than  the  breadth* 
my  finger-nail,' 

'I  we.' 

*  So  much,  then,  la  the  span  of  my  life  in  this  l 
I  have  served  the  Wheel  all  my  days.  Now  1 
Wheel  serves  me.  But  for  the  merit  I  have  acquired 
in  guiding  thee  upon  the  Way,  there  would  have  been 
added  to  me  yet  another  lifw  ere  I  had  found  my 
River,     Is  it  plain,  chela?' 

Kim  stared  at  the  brutally  disfigured  chart.  From 
left  to  right  diagonally  the  rent  ran  —  from  tha 
Eleventh  House  where  desire  gives  birth  to  the  child 
(as  it  is  drawn  by  Buddhists)  —  across  the  human 
and  animal  worlds,  to  the  Fifth  Hotise  —  the  empty 
house  of  the  senses.    The  logic  was  unanswerable, 

'  Before  our  Lord  won  Enlightenment,'  the  lama 
folded  all  away  with  reverence.  '  He  was  tempted, 
t  too  have  been  tempted,  but  it  is  finished. 
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Arrow  fell  in  the  Plains  —  not  in  the  Hills.     There- 
fore, what  do  we  here ! ' 

'  Shall  we  at  least  wait  for  the  hakimf  * 
'  I  know  how  long  I  live  in  thia  body.    What  can  a 
kakim  do  f ' 

*  Bat  thou  art  all  sick  and  shaken.  Thou  canat  not 
walk.' 

'  How  can  I  be  sick  if  I  aee  Freedom  ? '    He  roae 

wteadilf  to  his  feet. 

'  Then  I  must  get  food  from  the  village.     Oh,  the 
Y  road  I '     Kim  felt  that  he  too  needed  rest. 

'  That  is  lawf  uL     Let  us  eat  and  go.    The  Arrow 

L  in  Plains  .  .  .  but  I  irielded  to  desire.     Hake 

idy,  chela.' 

'  Kim  turned  to  the  woman  with  the  turquoiae  head- 
r  who  had  been  idly  pitching  pebbles  over  the  cliff. 
be  smiled  very  kindly. 

*  I  found  him  like  a  strayed  buffalo  in  a  rice-field 
(the  Babu;  snorting  and  sneezing  with  cold.     He 

B  80  hungry  that  he  forgot  his  dignity  and  gave  me 
fweet  words.  The  Sahibs  have  nothing.'  She  flung 
out  an  empty  palm.  '  One  is  very  sick  —  about  the 
stomach.     Tliy  work ! ' 

Kim  nodded  with  a  bright  eye. 
'  I  spoke  to  the  Bengali  first  —  and  to  the  people 
by  village  after.     The  Sahibs  will  be  given 
3y  need  it  —  nor  will  the  people  ask  money, 
e  plunder  is  already  distributed.    The  Babu  makep 
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Ijing  speeclies  to  the  SaMbs.    Wlij  docs  lie  not  IeB?a 
them  i ' 

'  Out  of  the  greatness  of  his  heart.' 

'  Was  never  a  Bengali  yet  had  one  bigger  than  » 
dried  wahaut.  But  it  ia  no  matter.  .  .  .  Now  as  M 
walnuts.  After  service  cornea  reward.  I  have  said 
the  village  ia  thine.' 

*  It  ia  my  loss,'  Kim  began.  '  Even  now  I  had 
planned  desirable  things  in  my  heart  which  —  there 
ia  no  need  to  go  through  the  eomplimenta  proper  to 
these  occasions.'  He  sighed  deeply  .  .  .  '  but  my 
master,  led  by  a  vision ' 

'  Huh  I  What  can  old  eyes  see  except  a  full  b^ 
ging-bowl  ? ' 

— '  Tnms  from  this  village  to  the  plains  again.' 

'  Bid  him  stay.' 

Kim  shook  his  head.  '  I  know  my  Holy  OnSy 
his  rage  if  he  be  croased,'  ho  replied  porteatoi 
'  His  curses  shake  the  hills.' 

'  Pity  they  did  not  save  him  from  a  broken  head! 
I  heard  that  thou  wast  the  tiger-hearted  one  who 
emote  the  Sahib.  Let  him  dream  a  little  longer. 
Stay  I' 

'  Hill-woman,'  said  Kim,  with  austerity  that  eonld 
not  harden  the  outlines  of  hia  young  oval  face, ' 
matters  arc  too  high  for  thee.' 

'  The  Gods  be  good  to  us !     Since  when  have  i 
and  women  been  other  than  men  and  women!' 
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*  A  priest  is  a  priest.  He  aays  be  will  go  upon  tliis 
hour.  I  am  his  chda,  and  I  go  with  him.  We  need 
food  for  the  road.  He  is  an  honoured  guest  in  all  the 
villages,  but '  —  he  broke  into  a  pure  boy's  grin  — 
*  the  food  here  is  good.     Give  me  eome.' 

'  What  if  I  do  not  give  it  thee  i  I  am  the  woman 
of  this  village.' 

'  Then  I  curae  thee  —  a  little  —  not  greatly,  but 
enough  to  remember.'     He  coiJd  not  help  smiling, 

'Thou  haat  cursed  me  already  by  the  down-dropped 
eyelash  and  the  uplifted  chin.  Curses  ?  What  should 
I  care  for  mere  words  ? '  She  clenched  her  hands 
upon  her  bosom.  .  ,  ,  '  But  I  would  not  have  thcc 
to  go  in  anger,  thinking  hardly  of  me  —  a  gatherer 
of  cow-dung  and  grass  at  Shamlegh,  but  still  a 
woman  of  substance.' 

*  I  think  nothing,'  said  Kim, '  but  that  I  am  grieved 
.  io  go,  for  I  am  very  tired,  and  that  we  need  food. 

fere  is  the  bag.' 

The  woman  snatched  it  angrily.  'I  was  foolish,' 
jAid  »he.  '  Who  is  thy  woman  in  the  plains  ?  Fair 
r  black  I  I  was  fair  once.  Laugbest  thoii !  Once, 
S;  ago,  if  thou  canst  believe  me,  a  Sahib  looked  on 
f  with  favour.  Once,  long  ago,  I  wore  European 
ies  at  the  Miasion-bouse  yonder.'  She  pointed 
towards  Kotgarh.  '  Once,  long  ago,  I  was  Ker-lts- 
ti-an  and  spoke  English  —  as  the  Sahiba  speak  it. 
J  Xea.  My  Sahib  said  he  w6uld  return  and  wed  me  — 
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jes,  wed  me.  He  went  away  —  I  had  nursed  Urn 
when  he  was  sick  —  but  he  never  returned.  Then  I 
saw  that  the  Gods  of  the  Kerlistians  !ied,  and  I  went 
hack  to  my  own  people.  ...  I  have  never  set  ej« 
on  a  Sahib  since.  (Do  not  laugh  at  me.  The  fit  is 
past,  little  pricatliug.)  Thy  face  and  thy  walk  and 
thy  fashion  of  speech  put  me  in  mind  of  my  Sahib, 
though  thouart  only  a  wandering  mendicant  to  whom 
I  give  a  dole.  Curse  me  ?  Thou  canst  neither  cone 
nor  bless  1 '  She  set  her  hands  on  her  hipe  and 
laughed  bitterly.  '  Thy  goda  are  lies;  thy  works  are 
lies ;  thy  words  are  lies.  There  are  no  Goda  under  all 
the  heavens.  I  know  it  .  ,  .  But  for  awhile  X 
thought  it  was  my  Sahib  come  back,  and  he  was  mj 
God.  Yes,  once  I  made  ratiaic  on  a  piano  in  the  Mis- 
fiion-house  at  Kotgarh.  Now  I  give  alms  to  priests 
who  are  heathen.'  She  wound  up  with  the  English 
word,  and  tied  the  mouth  of  the  brimming  bag. 

'  I  wait  for  thee,  chela,'  said  the  lama,  leaning 
against  the  door-poet. 

The  woman  swept  the  tall  figure  with  her  eyes. 
'  He  walk  ?  He  cannot  step  half  a  kosa.  Whither 
would  old  bones  go  ? ' 

At  this  Kim,  already  perplexed  by  the  Umn's  eo^ 
lapse  and  foreseeing  the  weight  of  the  bag,  fairly  lost 
his  temper. 

'  What  is  it  to  thee,  woman  of  ill-omea,  mban  ha 
goes!* 
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*  Nothing  —  but  something   to  thee,   priest  with 
Sahib's    face.      Wilt    thou    carry    him    on    thy 

Iders?' 

'  I  go  to  the  plains.  None  must  hinder  iny  return. 
I  have  wrestled  with  my  soul  till  I  am  strcngthlesa. 
Help  me,  chela,  tlie  stupid  body  is  spent,  and  we  are 
|br  from  the  plains.' 

^    '  Behold  I '  she  said  simply,  and  drew  aside  to  let 

Kim  see  his  own  utter  helplessness.     '  Curse  me. 

Maybe  it  will  give  him  strength.     Make  a  charm! 

Call  on  thy  great  God.     Thou  art  a  priest.'     She 

led  away. 

The  lama  had  squatted  limply,  still  holding  by  the 

door-post.    One  cannot  strike  down  an  old  man  that 

he  recovers  again  like  a  boy  in  a  night.     Weakness 

iwwed  him  to  the  earth,  but  his  eyes  that  hung  on 

were  alive  and  imploring. 

It  is  all  well,'  said  Kim.     '  It  is  the  thin  air  that 

ins  thee.     In  a  little  while  we  go !     It  is  the 

lUntain  sickness.    I  too  am  a  little  sick  at  stomach,' 

and  ho  knelt  and  comforted  with  such  poor 

irds  as  came  first  to  his  lips.     Then  the  woman  re- 

led,  more  erect  than  ever. 

Thy  Goda  useleas,  heh !     Try  mine.     /  am  the 

Oman  of  Shamlegh.'     She  hailed  hoarsely,  and 

there  came  out  of  a  cattle-pen  her  two  hosbanda  and 

three  others  witfi  a  dooli,  the  rude  native  U*ter  of  the 

that  they  use  for  carrying  the  sick  and  for  visits 
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of  state.     '  These  cattle,'  ehe  did  not  coodeecead 
look  at  them,  '  are  thine  for  so  long  as  thou  ehalt 
need.' 

'  But  we  will  not  go  Simla  way.  Wo  will  not  ga 
near  the  Sahibs/  cried  the  £rst  hushand. 

'  They  will  not  run  away  as  the  others  did,  nor  will 
they  steal  baggage.  Two  I  know  for  weaklings. 
Stand  to  the  rear-pole,  Sonoo  and  Taree.'  They 
oheyed  swiftly.  '  Lower  now,  and  lift  in  that  holy 
man.  I  will  see  to  the  Tfllage  and  your  Tirtnoua 
wires  till  ye  retnni.' 

'When  will  that  be!' 

'  Ask  the  priests.     Do  not  pester  me.     Xay 
food-bag  at  the  foot.     It  balances  better  so.' 

*  Oh,  Holy  One,  thy  hills  are  kinder  than 
plains  I '  cried  Kim,  relieved,  as  the  lama  tottered  ta 
the  litter.     '  It  is  a  very  king's  bed  —  a  place  of 
honour  and  ease.     And  we  owe  it  to * 

'  A  woman  of  ill-omen.  I  need  thy  blessings  as 
much  as  I  do  thy  curses.  It  is  mt/  order  and  none  of 
thine.  lift  and  away !  Hear  1  Hast  thou  money  for 
the  road ! ' 

She  beckoned  Kim  to  her  hut,  and  stooped  above 
a  battered  Engli-sh  cash-box  under  her  cot 

'  I  do  not  need  anything,'  said  Kim, 
where  he  should  have  been  grateful.  '  I  aj 
rudely  loaded  with  favours.' 

She  looked  np  with  a  curious  smile  and 
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oQ  hie  shonlder.  '  At  least,  thank  me.  I  am  fout 
faced  and  &  hill-womaQ,  but,  as  thy  talk  goes,  I  hava 
acquired  merit.  Shall  I  show  thee  bow  the  Sahibs 
render  thanks  ? '  and  her  hard  eyes  softened. 

'  I  am  but  a  wandering  priest,'  said  Kim,  his  eyes 
lighting  in  answer.  '  Thou  needest  neither  my  bless- 
ings  nor  my  cnrses.' 

*  Nay.  But  for  one  little  moment  —  thou  canst 
overtake  the  dooli  in  ten  strides  —  if  thou  wast  t 
Sahib,  shall  I  show  thee  what  tbou  wouldst  do  ? ' 

'  How  if  I  know,  though  ? '  said  Kim,  and  putting 
his  arm  around  her  waist,  he  kissed  her  on  the  cheek, 
adding  In  English :  '  Thank  you  verree  much,  my 


IT. 


Kissing  is  practically  unknown  among  Asiatics, 
which  may  have  been  the  reason  that  she  leaned  back 
vith  wide-open  eyes  and  a  face  of  panic. 

'  Next  time,'  Kim  went  on,  '  you  must  not  be  so 
sure  of  your  heathen  priests.  Now  I  say  good-bye.' 
He  held  out  bie  hand  English  fashion.  She  took  it 
mechanically.     '  Good-bye,  my  dear.' 

'  Good-bye,  and  —  and  —  '  she  was  remembering 
h«r  English  words  one  by  one  —  *  you  will  come  bade 
!     Good-bye,  and  —  thee  God  bless  you.' 

Half  an  hour  later,  as  the  creaking  litter  jolted  up 
the  hill  path  that  leads  south-easterly  from  Sham- 
legh,  Kill  saw  a  tiny  figure  at  the  hut  door  waving  a 
white  rag. 
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'  She  has  acquired  merit  beyond  all  others,'  eaii 
the  lama.  '  For  to  set  a  man  upon  the  way  to  Free- 
dom is  half  as  great  as  though  she  had  herself  found 
it.' 

'  Umm,'  said  Kim  thoughtfully,  considering  the 
paat.  '  It  may  he  that  I  hare  acquired  merit 
ftlfio.  ...  At  least  she  did  not  treat  me  like  a  child.' 
He  hitched  the  front  of  his  robe,  where  lay  the  slab 
©f  documents  and  maps,  re-etowed  the  precious  food- 
bag  at  the  lama's  feet,  laid  his  hand  on  the  litter  edge, 
and  buckled  down  to  the  slow  pace  of  the  gninting 
hnsbanda. 

'  These  also  acquire  merit,'  eaid  the  lama,  after 
three  miles. 

'  Ifore  than  that,  they  shall  be  paid  in  ailTer,' 
quoth  Kim.  The  Woman  of  Shamlegh  had  given  it 
to  him;  and  it  was  only  fair,  he  argued,  that  her  men 
should  earn  it  hack  again. 
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Pd  not  give  PODin  for  an  Emperor  — 

I'd  bold  my  road  for  a  King. 
To  the  Triple  Crown  Fd  not  bow  doiTD^ 

But  this  b  ft  different  Ihkig! 
JTl  not  flght  with  the  Powers  of  Air— 

Sentries  pass  him  through! 
Drawbridge  let  tall  —  He's  the  Lord  of  ub  oil  — 

The  Dreamer  whose  dream  came  true  I 

Th»  Skgftftht  Fabim. 

I^TWO  hundred  miles  north  of  Chini,  on  the  blue 
bade  of  Ladahk,  lies  Yankling  Sahib,  a  merry 
minded  man,  spy-glassing wrathfuUy  across  the  ridges 
for  Bome  sign  of  his  pet  tracker  —  a  man  from  Ao- 
chung.  But  that  renegade,  with  a  new  MannlJchef 
rifle  and  two  hundred  cartridges,  is  elsewhere,  shoot- 
ing musk-deer  for  the  market,  and  Yankling  Sahib 
will  learn  next  season  how  very  ill  ho  has  been. 

Tip  the  valleys  of  Bushahr  —  the  far-beholding 
eagles  of  the  Himalayas  swerve  at  his  new  blue-and- 
white  gored  umbrella  —  hurries  a  Bengali,  once  fat 
and  well-looking,  now  lean  and  weather-worn.  He 
has  received  the  thanks  of  t^'o  foreigners  of  distino- 
,  whom  he  has  piloted  not  unskilfully  to  Masho- 
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bra  toimel  whicb  leads  to  the  great  and  gay  f 
of  India.  It  was  not  his  fault  that,  blanketed  by  vH 
mists,  he  conveyed  them  past  the  telegraph  atatim 
and  EuropeaB  colony  of  Kotgarh.  It  was  not  his 
fault,  but  that  of  the  Goda,  of  whom  he  disconreed 
so  engagingly,  that  he  led  them  into  the  bordera  of 
Nahan,  where  the  Rajah  of  that  state  mistook  them 
for  deeerting  British  soldiery.  Hurree  Babu  es- 
plained  the  greatness  and  glory,  in  their  own  coantry, 
of  his  companions,  till  the  drowsy  kinglet  smiled. 
He  explained  it  to  every  one  who  asked  —  muir 
times  —  alond  —  variously.  He  begged  food,  ar- 
ranged accommodation,  proved  a  skilful  leech  for  ah 
injury  of  the  groin  —  sueh  a  blow  as  one  may  receive 
rolling  down  a  rock-covered  hillside  in  the  dark  — 
and  in  all  things  indispensable.  The  reason  of  his 
friendliness  did  him  credit.  With  millions  of  fellow- 
serfs,  he  had  learned  to  look  upon  Russia  as  the  great 
deliverer  from  the  North.  He  was  a  fearful  mBO. 
He  had  been  afraid  that  he  could  not  save  his  illns- 
triouB  employers  from  the  anger  of  an  excited  peas* 
antry.  He  himself  would  just  as  lief  hit  a  holy  man 
as  not,  but  .  .  .  He  was  deeply  grateful  and 
sincerely  rejoiced  that  he  had  done  hia  '  little  pos- 
sible '  towards  bringing  their  venture  to  —  barring 
the  lost  baggage  —  a  successful  issue.  He  had  for- 
gotten the  blows;  denied  that  any  blows  had  been 
dealt  that  unseemly  first  night  under  the  f 
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asked  neither  petLsion  nor  retaining  fee,  but,  if  they 
deemed  him  worthy,  would  they  write  bim  a  testi- 
monial? It  might  be  useful  to  him  later,  if  other, 
their  friends,  came  over  the  passes.  Ho  begged  them 
to  remember  him  in  their  future  greatnesses,  for  he 
*  opined  subtly  '  that  he,  even  he,  Kohendro  Lai  Dutt, 
^A.  of  Calcutta,  had  '  done  the  state  some  service.' 

They  gave  him  a  certificate  praising  hia  courtesy, 
Iielpfulness,  and  unerring  skill  as  a  guide.  He  put  it 
in  his  waist-belt  and  sobbed  with  emotion ;  they  had 
endured  bo  many  dangers  together.  He  led  them  at 
high  noon  along  crowded  Simla  Mall  to  the  Alliance 
Bank  of  Simla  where  they  wished  to  establish  tbeii 
identity.  Thence  he  vanished  like  a  dawn-cloud  on 
Jakko. 

Behold  him,  too  fine  d^a^vn  to  sweat,  too  pressed 
to  vaunt  the  drugs  in  his  little  brass-bouad  box, 
ascending  Sbamlegh  slope,  a  just  man  made  perfect. 

«AtclL  him,  all  Babudom  laid  aside,  smoking  at  noon 
B  cot,  while  a  woman  with  turquoiae-atudded  head- 
ar  points  south-easterly  across  the  bare  grass. 
Litters,  she  says,  do  not  travel  as  fast  aa  single  men, 
but  his  birds  should  now  be  in  the  plains.  The  Holy 
Man  would  not  stay  though  she  pressed  him.  The 
Babu  groans  ponderously,  girds  up  his  huge  loins, 
and  is  off  again.  He  does  not  care  to  travel  after 
dusk ;  but  his  days'  marches  —  there  is  none  to  enter 
^^om  in  a  book  —  would  astonish  folk  who  laugh  at 
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his  race.  Kindly  villages,  remembering  the 
drug-vendor  of  two  months  ago,  give  him  shelter 
against  evil  spirits  of  the  wood.  He  dreams  of  Ben- 
gali gods,  Umveraity  text-books  of  his  education,  anJ 
the  Royal  Society,  London,  England.  Next  da^rn 
the  bobbing  blue-and-white  timbrella  goes  forward. 

On  the  edge  of  the  Doon,  Mussoorie  well  behind 
them  and  the  plains  laid  out  in  golden  dusk  before, 
reats  a  worn  litter  in  which  —  all  the  hills  know  it  — ' 
lies  a  sick  lama  who  seeks  a  River  for  hia  healing. 
Villages  have  almost  come  to  blows  for  the  honour  at 
bearing  it,  and  not  only  has  the  lama  given 
blessings,  but  his  disciple  good  money  —  foil 
third  Sahib's  prices.  Twelve  miles  a  day  haa 
dooli  travelled,  aa  the  greasy,  rubbed  pole-ends  show, 
and  by  roads  that  few  Sahiba  use.  Over  the  Nilang 
Pass  in  storm  when  the  driven  snow-duat  filled  every 
fold  of  the  impassive  lama's  drapery;  between  the 
black  horns  of  Raieng  —  where  (hey  heard  the 
whistle  of  the  wild  goats  through  the  clouds ;  pitching 
and  strained  on  the  shale  below;  bard  held  between 
shoulder  and  clenched  jaw  when  they  rounded  the 
hideous  curves  of  the  Cut  Road  above  Bhagirati^ 
swinging  and  creaking  to  the  steady  jog-trot  of  the 
descent  into  the  Valley  of  the  Waters;  pressed  along 
the  steamy  levels  of  that  locked  valley;  np,  up  an3 
out  again,  to  meet  the  roaring  guata  off  Kedarnath; 
set  down  of  middays  in  the  dun-gloom  of  kindly  oak- 
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foreaU;  paased  from  village  to  village  in  dawn-chill, 
when  even  devotees  may  be  forgiven  for  swearing  at 
impatient  holy  men ;  or  by  torchlight,  when  the  least 
fearful  think  of  ghosts,  the  dooU  has  reached  her  last 
stage.  The  little  hillfolk  sweat  in  the  modified  heal 
of  the  lower  Sewalika,  and  gather  round  the  prieatu 
for  their  blesBing  and  their  wage. 

'  Ye  have  acquired  merit,'  says  the  lama.  '  Merit 
^^ereater  than  your  knowing.  And  ye  will  return  to 
^■te  hills,'  he  sighs. 

^H  '  Surely.     The  high  hills  as  soon  as  may  be.'     The 
^^fcarer  rubs  his  shoulder,  drinks  water,  spits  it  out 
^H^ain,  and  readjusts  his  grass  sandal.     T^ini  —  his 
^lace  is  drawn  and  tired  —  pays  very  small  silver 
from  his  belt,  heaves  out  the  food-bag,  sticks  an  oil- 
skin   packet  — ■  they    are    holy   writings  —  into    his 
bosom,  and  helps  the  lama  to  his  feet.    The  peace  has 
come  again  into  the  old  man's  eyes,  and  he  does  not 
look  for  the  hiUs  to  fall  down  and  crush  him  as  he 
did  that  terrible  night  when  they  were  delayed  by 
the  flooded  river. 

The  hillmen  pick  up  the  dooli  and  swing  out  of 
tight  between  the  scrub  clumps. 
^K  Thelama  raises  a  hand  to  the  rampart  of  the  Hima- 
^^nv3.  '  Kot  with  you,  O  blessed  among  all  hills,  fell 
^H|e  Arrow  of  Our  Lord  I  And  never  shall  I  breathe 
^^■ur  air  again.' 

^^B'  Bat  thou  art  ten  times  the  stronger  man  in  this 
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good  air,'  eaja  Kim,  for  to  bis  wearied  soul  s^ 
the  fat,  well-cropped,  kindly  plainB.     '  Here,  or  ]| 
abouts,  fell  the  arrow.    We  will  go  very  softly,  \ 
liaps  a  koss  a  day,  for  the  Search  is  stire.     Bat  t 
I  bag  weighs  heavy.' 

'  Ay,  oar  Search  is  sure.    I  have  come  out  of  great 
temptatioti.' 

It  was  never  more  than  a  couple  of  miles  a  diT 
now,  and  Kim's  shoulders  bore  all  the  weight  of  it  — 
the  burden  of  an  old  man,  the  burden  of  the  heaw 
food-bag  with  the  locked  books,  the  load  of  the  writ- 
ings on  his  heart,  and  the  details  of  the  daily  routine. 
He  begged  in  the  dawn,  aet  blankets  for  the  lama's 
meditation,  held  the  weary  head  on  his  lap  through 
the  noonday  heats,  fanning  away  the  flies  till  his 
wrist  ached,  begged  again  in  the  evenings,  and 
rubbed  the  lama's  feet,  who  rewarded  him  with  pro 
ise  of  Freedom  —  to-day,  to-morrow,  or,  at  fni 
the  next  day. 

'  Never  was  such  a  chela.  I  doubt  at  times  whethev 
Ananda  more  faithfully  nursed  our  Lord.  And  thou 
art  a  Sahib  ?  When  I  was  a  man  —  a  long  time  age 
' — I  forgot  that.  Now  I  look  upon  thee  often,  antJ 
every  time  I  remember  that  thou  art  a  Sahib.  It  a 
strange.' 

*  Thou  hast  said  there  is  neither  \ 
Why  plague  me  with  this  talk,  Holy  C 
[432] 


ith  prc^^^ 
fortl^l 


r  black  nor  ^v^^^| 
dyOoet    le^H 


KIM 


rub  the  other  foot.  It  vexes  me.  I  am  not  a  Sahib. 
I  am  thj  chela,  and  mj  head  is  heavy  on  mj 
shoulders.' 

'  Patience  a  little  I  We  will  reach  Treedom  to- 
gether. Then  thou  and  I,  upon  the  far  bank  of  the 
Eiver,  will  look  back  upon  our  lives  as  in  the  hills  we 
saw  our  day's  marches  laid  out  behind  us.  Perhaps 
I  was  once  a  Sahib.' 

'  Was  never  a  Sahib  like  thee,  I  swear  it.' 
'  I  am  certain  the  Keeper  of  the  Images  in  the 
if onder  House  was  in  past  life  a  very  wiae  Abbot. 
1  his  spectacles  do  not  make  my  eyes  see. 
lere  fall  shadows  when  I  would  look  steadily.     No 
fttter  —  we  know  the  tricks  of  the  poor  stupid  car- 
e  —  shadow  changing  to  another  shadow.     I  am 
ind  by  the  illasion  of  time  and  space.     How  far 
3  we  to-day  in  the  flesh  3 ' 
' Perhaps  half  a  koas.'     Threequarters  of  a  mile, 
and  it  was  a  weary  march. 

'  Half  a  koss.  Ha  I  I  went  ten  thousand  thousand 
in  the  spirit.  How  we  are  all  lapped  and  swathed 
and  swaddled  in  these  senseless  things.'  He  looked 
at  his  thin  blue-veined  hand  that  found  the  beads  so 
heavy,  '  Chela,  hast  thou  never  a  wish  to  leave  me  ! ' 
Kim  thought  of  the  oilakin  packet  and  the  books 
JB  the  food-bag.  If  some  one  duly  authorised  would 
B  delivery  of  them  the  Great  Game  might 
lay  itself  for  aught  be  then  cared.  He  was  tired 
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taui  hot  in  his  besd,  aod  a  cougli  tliat  came  from 
stomach  worried  him. 

'  No/  he  said  almost  Eternlj.  '  I  am  not  a  dog  dt 
a  snake  to  bite  when  I  have  learned  to  love.* 

'  Thou  art  too  tender  for  me.' 

'  Not  that  either.  I  have  moved  in  one  matter 
without  consulting  thee.  I  have  sent  a  message  to 
the  Kulu  woman  by  that  woman  who  gave  ua  the 
goat's  iTiilk  this  mom,  saying  that  thou  wast  a  little 
feeble  and  would  need  a  Utter.  I  beat  myself  in  my 
mind  that  I  did  not  do  it  when  we  entered  the  Doon. 
We  stay  in  this  place  tiU  the  Utter  returns.' 

*  I  am  content.  She  is  a  woman  with  a  heart  of 
gold,  as  thou  sayest,  but  a  talker  —  something  of  a 
talker.' 

'  She  will  not  weary  thee.  I  faftve  looked  to  that 
also.  Holy  One,  m^-  heart  is  very  heavy  for  my 
many  carelessnesses  towards  thee.'  A  catch  rose  in 
his  throat.  '  I  have  walked  thee  too  far;  I  have  not 
picked  good  food  always  for  thee;  I  have  not  consid- 
ered the  heat;  I  have  talked  to  people  on  the  road 
and  left  thee  alone.  ...  I  have  —  I  have  .  ,  . 
Sai  mail  But  I  love  thee  .  ■  .  and  it  ia  all  too 
late.  ...  I  was  a  child.  .  .  .  Oh  why  was  I  not 
a  man?  .  ,  .'  Overcome  by  strain,  fati^e,  and  the 
weight  beyond  his  years,  Kim  broke  down  and  sobbed 
at  the  lama's  feet. 

'  What  a  to  do  is  here,'  said  the  old 
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.  hast  Dover  stepped  a  hair's  breadth  from  th6 
"Way  of  Obedience.  Neglect  me  i  Child  —  I  have 
lived  on  thy  strength  as  an  old  tree  lives  on  the  lime 
of  a  new  wall.  Day  by  day,  since  Shamlegh  Doun, 
I  have  stolen  strength  from  thee.  Therefore,  not 
throagh  any  sin  of  thine,  art  thou  weakened.  It  is 
the  body  —  the  silly,  stupid  body  —  that  speaks  now. 
Ifot  the  assured  soul.  Be  comforted!  Know  the 
devils,  at  least,  that  thou  fightest.  They  are  earth- 
bom  —  children  of  illusion.  We  will  go  to  the 
woman  fr©m  Kulu.  She  shall  acquire  merit  in  hous- 
ing us,  and  specially  in  tending  me.  Thou  sbalt  run 
free  till  strength  returns,  I  had  forgotten  the  stupid 
body.  If  there  be  any  blame,  I  bear  it.  But  we  are 
too  olose  to  the  gates  of  deliverance  to  weigh  blame. 
I  could  praise  thee,  but  what  need  ?  In  a  little  —  in 
a  very  little  —  we  shall  sit  beyond  all  needs,' 

And  80  he  petted  and  comforted  Kim  with  wise 
flaws  and  grave  texts  on  that  little  understood  beast, 
our  body,  who,  being  but  a  delusion,  insists  on  posing 
as  the  soul,  to  the  darkening  of  the  Way,  and  the  im- 
mense multiplication  of  unnecessary  devils. 

'  Hai !  hai  1  Let  us  talk  of  the  woman  from  Kulu, 
Think  you  she  will  ask  another  charm  for  her  grand- 
aons?  When  I  was  a  young  man,  a  very  long  time 
ago,  I  was  plagued  with  these  vapours,  and  some 
others,  and  I  went  to  an  abbot  —  a  very  holy  man 
1  a  seeker  after  truth,  though  then  I  knew  it  not 
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Sit  np  and  listen,  cMld  of  my  soul !  My  tale  was  tdi 
Said  he  to  me,  "  Chela,  know  this.  There  arc  main 
lies  in  the  world,  and  not  a  few  liars,  but  there  art 
no  liars  like  our  bodies,  except  it  be  the  sensations  of 
our  bodies,"  Considering  this  I  was  comforted,  ao.i 
of  bis  great  favour  he  suffered  me  to  drink  tea  in  hit 
presence.  Suffer  me  now  to  drink  tea,  for  I  »d 
thirsty.' 

With  a  laugh  above  hia  tears,  Elim  kissed  tha 
lama's  feet,  and  went  about  tea-making. 

'  Thou  leanest  on  me  in  the  body,  Holy  One,  bat 
I  lean  on  thee  for  all  other  things.  Dost  thou  know 
itC 

'I  bare  guessed  maybe,'  and  the  lama's  eyei 
twinkled.     '  We  must  change  that.' 

So,  when  with  scufflings  and  scrapings  and  a  hot 
air  of  importance,  paddled  up  nothing  less  than  the 
Sahiba's  pet  palanquin  sent  twenty  miles,  witt  that 
same  grizzled  old  Ooiya  servant  in  charga,  and  when 
they  reached  the  disorderly  order  of  the  long  white 
rambling  house  behind  Saharunpore,  the  lama  took 
bis  own  measures. 

Said  the  Sahiba  cheerily  from  an  upper  window, 
after  compliments :  '  What  is  the  good  of  aa  old 
woman's  advice  to  an  old  man  ?  I  told  thee  —  I  told 
thee.  Holy  One,  to  keep  an  eye  upon  the  chela.  How 
didst  thou  do  it  ?  l^ever  answer  me  I  I  know.  Hs 
has  been  mmiing  among  the  women. 
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^^Bes  —  boDow  and  annk !     And  the  Betraying  I 
^^Bom  the  nose  down.     He  has  been  sifted  ont  1    Fief" 
^^Ke  1     And  a  priest,  too  I ' 
^^■Kim  looked  up  almost  too  weaiy  to  smile,  shaking 

his  head  in  denial. 

'  Do  not  jest,'  said  the  lama.     *  That  time  is  done. 

We  are  here  upon  great  matters.     A  sickness  of  soul 

took  me  in  the  hills,  and  him  a  sickness  of  the  body. 

Since  then  I  have  lived  upon  hia  strength  —  eating 


'  Children  together  —  young  and  old,'  she  sniffed, 
bat  forbore  to  make  any  new  jokes.  '  May  this  pres- 
ent hospitality  restore  ye.  Hold  awhile  and  I  will 
come  to  gossip  of  the  high  good  hills,' 

At  evening  time  —  her  son-io-law  was  returned,  so 
she  did  not  need  to  go  on  inspection  round  the  farm 
—  ehe  won  to  the  meat  of  the  matter,  explained  low- 
Toicedly  by  the  lama.  The  two  old  heads  nodded 
Tirisely  together.  Tfim  had  staggered  to  a  room  with 
A  cot  in  it,  and  was  dozing  soddenly.  The  lama  had 
forbidden  him  to  set  blankets  or  get  food. 

'  I  know  —  I  know.     Who  but  I  ? '  she  cackled. 

'  We  who  go  down  to  the  buming-ghats  clutch  at  the 

Jtands  of  those  coming  up  from  the  river  of  life  with 

water-jars.     Yes,  brimming  water-jars.     I  did 

Le  boy  wrong.     He  lent  thee  hia  strength?     It  is 

le  that  the  old  eat  the  young  daily.     Stands  now 

it  we  must  restore  him.' 
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*  Thou  haat  many  times  acquired  merit' 

'  liy  merit.  What  13  itt  Old  bag  of  bones  tnalc- 
ing  curries  for  men  who  do  not  ask  "  Who  cooked 
this ! "  Now  if  it  were  etored  up  for  my  grand- 
son  '  ] 

'  He  that  had  the  belly-pain  ? ' 

'  To  think  tbe  Holy  One  remembers  (hat.  I  must 
tell  his  mother.  It  ia  most  singular  honour  [  "  He 
that  had  the  belly-pain  "  —  straightway  the  Holy 
One  remembered.     She  will  be  proud.* 

'  My  chela  is  to  me  as  is  a  eon  to  the  unenlightened.' 

'  Say  grandson,  rather.  Mothers  have  not  the  wis- 
dom of  our  years.  If  a  child  cries  they  say  lUe 
heavens  are  falling.  Now  a  grandmother  is  far 
enough  separated  from  the  pain  of  bearing  and  the 
pleasure  of  giving  tbe  breast  to  consider  whether  a 
cry  is  pure  wickedness  or  the  wind.  And  since  then 
apeakest  once  again  of  wind,  when  last  the  Holy  One 
was  here,  maybe  I  offended  in  pressing  for  charms.' 

'  Sister,'  said  the  lama,  using  that  form  of  add«fll 
a  Buddhist  monk  may  sometimes  employ  towai^^H 
nun,  *  if  charms  comfort  thee '  ^^^| 

'  They  are  better  than  ten  thousand  hoJcims? 

'  I  say,  if  they  comfort  thee,  I  who  was  Abbot  of 
€nch-zen,  will  make  as  many  as  thou  mayest  desire. 
I  have  never  seen  thy  face * 

'  That  even  tbe  monkeys  who  steal  oar  loqwtto;^'  1 
count  for  a  gain.     Hee  I  hee  I ' 
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ft3  he  who  sleeps  there  said,'  he  nodded  at  the 
6hut  door  of  the  guest-chamber  across  the  forecourt, 
*  thou  hast  a  heart  of  gold.  .  .  .  And  be  is  in  the 

Erit  my  very  "  grandson  "  to  me.' 
'  Good  I  I  am  the  Holy  One's  cow,'  this  was  pure 
nduism,  but  the  lama  never  heeded.  '  I  am  old. 
1  have  borne  sons  in  the  body.  Oh  once  I  could 
please  men !  Now  I  can  cure  theuL'  He  heard  her 
Hvmlets  tinkle  as  though  she  bared  arms  for  action. 
Hj  will  take  over  the  boy  and  dose  him,  and  stuff  him, 
^bd  make  him  all  whole.  Hai !  hai !  We  old  peciple 
^■tow  something  yet.' 

■  Wherefore  when  Kim,  aching  in  every  bone, 
opened  his  eyes,  and  would  go  to  the  cook-house  to 
get  his  master's  food,  he  found  strong  coercion  about 
n,  and  a  veiled  old  figure  at  the  door,  flanked  by 
!  griided  manservant,  who  told  him  precisely  the 

f  things  that  he  was  on  no  account  to  do, 
*  Thou  must  have  —  thou  shalt  have  nothing. 
"Bat?  A  locked  box  in  which  to  keep  holy  books? 
li,  that  is  another  matter.  Heavens  forbid  I  should 
me  between  a  priest  and  his  prayers !  It  shall  be 
ronght,  and  thou  shalt  keep  the  key,' 
They  pushed  the  coffer  under  his  cot,  and  Kim 
lut  away  Mahbub's  pbtol,  the  oilskin  packet 
\  letters,  and  the  locked  books  and  diaries,  with 
groan  of  relief.  For  some  absurd  reason  their 
eight  on  his  shoulders  was  nothing  to  their  weight 
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OD  bt9  poor  mind.     His  neck  ached  und^  it  <f 
mghts. 

'  Thine  IB  a  sickness  nncommon  in  7011th  theae 
days :  for  young  folk  have  given  up  tending  theii 
betters.  The  remedy  is  sleep,  and  certain  drugs,' 
Baid  the  Sahiba. 

She  brewed  drinks,  in  some  mysterious  AsJa^ 
equivalent  to  the  still-room  —  drenches  that  smelt 
pestiJently  and  tasted  worse.  She  stood  over  Kim  till 
they  went  down  and  inquired  exhaustively  after  they 
had  come  up.  She  laid  a  taboo  upon  the  forecourt, 
and  enforced  it  by  means  of  an  armed  man.  It  if 
true  he  was  seventy  odd,  that  his  scabbarded  swort! 
ceased  at  the  hilt;  but  he  represented  the  authority 
of  the  Sahiba,  and  loaded  wains,  chattering  servants, 
calves,  dogs,  hens,  and  the  like,  fetched  a  wide  com- 
pass by  those  parts.  Best  of  all,  when  the  body  was 
cleared,  she  cut  out  from  the  mass  of  poor  relations 
that  crowded  the  back  of  the  buildings  —  household 
dogs,  we  name  them  —  a  cousin's  widow,  skilled  in 
vhat  Europeans,  who  know  very  little  about  it^  c 
massage.  And  the  two  of  them,  laying  him  east  ^ 
west,  that  the  mysterious  earth-currents  which  t 
the  clay  of  our  bodies  might  help  and  not  hinder,  took 
liim  to  pieces  all  one  long  afternoon  —  bone  by  bone, 
muscle  by  muscle,  ligament  by  ligament,  and  lastly, 
nerve  by  nerve.  Kneaded  to  irresponsible  pulp,  half 
hypnotised  by  the  perpetual  flick  and  readjoBtE 
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.}f  the  oneasy  chvdders  that  veiled  their  eyes,  Kim 
slid  ten  thousand  miles  into  slomber  —  thirty-six 
hours  of  it  —  sleep  that  soaked  Uke  rain  after 
clrought. 

Then  she  fed  him,  and  the  hoase  spun  to  her 
clamour.  She  caused  fowls  to  be  slain;  she  sent  for 
vegetables,  and  the  sober,  slow-tbinking  gardener, 
nigh  as  old  as  she,  sweated  for  it;  she  took  spices,  and 
milk,  and  onion,  with  little  fish  from  the  brooks  — 
anon  limes  for  sherbets,  quails  of  the  pit,  then 
chicken  livers  upon  a  skewer,  with  sliced  ginger  be- 
tween. 

'  I  have  seen  something  of  this  world,*  she  said 
over  the  crowded  trays,  '  and  there  are  but  two  sorta 
of  women  in  it  —  those  who  take  the  strength  out  of 
-  a  man  and  those  who  pnt  it  back.  Once  I  was  that 
one,  and  now  I  am  this.  Nay  —  do  not  play  the 
priestling  with  me.  Mine  was  but  a  jest.  If  it  does 
not  hold  good  now,  it  will  when  thou  takest  the  road 
again.  Cousin  *  —  this  to  the  poor  relation,  never 
wearied  of  extolling  her  patroness's  charity  — '  he  is 
getting  a  bloom  on  the  skin  of  a  new-curried  horse, 
Our  work  is  like  polishing  jewels  to  be  thrown  to  a 
dance^rl  —  eh  ? ' 

Kim  eat  up  and  smiled.  The  terrible  weakness 
had  dropped  from  him  like  an  old  shoe.  His  tongue 
itched  for  free  speech  again,  and  but  a  week  back  the 
lighteet  word  clogged  it  like  ashes.     The  pain  in  hia 


neck  (he  must  have  caught  it  from  tbe  Ittoui)  ] 
gone  with  the  heav^  dengue-aches  and  the  ovil  t 
in  his  mouth.     The  two  old  womeu,  a  little,  bat  4 
much  more  careful  about  their  veils  now,  cliu^ed  j 
menily  as  the  hens  that  had  entered  picking  tbroagb 
the  open  door. 

'  Where  is  my  Holy  One  ? '  he  demanded. 

'  Hear  him  I  Thy  Holy  One  is  well,'  ahe  anaa 
viciously.  '  Though  that  is  none  of  his  merit. 
I  a  charm  to  make  hini  wise,  I'd  sell  my  jewels 
buy  it.  To  refuse  good  food  —  that  I  cooked  n 
■ —  and  go  roving  into  the  £elds  for  two  nights  a 
empty  belly  —  and  to  tumble  into  a  brook  at  dial 
of  it  Call  you  that  holiness !  Then,  when  he  1 
nearly  broken  what  thou  hast  left  of  my  heart  with 
anxiety  he  telk  mc  that  he  has  acquired  merit.  OIi 
how  like  are  all  men  I  No,  that  was  not  it  —  he  tcll< 
me  that  he  is  freed  from  all  sin.  f  could  have  toli{ 
him  that  before  he  wetted  himself  all  over. 
Well  now  —  this  happened  a  week  ago  —  bat  1 
me  such  holiness !  A  babe  of  three  wool 
better.  Do  not  fret  thyself  for  the  Holy  One.  i 
keeps  both  eyes  on  thee  when  he  is  not  wadingj 
brooks.' 

'  I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  him.     1 1 
.j^efjitJUIt  the  days  and  nights  passed  like  bars  of  H 
and  black,  opening  and  shutting.    I  wae  not  a 
■  only  tired.' 
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.  lethargy  that  comes  by  right  some  few  score 
B  later.     But  it  is  all  done  now.' 
tfah&raBee,'  Kim  began,  but  led  by  the  look  inher 
!eye,  changed  it  to  the  title  of  plain  love  —  *  Mother, 
I  owe  my  life  to  thee.     How  shall  I  make  thanks  1 

l&eti  thousand  blessings  upon  thy  house  and * 

^B*  The  house  be  unblessed.'  (It  ia  impossible  to  give 
Hketly  the  old  lady's  word.)  '  Thank  the  Gods  as  a 
priest  if  thou  wilt,  but  thank  me  if  thou  carest  as  a 
son.  Heavens  above  !  Have  I  shifted  thee  and  lifted 
thee  and  slapped  and  twisted  thy  ten  toes  to  find  texts 
flnng  at  my  head?  Somewhere  a  mother  must  have 
borne  thee  —  to  break  her  heart.  What  used  thou  to 
her I     Son  ? ' 

*  I  had  no  mother,  my  mother,'  said  Kim.     '  She 

rd,  they  tell  me,  when  I  was  young.' 
'  Hai  mai !  Then  none  can  say  I  have  robbed  her 
aoy  right  if,  when  thou  takest  the  road  again  and 
this  house  is  but  one  of  a  thousand  used  for  shelter 
and  forgotten,  after  an  easy  flung  blessing.  No  mat- 
ter.     I  need  no  blessings,  but  —  but '     She 

stamped  her  foot  at  the  poor  relation :  '  Take  up  the 

Fys  to  the  house.    What  is  the  good  of  stale  food  in 
I  room,  oh  woman  of  ill-omen  ? ' 
'  I  ha  —  have  borne  a  son  in  ray  time  too,  but  he 
died,'  whimpered  the  bowed  sister  figuro  uc.^.-.       *"'■  ' 
chudder.    *  Thou  knoweat  he  died  I  I  only  watted  for 
i  order  to  take  away  the  tray.' 
[«3] 
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1  '  It  is  I  that  am  tlia  woman  of  ill-onicn,*  erifrt  ih" 
old  kdy  penitently.  '  We  that  go  do^vn  to  the  cftat 
tris  (the  big  umbrellas  above  the  burning-gliati 
where  the  priests  take  their  last  dues),  clutch  hard  at 
the  bearers  of  the  cJiaiUs  (water- jars — young  folk 
fuU  of  the  pride  of  life,  she  meant,  but  the  pun  ia 
clumsy).  When  one  cannot  dance  in  the  festival  OBO 
must  e'en  look  out  of  the  window,  and  grandmother 
ing  takes  all  a  woman's  time.  Thy  master  gives  at 
all  the  charms  I  now  desire  for  my  daughter's  eldest, 
by  reason  —  is  it  ?  —  that  he  is  wholly  free  from  sin. 
The  hakim  is  brought  very  low  these  days.  He  goes 
about  poisoning  my  servants  for  lack  of  their  betten.' 

'  What  hakim,  mother? ' 

'  That  very  Dacca  man  who  gave  me  the  pill  whidt 
rent  mo  in  three  pieces.  He  cast  up  like  a  strayed 
camel  a  week  ago,  vowing  that  he  and  thou  had  been 
blood-brothers  together  up  Eulu  way,  and  feigning 
great  anxiety  for  thy  health.  He  was  very  thin  and 
hungry,  so  I  gave  orders  to  have  him  stuffed  too  — 
him  and  his  anxiety,'  ^^ 

'  I  would  see  him  if  he  is  here.'  JH 

'He  eats  five  times  a  day,  and  lances  boils  fat 
the  villagers  to  save  himself  from  an  apoplexy.  He 
is  80  fuU  of  anxiety  for  thy  health  that  ha 
sticks  to  the  cook-house  door  and  stays  himself 
■with  scrape.  He  will  keep.  We  shall  never  get  a^. 
of  him.' 
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*  Bend  him  here,  mother,'  —  the  twinkle  returned 
to  Kim's  eye  for  a  flash  — '  and  I  will  try.' 

'  I'll  send  him,  but  to  chase  him  ofE  ia  an  ill  turn. 
At  least  he  had  the  sense  to  fish  the  Holy  One  out  of 
the  brook.  Thus,  as  the  Holy  One  did  not  say,  ac- 
quiring merit.' 

'  He  ifl  a  very  wise  hahitn.     Send  him,  mother.' 

'  Priest  praising  priest,  a  miracle  I  If  he  is  any 
friend  of  thine  (ye  squabbled  at  your  last  meeting) 
I'll  hale  him  here  with  horse  roiJea  and  —  and  give 
him  a  caste  dinner  afterwards,  my  son.  .  .  .  Get 
up  and  see  the  world !  This  lying  abed  is  the  mother 
of  seventy  devils  .  .  .  my  3on  I  my  aon  1 ' 

She  trotted  forth  to  raise  a  typhoon  off  the  cook- 
house, and  almost  on  her  shadow  rolled  in  the  Babu, 
robed  as  to  the  shoulders  like  a  Boman  emperor, 
jowled  like  Titus,  bare-headed,  with  now  patent 
leather  shoes,  in  highest  condition  of  fat,  exuding  joy 
and  salutations. 

*  By  Jove,  Ulster  O'Hara,  but  I  am  jolly  glad  to 
pcp  you.  I  will  b'ndly  shut  the  door.  It  is  a  pity 
yon  are  sick.     Are  you  very  sick  i ' 

'  The  papers  —  the  papers  from  the  kUta.  The 
;',;ipa  and  the  muraslat'  He  held  out  the  key  im- 
li:(tiently:  for  the  present  need  on  his  soul  was  to  get 
rid  of  the  loot. 

'  You  are   quite   right.     That   is  correct  depart- 
1  view  to  take.     You  have  got  everytbingt' 
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'  All  that  was  handwritten  in  the  kilta  I  took,  j 
rest  I  threw  down  the  hill.'  He  could  hear  the  ^ 
grate  in  the  lock,  the  sticky  puU  of  the  slow-r 
oil-cloth,  and  a  quick  shuffling  of  papers. 
been  annoyed  out  of  all  reason  by  the  knowledge  thai 
they  lay  below  him  through  the  sick  idle  daya — ■ 
burden  incommunicable.  Por  that  reason  the  blood 
tingled  tlirough  hla  body,  when  Hurree,  skipping  elfr 
phantinely,  shook  hands  again. 

'This  ia  fiael  This  is  finest!  Mister  O'Haral 
Ton  have  —  ha  I  ba  I  —  swiped  the  whole  bag  al 
tricks  —  locks,  stocks,  and  barrels.  They  told  me  it 
was  eight  months'  work  gone  up  the  spouts!  By 
IJ^ove,  how  they  beat  me!  .  .  .  Look,  here  is  tho 
'  letter  from  Hilas ! '  He  intoned  a  line  or  two  of 
court  Persian,  which  is  the  language  of  authorised 
and  unauthorised  diplomacy.  '  Mister  Raja  Sahib 
has  just  about  put  his  foot  in  the  holes.  He  will  baT» 
to  explain  offeecially  how  the  deuce  an'  aU  he  is  writ- 
ing love-letters  to  the  Czar,  And  they  are  very  cim- 
ning  maps  .  .  .  and  there  is  three  or  four  Prime 
Ministers  of  these  parts  implicated  by  correspond- 
ence. By  Gad,  Sar  1  The  British  Government  will 
change  the  succession  in  Hilas  and  Bunar,  and  nomi- 
nate new  heirs  to  the  throne.  "  Treason  most  bi 
.  .  .  but  you  do  not  understand  ?     Eh ! ' 

'  Are  they  in  thy  hands  ? '  said  Kim.    It  m* 
cared  for. 
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'  Just  you  jolly  well  bet  yoareelf  they  are.'  ^fl 
stowed  the  entire  trove  about  bis  body,  as  only  Oriett  ' 
tak  can.  '  Tbey  are  going  up  to  the  office,  too.  The 
old  lady  thinks  I  am  a  permanent  fixtnre  here,  but  I 
shall  go  away  with  these  straight  ofiE  —  immediately. 
Mr.  Xnrgan  will  be  proud  man.  You  are  offeecially 
subordinate  to  me,  but  I  shall  embody  your  name  in 
my  verbal  report.  It  is  a  pity  we  are  uot  allowod 
written  reports.  We  Bengalis  excel  in  the  exact 
Bcience.'  He  tossed  batik  the  key  and  ehowed  the 
box  empty. 

'  Good.  That  is  good.  I  was  very  tired.  Ity  Holy 
One  was  sick,  too.     And  did  he  fall  into ' 

'  Oah  yess.  I  am  his  good  friend,  I  tell  you.  H« 
was  behaving  very  strange  when  I  came  down  after 
you,  and  I  tliought  perhaps  he  might  have  the  papers. 
I  followed  bim  on  his  meditations,  and  to  discuss 
ethnological  points  also.  You  see,  I  am  verree  small 
person  here  nowadays,  in  comparison  with  all  his 
charms.  By  Jove,  O'Hara,  do  you  know,  he  is 
afBicted  with  infirmity  of  fits.  Yess,  I  tell  you.  Cata- 
leptic, too,  if  not  also  epileptic.  I  found  him  in 
Bnch  a  state  under  a  tree  in  articuh  mortem,  and  h« 
jumped  up  and  walked  into  a  brook  and  he  was  nearly 
drowned  bnt  for  me.     I  pulled  him  out.' 

'  Because  I  was  not  there,'  said  Kim.  '  He  might 
hare  died.' 

*  Tea,  he  might  have  died,  but  he  is  dry  now,  and 
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IMerte  he  bea  imdergone  transfiguration.'  The  Babo 
lapped  his  forehead  knowinglj.  '  I  took  notes  of  hk 
statements  for  Royal  Society  —  in  posse,  Yat 
mnst  make  haste  and  be  quite  well  and  come  back  to 
fiimla,  and  I  will  tell  you  all  my  tale  at  Lorgaa'a.  It 
was  splendid.  The  bottoms  of  their  tronseis  mn 
guite  torn,  and  old  Nahan  Kaja,  he  thoogfat  UiQr 
were  European  eoldiers  deserting.' 

'  The  Hussians  ?  How  long  were  they  with  tlMet' 
'  One  was  a  Frenchman.  Oh,  days  and  days  mi 
days  I  Now  all  the  hill-people  believe  all  Buuuuis 
are  all  beggars.  By  Jove  I  they  had  not  one  damn 
thing  that  I  did  not  get  them.  And  I  told  the  com- 
mon people  —  oah,  such  tales  and  anecdotes  1  I  vriB 
tell  you  at  old  Lurgan'a  when  you  come  up.  We  wQl 
have  —  all  —  a  night  out !  It  is  feather  in  both  our 
capa  1  Yesfl,  and  they  gave  me  a  certificate.  That  It 
creaming  joke.  You  should  have  seen  them  at  tlie 
Alliance  Bank  identifying  themselves.  And  thanlc 
Almighty  God  you  got  their  papers  so  well !  Ton  do 
not  laugh  very  much,  but  you  shall  laugh  when  jTon 
are  well.  Now  I  will  go  straight  to  the  railway  and 
get  out.  You  shall  have  all  sorts  of  credits  for  your 
game.  When  do  you  come  along?  We  ure  veiy 
proud  of  you  though  you  gave  us  great  frights 
especially  ilahbub.' 

'  Ay,  IVIahbub.     And  where  is  he  ?  * 
'  Selling  horses  in  this  vi-cinity,  of  couise.' 
[448] 


He  crossed  his  hands  on  hi^  Isp  and  smiled,  as  ^  miin 
SaJvation  for  himself  and  his  beloved. 
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'Here I     Why?    Speak  slowly-    There  ia  a  thick- 
)  in  my  head  still.* 

lie  B&bu  looked  shyly  down  his  nose.    '  WeS,  you 

I,  I  am  fearful  man,  and  I  do  not  like  responsibO- 

You  were  sick,  you  see,  and  I  did  not  know 

fere  deuce  and  all  the  papers  were,  and  if  so,  how 

py.     So  when  I  had  come  down  here  I  slipped  in 

Ivate  wire  to  Mahbob  —  he  was  at  Meemt  for 

!  iscee  —  and  I  tell  him  how  case  stands.     He  comes 

up  with  his  men  and  be  consorts  with  the  lama,  and 

then  be  calls  me  a  fool,  and  la  very  rude ' 

*  But  wherefore  —  wherefore  ? ' 

*  That  is  what  /  ask.  I  only  suggest  that  if  any- 
one steals  the  papers  I  should  like  some  good  strong, 
brave  men  to  rob  them  back  again.  You  see  they  are 
vitally  important,  and  Mahbab  Ali  he  did  not  know 
where  you  were.' 

'  Mahbub  AH  to  rob  the  Sahiba'a  house!  Thou  art 
mad,  Babu,'  said  Bam  with  indignation. 

'  I  wanted  the  papers.  Snppose  she  had  8tol» 
them.  It  was  only  practical  suggestion,  I  think.  Yoa 
are  not  pleased,  eh ! ' 

A  native  proverb  —  nnqaotahle  —  showed  th* 
blackness  of  Sim's  disapprovaL 

*  Well,' — Hurree  sbmgged  his  shoulders, — '  there 
is  DO  accounting  for  thee  taste.  Mahbub  was  angry 
too.  He  has  sold  horses  all  about  Iierc,  and  he  says 
Did  lady  is  pukha  (thorough)  old  lady  and  would  not 
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eondeacetid  to  such  nngeotleinanlv  tHnga  7  do  not 
care.  I  have  got  the  papers,  and  I  was  very  ^tad  of 
moral  BBpport  from  Mahbub.  I  tell  you  I  am  frarfd 
man,  and,  somehow  or  other,  the  more  fearfal  I  <ffl 
the  more  damn-tight  places  I  get  into.  So  I  whc  glad 
yon  came  with  me  to  Chini,  and  I  am  glad  liUblnli 
was  cloae  by.  The  old  lady  she  is  sometimea  nrj 
mdo  to  m«  and  my  beautiful  pills.' 

'  Allah  be  merciful,*  Said  Kim  on  bia  elbow,  rejdc- 
tng.  '  What  a  beast  of  wonder  ia  a  Babu  1  And  that 
man  walked  alone — if  he  did  walk  —  with  robbed 
and  angry  foreigners,' 

'  Oab,  that  waa  nothing  after  tbey  had  done  beat- 
ing me,  but  if  I  lost  the  papers  it  waa  pretty  jolly  eni' 
onft.  Ifahbub  he  nearly  beat  me  Coo,  and  he  west  and 
eonsorted  with  the  lama  no  end.  1  sball  Icoep  to 
ethnological  investigations  hence  forwards.  ITow 
good-bye,  Uister  O'Hani.  1  can  eatoh  4.SS  P.M.  to 
Umballa  if  I  em  quick.  Tt  will  be  good  timfis  when 
we  all  tell  thee  tale  op  at  Mister  Lurgan'a.  I  shall 
leport  yon  offeecially  better.  Good-bye,  my  dear 
fallow,  and  when  next  you  are  under  th«  «inotionf 
please  do  not  use  the  MohanunAdan  terms  with  tba 
Tibet  dress.' 

He  shook  bands  twice  — «  Baba  to  hia  boot  beela 
—  and  opened  the  door.  With  the  fall  of  the  «m- 
light  upon  his  Btill  trinmpbant  fac«  he  ratttrmd'' 
fte  humble  Dacca  qnaek. 
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'He  robbed  them,'  thouglit  Kim,  forgetting  hJa 
own  share  in  the  game.  '  He  tricked  them.  He  lied 
to  them  hke  a  Bengali.  They  give  him  a  chit  (a  tee- 
timonJal).  He  makes  them  a  mock  at  the  risk  of  his 
life  —  /  never  would  have  gone  down  to  them  after 
the  pietol-ehota  —  and  he  says  he  is  a  fearful  man. 
.  .  .  And  he  ts  a  fearful  man.  I  must  get  into  the 
world  again.' 

At  first  hie  legs  bent  like  bad  pipe-atem£,  end  the 
flood  and  rush  of  the  sonlit  air  dazzled  him.  He 
squatted  by  the  white  wall,  the  mind  rumma^ng 
Among  the  incidents  of  the  long  dooli  journey,  the 
lama's  weakneeaes,  and  now  that  the  Btimnlufi  of  talk 
was  removed,  bis  own  great  eelf-pity,  of  which,  like 
the  aick,  he  bad  great  store.  The  unnerved  brain 
edged  away  from  all  the  outside,  as  a  raw  horse,  once 
rowelled,  sidles  from  the  spnr.  It  was  enough,  amply 
enough,  that  the  spoil  of  the  kUla  was  away  —  off  his 
bands  —  ont  of  his  poeeeeeion.  He  tried  to  think  of 
the  lama,  —  to  wonder  why  he  bad  tumbled  into  a 
brook,  —  but  the  bigness  of  the  world,  seen  between 
the  forecourt  gates,  swept  linked  thought  aside.  Then 
he  looked  upon  the  trees  and  the  broad  fields,  with 
the  thatohod  huta  hidden  among  crops  —  looked  witi 
strange  eyes  tmahle  to  take  up  the  size  and  propor- 
tion and  use  of  things  —  stared  for  a  still  half -hour, 
All  that  while  he  felt,  thongh  he  could  not  put  it  into 
words,  that  his  soul  waa  out  of  gear  witii  its  am* 
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roundiugs  —  o  eog-wheol  itnconnected  with  aaj  ma- 
cbinerr,  just  like  the  idle  cog-wheel  of  a  cheap 
Beheen  sugar^rusher  laid  by  in  a  comer-  Tbo 
broezea  fanned  over  him,  the  parrots  shrieked  at  Mm, 
the  noises  of  the  populated  house  behind  —  squab- 
bles, orders,  and  reproofs  —  hit  on  dead  ean.  -^_ 

'  I  am  Eim.     I  am  Kim ;  and  what  is  Eim  t '     3flH 
soul  repeated  it  again  and  again.  ^^M 

He  did  not  want  to  cry,  —  bad  never  felt  less  like 
crying  in  hia  life,  —  but  of  a  sudden  easy,  atitpid 
tears  trickled  down  bis  noee,  and  with  almost  an  au- 
dible click  he  felt  the  wheels  of  hia  being  lock  up 
anew  on  the  world  without.  Thinga  that  rode  mean- 
ingleee  on  his  eyeball  an  instant  before  slid  into 
proper  proportion.  Koads  were  meant  to  be  walked 
ui)on,  houBOB  to  be  lived  in,  cattle  to  be  driven,  fields 
to  be  tilled,  and  men  and  women  to  be  talked  to. 
They  were  all  real  and  true  —  solidly  planted  UJK 
the  feet  —  perfectly  comprehenflible  —  clay  of  i 
clay,  neither  more  nor  leas.  He  shook  himself  li 
dog  with  a  flea  in  hb  ear,  and  rambled  out  of  the  g 
Said  the  Sahiba,  to  whom  watchful  eyes  reported  I 
move :  *  Let  him  go.  I  have  done  my  share.  Mol 
Earth  must  do  the  rest.  When  the  Holy  One  oomM 
back  from  meditation,  tell  him.' 

There  stood  an  empty  bullock-cart  on  a  little  knoD 
half  a  mile  away,  with  a  young  banian  tree  behind  — 
a  Inok-out,  as  it  were,  above  some  new-ploughod  lev- 
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,  and  hia  ejelida,  bathed  in  soft  air,  grew  heavy  as 
learcd  it.  The  ground  was  good  clean  dust  —  no 
f  herbage  that,  living,  is  half-way  to  death  already, 
the  hopeful  dust  that  holds  the  seed  of  all  life. 
a  felt  it  between  hia  toes,  patted  it  with  hia  palms, 
,  joint,  by  joint,  sighing  luxuriously,  laid  him 
m  full  length  along  in  the  shadow  of  the  wooden- 
aed  cart.  And  Mother  Earth  was  as  faithful  as 
Sabiba.  She  breathed  through  him  to  restore  the 
le  he  had  lost  lying  so  long  on  a  cot  cut  off  from 
good  currents.  His  head  lay  powerless  upon  her 
ast,  and  his  opened  hands  aurrendered  to  lier 
ngth.  The  races  who  shoe  their  feet  with  iron 
the  skins  of  dead  animals,  who  pack  boards  and 
Crete  between  themselves  and  the  clay  of  their 
lioning,  do  not  understand,  except  when  they  go 
iping,  how  Earth,  that  gives  all  the  fevers,  can 
I  take  them  away.  The  many-rooted  tree  above 
I,  and  even  the  dead  man-handled  wood  beside 
I,  knew  what  ho  sought,  as  he  himself  did  not 
Hour  upon  hour  he  lay  deeper  than  sleep, 
nrards  evening,  when  the  dust  of  returning  kine 
le  all  the  horizons  smoke,  came  the  lama  and 
ibub  Ali,  both  afoot,  walking  cautiously,  for  the 

had  told  them  where  he  had  gone. 
Allah  I      What  a  fool's  trick  to  play  in  open 
mtry,'  muttered  the  horse-dealer.     '  He  could  be 
i.  a  '-iUDdred  times   -  but  this  h  nnt  the  border.' 
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'  And,*  said  the  lama,  repeating  a  man  j-ti 
tale,  '  never  was  3uch  a  chila.     Temperate,  I 
wise,  of  an^rudging  disposition,  a  merry  1; 
the  road,  nerer  fotf^Httiag,  learned,  trntbful,  < 
0119.     Great  Lb  bis  reward  t' 

'  I  Icoow  the  boy  —  as  I  hare  said.' 

'  And  he  was  all  those  things ! ' 

'  Some  of  them  —  but  I  have  not  yet  found  a  Bed 
Hat's  charm  for  making  him  overly  truthful,  fie 
has  certainlj  been  well  nnrsed.' 

'  The  Sahiba  is  a  heart  of  gold,'  said  the  I 
neatly.     '  She  looks  upon  him  as  her  son.' 

'  Hmph  I  Half  Hind  seems  that  way  • 
I  only  wished  to  see  that  the  boy  had  come  to  no  harm 
and  was  a  free  agent.  As  thou  knowest,  he  and  I 
were  old  friendB  in  the  first  days  of  your  pilgrimage 
together.* 

'  That  is  a  bond  between  us.'  The  lama  sat  down. 
'  We  are  at  the  end  of  the  pilgrimage.' 

'  No  thanks  to  thee  tbine  was  not  out  off  for  good 
and  all  a  week  back.  I  beard  what  the  Sahiba  said  to 
thee  when  we  bore  thee  up  on  the  cot.'  Habbntr 
laughed,  and  tugged  his  newly-dyed  beard. 

'  I  was  meditating  upon  other  matters  that  tide. 
It  was  the  hakim  from  Dacca  broke  jnj  meditati 

*  Otherwise '  —  this  was  in  Paahtu  for  deceri 
sake  — '  thon  wouldst  have  ended  thy  medita 
Lopon  the  sultry  side  of  Hell  —  being  an  unbelii 
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and  an  idolater  for  all  thy  child's  siiopliciQ'. 
now,  Red  Hat,  what  is  to  be  done  ? ' 

'  This  very  night,'  —  th«  words  aaaa  slowly,  vi- 
brating with  triumph,  — '  this  very  night  he  will  be 
as  free  u  I  am  from  all  taint  of  sin  —  assured  as  I 
am  when  he  quits  this  body  of  Freedom  from  the 
leel  of  Things.  I  have  a  sign,'  he  laid  his  hand 
ive  the  torn  chart  in  his  bosom,  '  that  my  time  is 
Bhort ;  but  I  shall  have  safe-guarded  him  throughout 
the  years.  Remember,  I  have  reached  Knowledge, 
88  I  told  thee  only  three  nights  bade.' 

*  It  moBt  be  true,  as  the  Tirah  priest  said  when  I 
stole  his  cousin's  wife,  that  I  am  a  sufi  (a  free- 
thinker); for  here  I  sit,'  said  Ifahbub  to  himself, 
'  drinking  in  blasphemy  unthinkable.  I  remember 
the  tale.  On  that,  then,  be  goes  to  Jannatu  I'  Adn 
(the  Gardens  of  Eden).  .  .  .  Wilt  thou  slay  him  or 
drown  him  in  that  wonderfnl  River  from  which  the 
Babn  dragged  thee } ' 

'  I  was  dragged  from  no  River,'  said  the  lama  sim- 
(dy.  '  Thou  hast  forgotten  what  befell.  I  found  it 
by  Knowledge,' 

'  Oh,  ay.  True,'  stammered  Mahbub,  divided  be- 
tween high  indignation  and  enormous  mirth.  '  I  had 
forgotten  the  true  run  of  what  happened.  Thou 
didst  find  it  knowingly.' 

'  And  to  say  that  I  would  take  life  is  —  not  a 

,  but  a  madness  simple,     iiy  chela  aided  ma  to 
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the  Eiver.     It  is  hifl  right  to  be  cleanaed  from  si 
with  me.' 

'  Ay,  he  needs  cleansing  —  bat  afterwards, 
man  —  afterwards  ? ' 

'  What  matter  under  all  the  heavens  t     Ho  is  |j 
of  Nibban  —  enlightened  —  as  I  am.' 

'  Well  said.     I  had  a  fear  he  might  mount  it(A 
med's  horse  and  %  away.' 

'  Nay  —  he  must  go  forth  as  a  teacher.' 

'  Aha  I  Kow  I  see  I  That  is  the  right  gait  foi 
colt.  Certainly  he  must  go  forth  aa  a  teacher.  Hew 
somewhat  urgently  needed  as  a  scribe  by  the  State, 
for  instance.' 

'  To  that  end  he  was  prepared.  I  acquired  merit 
in  that  I  gave  alms  for  his  sake.  A  good  deed  does 
not  die.  He  aided  me  in  my  Search.  I  aided  him 
in  his,  Just  is  the  Wheel,  O  horse-eeller  from  the 
^orth.  Let  him  be  a  teacher.  Let  him  be  a  scribe. 
What  matter?  He  will  have  attained  Freedom  at 
the  end.     The  rest  is  illusion.' 

'  What  matter?  when  I  must  have  hjm  with  me 
beyond  Balkh  in  six  months  I  I  come  up  with  ten 
lame  horses  and  three  strong-backed  men  —  thanks 
to  that  chicken  of  a  Babu  —  to  break  a  sick  boy  by 
force  out  of  an  old  harpy's  house.  It  aeems  that  I 
stand  by  while  a  young  Sahib  is  hoisted  into  Allah 
knows  what  of  an  idolater's  heaven  by  meana  of  old 
Bed  Hat.  And  I  am  reckoned  something  of  a  pl^ 
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the  gome  myself  I     But  the  madmaii  ie  fond  of  the 
iiy;  and  I  muet  be  very  reasonably  mad  too.' 

What  is  the  prayer  ? '  said  the  lama,  as  the  rough 
'ashtti  rumbled  into  the  red  beard. 

No  matter  at  all;  but  now  I  understand  that  the 
»y,  Bure  of  Paradise,  can  yet  enter  Government  ser- 
),  my  mind  is  easier.  I  must  get  to  my  horses.  It 
iws  dark.  Do  not  wake  him.  I  have  no  wish  to 
far  him  call  thee  master.' 
'  But  he  is  my  disciple.  What  else ! ' 
'  He  has  told  me.'  Mahbub  choked  down  his  touch 
spleen  and  rose  laughing.  '  I  am  not  altogether 
thy  faith,  Red  Hat  —  if  so  small  a  matter  concern 


'  It  is  nothing,*  said  the  lama. 

*  I  thought  not.  Therefore  it  will  not  move  thee 
BinlcsB,  new-washed  and  three  parts  drowned  to  boot, 
when  I  call  thee  a  good  man  —  a  very  good  man. 
We  have  talked  together  some  four  or  five  evenings 
now,  and  for  all  I  am  a  horse-coper  I  can  still,  as  the 
saying  is,  see  holiness  beyond  the  legs  of  a  horK 
Yes,  can  see,  too.  how  our  Friend  of  all  the  WorM 
put  hia  hand  in  thine  at  the  first.  Use  him  well,  and 
aufier  him  to  return  to  the  world  as  a  teacher,  when 
thou  hast  —  bathed  hia  legs,  if  that  ia  the  proper 
medicine  for  the  colt.' 

*  Why  not  follow  the  Way  thyself,  and  so  accom- 
my  the  boyt' 
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Mabbub  stared  stupefied  at  the  nuguificent 
insoleace  of  the  demand,  which  across  the  Bor 
der  he  would  have  paid  with  more  than  a  Uo*. 
Then  the  humour  of  it  touched  his  Sfohammedu 
soul. 

'  Softly  —  softlj  —  one  foot  at  a  time,  as  the  Uiae 
gelding  went  over  the  Umballa  jumps.  I  may  coBK 
to  Paradise  later  —  I  have  workings  that  way — 
great  motions  —  and  I  owe  them  to  thy  simplicitj. 
Thou  hast  never  lied  i ' 

'  What  need  t ' 

'  O  Allah,  hear  him  1  "  What  need  "  in  this  Thr 
world  I     Nor  ever  harmed  a  man  J ' 

'  Once  —  with  a  pencase  —  before  I  was  wise.' 

'  Good !  I  think  the  better  of  thee.  Thy  teachings 
are  good.  Thou  bast  turned  one  man  that  I  know 
from  the  path  of  strife.'  He  laughed  immensely. 
'  He  came  here  open-minded  to  commit  a  dacoily  (a 
house-robbery  with  violence).  Tea,  to  cot,  rob,  kill, 
and  carry  o£F  what  be  desired.* 

'  A  great  foolishness  1 ' 

'  Ob  I  black  shame  too.  So  he  thought  after  he  had 
Been  thee  —  and  a  few  others,  male  and  female.  So 
ha  abandoned  it;  and  now  he  goes  to  beat  a  big  bUflk 


'  I  do  not  nnderstand.' 

'  Allah  forbid  it  I     Some  men  are  strong  in  koow' 


ledge,  Red  Hat. 


Thy  strength 
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Keep  it  —  I  thinfc  thon  wilt.  If  the  boy  is  not  a 
good  servant,  pull  his  ears  off,' 

With  a  bitch  of  hia  broad  Bokliariot  belt  the 
Pathan  swaggered  off  into  the  gloaming,  and  the 
lama  came  down  from  hia  clouds  flo  far  as  to  look  at 
the  broad  back. 

*  That  person  lacks  courtesy,  and  is  deceived  by 
the  shadow  of  appearances.  But  he  spoke  well  of 
my  chela,  who  now  enters  upon  hia  reward.  Let  me 
make  the  prayer  I  ,  .  .  Wake,  0  fortunate  above  all 
bora  of  women.     Wake !     It  is  found ! ' 

Kim  came  up  from  those  deep  wells  of  sleep,  and 
the  lama  attended  his  yawning  pleasure;  duly  snap- 
ping fingers  to  head  off  evil  spirits. 

*  I  have  slept  a  hundred  years.      Where ? 

Holy  One,  hast  ihou  been  here  long?  I  went  out  to 
look  for  thre,  but '  —  he  laughed  drowsily  —  'I  slept 
by  the  way.  I  am  all  well  now.  Hast  thou  eaten  ? 
Let  ue  go  to  the  house.  It  ia  many  days  since  I 
tended  thee.  And  the  Sahiba  fed  thee  wellt  Who 
shampooed  thy  legs  ?  What  of  the  weaknesses !  The 
belly  and  the  neck,  and  the  beating  in  the  ears? ' 

k'  Gone  —  all  gone.     Dost  thou  not  know ! ' 
*  I  know  nothing,  feut  that  I  have  not  seen  thee  for 
■tnonkey's  age.     Know  what  ? ' 
'  Strange  the  knowledge  did  not  reach  out  to  thee, 
when  all  my  thoughts  were  theeward.' 

[  cannot  see  the  face,  but  the  voice  is  Tike  a 
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gong.     H&e  the  Sabiba  made  a  young  man  of  tliee 
by  her  cookery  i ' 

He  peered  at  the  cross-legged  figure,  ouUined  jel- 
black  agftiDBt  the  lemon-coloured  drift  of  light  So 
does  the  atone  Bodhieat  sit  wlio  looks  down  upon  tie 
patent  self-registering  turnstiles  of  the  Lahore 
Museum. 

The  lama  held  his  peace.  Except  for  the  click  of 
the  rosary  and  a  faint  clop-clop  of  Mahhub's  re- 
treating feet,  the  soft,  smoky  silence  of  evening  in 
India  wrapped  them  close.  J 

'  Hear  me  I     I  bring  news.'  ^fl 

'  But  let  U3 '  ^ 

Out  shot  the  long  yellow  hand  compelling  atlence. 
TCim   tucked  his  feet  under  his  robe-edge  obedi- 

'  Hear  me  I  I  bring  news !  The  Search  i»  fimshod. 
Comes  now  the  Reward.  .  .  .  Thus.  When  we  were 
among  the  hilla,  I  lived  on  thy  strength  till  the  young 
branch  bowed  and  nigh  broke.  When  we  camo  out  of 
the  hills,  I  was  troubled  for  thee  and  for  other  mat- 
ters which  I  held  in  my  heart.  The  boat  of  my  soul 
lacked  direction ;  I  could  not  see  into  the  Cause  of 
Things,  So  I  gave  thee  ->vcr  to  the  virtuous  woman 
altogether.  I  took  no  food,  I  drank  no  water.  StiU_ 
I  saw  not  the  Way.  They  pressed  food  upon  me 
cried  at  my  shut  door.  9o  I  removed  myself 
hollow  under  a  tree.  T  took  no  food.  I 
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I  sat  in  meditation  two  daya  and  two  nights, 
•ibetractiiig  my  mind;  inbreathing  and  outbreathing 
in  the  required  manner,  .  .  .  Upon  the  second  nigbt 
—  so  great  was  my  reward  —  the  wise  soul  loosed 
itself  from  the  silly  body  and  went  free.  This  I 
haTe  never  before  attained,  though  I  have  stood  on 
the  threshold  of  it.     Consider,  for  it  is  a  marvel ! ' 

'  A  marvel  indeed.  Two  days  and  two  nights 
without  food  1  Where  was  the  Sahiba  i '  said  Kim 
under  his  breath. 

'  Yea,  my  soul  went  free,  and,  wheeling  like  an 

eagle,  saw  indeed  that  there  was  no  Teshoo  Lama  nor 

any  other  soul.     As  a  drop  falls  into  water,  ao  my 

soul  drew  near  to  the  Great  Soul  which  is  beyond  all 

things.     At  that  point,  exalted  in  contemplation,  I 

^^Hlw  all  Hind,  from  Ceylon  in  the  sea  to  the  Hills, 

^Hnd  my  own  painted  rocks  at  Sucbzen;  I  saw  every 

^Htmp  and  village,  to  the  least,  where  we  have  ever 

^Hksted.    I  saw  them  at  one  time  and  in  one  place; 

^Hn-  they  were  within  my  soul.     By  this  I  knew  the 

son]  had  passed  beyond  the  illusion  of  Time  and 

SpRc«  and  of  Things.     By  this  I  knew  that  I  was 

free.     I  saw  thee  lying  in  thy  cot,  and  I  saw  thee 

falling  down  hill  under  the  idolater  —  at  one  time, 

in  one  place,  in  my  soul,  which,  as  I  aay,  had  touched 

the  Great  Soul.  Also  I  saw  the  stupid  body  of  Teshoo 

T-ama  lying  down,  and  the  kakim  from  Dacca  kneeled 

,  shouting  in  its  ear.     Then  my  soul  was  all 
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ftlone,  &nd  I  saw  DOthiog,  for  I  was  all  things,  banng 
reached  the  Great  Soul.  And  I  meditated  a  thottsaoil 
thousand  years,  passionless,  well  aware  of  the  C»ii«e* 
of  all  Things.  Then  a  voice  cried :  "  What  shall  come 
to  the  boy  if  thou  art  dead?  "  and  I  was  shaken  hack 
and  forth  in  myself  with  pity  for  thee;  and  I  said: 
"  I  will  return  to  my  chela  lest  he  miaa  the  Way." 
Upon  this  my  soul,  which  is  the  soul  of  Teshoo  Lama, 
withdrew  itself  from  the  Qreat  Soul  with  atrivisgB 
and  yearningB  and  retchings  and  agonies  not  to  be 
told.  As  the  egg  from  the  fish,  as  the  fish  from  the 
water,  as  the  water  from  the  cloud,  as  the  cloud  fmni 
the  thick  air;  so  put  forth,  so  leaped  out^  ao  drew 
away,  so  fumed  up  the  eoul  of  Teshoo  Lama  from  the 
Great  Soul.  Then  a  voice  cried :  "  The  River !  Take 
heed  to  the  River  1  "  and  I  looked  down  upon  all  the 
world,  which  was  as  I  have  seen  it  before  —  one  ia 
time,  one  in  place  —  and  I  said :  "  Yonder  ia  the 
River  of  the  Arrow  at  my  feet."  At  that  hour  my 
Boul  was  hampered  by  some  evil  or  other  whereof  I 
was  not  wholly  cleansed,  and  it  lay  upon  my  arms 
and  coiled  round  my  waist ;  but  I  put  it  aside,  and  I 
cast  forth  as  an  eagle  in  my  flight  for  the  very  place 
of  the  River.  I  pushed  aside  world  upon  world  for 
thy  sake.  I  saw  the  River  below  me  —  the  River  of 
the  Arrow  —  and,  descending,  the  watera  of  it  cloaed 
over  me  [  and  behold  I  was  again  in  the  body  of  Te- 
shoo Lama,  but  free  from  sin,  and  the  haktm  from 
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Dacca  bore  up  my  bead  in  the  waters  of  the  River. 
It  is  behiad  the  mango-tope  here  —  even  here ! ' 

'  Allah  Kerim  I  Oh,  well  that  the  Babu  waa  there  I 
Waat  thou  very  wet  ? ' 

*  Why  should  I  regard  ?  I  remember  the  hakim 
waa  concerned  for  the  body  of  Teshoo  Lama.  Ho 
haled  it  out  of  the  holj  water  in  his  Lands,  and  there 
came  afterwards  a  horse-seller  from  the  North  with  a 
cot  aud  men,  and  the;  put  the  body  on  the  cot  and 
bore  it  up  to  the  Sohiba's  house.' 

'  What  said  the  SahibaT 

'  I  was  meditating  in  that  body,  and  did  not  bear. 
So  thus  the  Search  is  ended.  For  the  merit  that  I 
have  acquired,  the  River  of  the  Arrow  is  here.  It 
broke  forth  at  our  feet,  as  I  have  said.  I  have  found 
it.  Son  of  my  soul,  I  have  wrenched  my  soul  back 
from  the  Threshold  of  Freedom  to  free  thee  from  all 
sin  —  as  I  am  free,  and  sinless.  Just  is  the  Wheel  t 
Certain  is  our  deliverance.     Come  I ' 

He  crossed  his  hand^  on  his  lap  and  smiled,  as  a 
man  may  who  has  won  Salvation  for  himself  and  bts 
beloved. 
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